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PREFACE 


As it is Mr. Waterton’s opinion that ravens are gradually 
becoming extinct in England, I offer a few words here about 
mine. 

The raven in this story is a compound of two great originals, 
of whom I have been, at different times, the proud possessor. 
The first was in the bioom of his youth when he was discovered 
in a modest retirement in London bu a friend of mine, and given 
tome. He had from the first, as Sir Hugh Evans says of Anne 
Page, “good gifts,” which he improved by study and attention 
in a most exemplary manner. He slept in a stable—generally 
on horseback—and so terrified a Newfoundland dog by his 
preternatural sagacity that he has been known, by the mere 

of his genius, to walk off unmolested with the dog’s 

dinner from before his face. He was rapidly rising in acquire- 
ments and virtues when, in an evil hour, his stable was newly 
painted. He observed the workmen closely, saw that they were 
careful of the paint, and immediately burned to possess it. On 
their going to dinner, he ate up all they had left behind, consisting 
of a pound or two of white lead, and this youthful indiscretion 
terminated in death. 

While I was yet inconsolable for his loss, another friend of 
mine in Yorkshire discovered an older and more gifted raven 
at a village public-house, which he prevailed upon the landlord 
io part with for a consideration and sent up to me. The first 
act of this Sage was io administer to the effects of his predecessor 
by disinterring all the cheese and halfpence he had buried in the 
garden—a work of immense labour and research, to which he de- 
voted all the energies of his mind. When he had achieved this 
task, he applied himself to the acquisition of stable language, in 
which he soon became such an adept that he would perch outside 
my window and drive imaginary horses with great skill all day. 
Perhaps even I never saw him at his best, for his former master 
sent his duty with him, “‘and if I wished the bird to come out very 
strong, would I be so good as to show him a drunken man”— 
which I never did, having (unfortunately) none but sober people 
athand. But I could hardly have respected him more, whatever 
the stimulating influences of his sight might have been. He had 
not the least respect, I am sorry to say, for me in return, or for 
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anybody but the cook, to whom he was attached—but only, I fear, 
as a policeman might have been. Once I met him unexpectedly, 
about half-a-mile off, walking down the middle of the public 
street, attended by a pretty large crowd, and spontaneously 
exhibiting the whole of his accomplishments. His gravity under 
those trying circumstances I can never forget, nor the extra- 
ordinary nb: with which, refusing to be brought home, he 
defended himself behind’a pump, until overpowered by numbers. 
It may have been that he was too bright a genius to live long, or it 
may have been that he took some pernicious substance into his 
bill, and thence into his maw—which is not improbable, seeing 
that he new-pointed the greater part of the garden-wall by digging 
out the mortar, broke countless squares of glass by scraping away 
the putty all round the frames, and tore up and swallowed, in 
splinters, the greater part of a wooden staircase of six steps anda 
landing—but after some three years he too was taken ill, and died 
before the kitchen fire. He kept his eye to the last upon the meat 
as it roasted, and suddenly turned over on his back with a 
sepulchral ery of “‘ Cuckoo!” 

After this mournful rivation, I was, for a long time, 
ravenless. The kindness of another friend at length provided me 
with another raven: but he is not a genius. He leads the life of 
a hermit, in my little orchard, on the summit of Shakespeare's 
Gad’s Hill; he has no relish for society: he gives no evidence of 
ever cultivating his mind; and he has picked up nothing but meat 
since I have known him—cacept the faculty of barking like a dog. 

Of the story of “‘ Barnaby Rudge” itself I do not think I can 
say anything here, more to the purpose than the following passages 
from the original Preface:— 

“No account of the Gordon Riots having been to my knowledge 
introduced into any Work of Fiction, and the subject f pret 
very extraordinary and remarkable features, I was led to project 
this Tale. 

“Tis necessary to say that those shameful tumults, while they 
pe teadd indelible disgrace upon the time in which they occurred, and 
all who had act or part in them, teach a good lesson. That what 
we falsely call a religious cry is easily raised by men who have 
no religion, and who in their daily practice set at naught the 
commonest principles of right and wrong: that it is begotten of 
intolerance and persecution; that it is senseless, besotted, 
inveterate, and unmerciful ; all History teaches us. But perhaps 
we do not know it in our hearts too well to profit by even so humble 
te peg id as the ‘No Popery’ riots of Seventeen Hundred and 

ly. 

“* However imperfectly those disturbances are set forth in the 
following pages, they are impartially painted by one who has no 
sympathy with the ish Church, although he acknowledges, as 
‘oma men do, some esteemed friends among the following of its 
creed, 

“It may be observed that in the description of the principal 
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outrages reference has been had lo the best authorities of that time, 
such as they are ; and that the account given in this Tale of all the 
main features of the Riots is substantially correct. 

“Tt may be fui remarked that Mr. Dennis’s allusions to the 
flourishing condition of his trade in those days have their founda- 
tion in Truth, and not in the Author's fancy. Any file of old | 
Newspapers, or odd volume of the Annual Register, will prove this 
with terrible ease. 4 

“Kuen the case of Mary Jones, dwelt upon with so much 

leasure by the same character, is no effort of invention. The 

acts were stated, exacily as they are stated here, in the House of 

Commons. Whether they afforded asmuch entertainment to the 

merry gentlemen assembled there as some other most affecting 

circumstances of a similar nature mentioned by Sir Samuel 
is not recorded.” 

That the case of Mary Jones may speak the more emphatically 
for itself, I now subjoin tt as related by Sir Wiiliam Meredith in 
a in Parliament “on Frequent Executions” made in 1777. 

* Under this act,” the Shop-lifting Act, ‘‘one Mary Jones was 
executed, whose case I shall just mention ; ti was at the time when 
press-warranis were issued on the alarm about Falkland Islands. 
The woman's husband was pressed, their goods seized for some 
debis of his, and she, with too small children, turned inio the 
streets a-begging. Itis a circumstance not io be forgotien that she 
was very young (under nineteen), and most remarkably handsome. 
She weni to a linen-draper’s shep, took some coarse linen off the 
counter, and slipped it under her cloak ; the shopman saw her, 
and she laid it down ; for this she was hanged. Her defence was 
(1 have the trial in my pocket), ‘that she had lived in credit and 
wanted for nothing ull a press-gang came and stole her husband 
from her ; but, since then, she had no bed to lie on ; nothing to give 
her children to eat ; and they were almost naked ; and perhaps she 
might have done something wrong, for she hardly knew what she 

id.’ The parish officers testified the truth of this story ; but it 
seems that there had been a good dealof shop-lifting about Ludgate; 
an example was thought necessary ; and this woman was hanged 
jor the comfori and satisfaction of shopkeepers in Ludgate Street. 
When brought to receive sentence, she behaved in such a frantic 
manner as proved her mind to be in a distracted and % 
state ; and the child was sucking at her breast when she set out 


for Tyburn.” 
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BARNABY RUDGE 


CHAPTER THE FIRST 
In the year 1775, there stood upon the borders of Epping 
Forest, at a distance of about twelve miles from London— 
measuring from the Standard in Cornhill, or rather fromthe spot 
on or near to which the Standard used to be in days of yore— 
a house of public entertainment called the Maypole; which fact 
was demonstrated to all such travellers as could neither read 
nor write (and sixty-six years ago a vast number both of 
travellers and stay-at-homes were in this condition) by the 
emblem reared on the roadside over against the house, which, 
if not of those goodly proportions that Maypoles were wont to 
present in olden times, was a fair young ash, thirty feet in 
aight, and straight as any arrow that ever English yeomen 
Ww. 
The Maypole—by which term from henceforth is meant the 
house, and not its sign—the Maypole was an old building, with 
more gable ends than a lazy man would care to count on a 
sunny day; huge zig-zag chimneys, out of which it seemed as 
though even smoke could not choose but come in more than 
naturally fantastic shapes, imparted to it in its tortuous pro- 
gress; and vast stables, gloomy, ruinous and empty. The 
place was said to have been built in the days of King Henry the 
hth ; and there was a legend, not only that Queen Elizabeth 
had slept there one night while upon a hunting excursion, to 
wit, in a certain oak-panelled room with a deep bay window, 
but that next morning, while standing on a mounting-block 
before the door with one foot in the stirrup, the Virgin Monarch 
had then and there boxed and cuffed an unlucky page for 
some neglect of duty. The matter-of-fact and doubtful folks, 
of whom there were a few among the Maypole customers, as 
unluckily there always are in every little community, were 
inclined to look upon this tradition as rather apocryphal; but 
whenever the landlord of that ancient hostelry appealed te 
the mounting-block itself as evidence, and triumphantly 
pointed out that there it stood in the same place to that very 
day, the doubters never failed to be put down by a large 
majority, and all true believers exulted as in a victory. 
er these, and many other stories of the like nature, 
were true or untrue, the Maypole was really an old house, a 
very old house, perhaps as old as it claimed to be, and perhaps 
older, which will sometimes happen with houses of an un- 
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certain, as with ladies of a certain age. Its windows were old 
diamond-pane lattices, its floors were sunken and uneven, its 
ceilings blackened by the hand of Time, and heavy with 
massive beams. Over the doorway was an ancient porch, 
quaintly and grotesquely carved; and here on summer even- 
ings the more favoured customers smoked and drank—ay, 
and sang many a good song too, sometimes—reposing on two 
grim-looking high-backed settles, which, like the twin dragons 
of some fairy tale, guarded the entrance to the mansion. 

In the chimneys of the disused rooms, swallows had built 
their nests for many a long year, and from earliest spring to 
latest summer whole colonies of sparrows chirped and twit- 
tered in the eaves. There were more pigeons about the dreary 
stable-yard and outbuilding than anybody but the landlord 
could reckon up. The wheeling and circling flights of runts, 
fantails, tumblers, and pouters, were perhaps not quite con- 
sistent with the grave and sober character of the building, but 
the monotonous cooing, which never ceased to be raised by 
some among them all day long, suited it exactly, and seemed 
to lull it to rest. With its overhanging stories, drowsy little 
panes of glass, and front bulging out and projecting over the 
pathway, the old house Jooked as if it were nodding in its sleep. 
Indeed it needed no very great stretch of fancy to detect in it 
other resemblances to humanity. The bricks of which it was 
built had originally been a deep dark red, but had grown yellow 
and discoloured like an old man’s skin; the sturdy timbers had 
decayed like teeth; and here and there the ivy, like a warm 
garment to comfort it in its age, wrapped its green leaves 
closely round the time-wern walls. 

It was a hale and hearty age though, still: and in the summer 
or autumn evenings, when the glow of the setting sun fell upon 
the oak and chestnut trees of the adjacent forest, the old house, 
partaking of its lustre, seemed their fit companion, and to have 
many good years of life in him yet. 

The evening with which we have to do, was neither a summer 
nor an autumn one, but the twilight of a day in March, when 
the wind howled dismally among the bare branches of the 
trees, and rumbling in the wide chimneys and driving the rain 
against the windows of the Maypole Inn, gave such of its fre- 
quenters as chanced to be there at the moment an undeniable 
reason for prolonging their stay, and caused the landlord to 
prophesy that the night would certainly clear at eleven o’clock 
precisely—which by a remarkable coincidence was the hour 
at which he always closed his house. 

The name of him upon whoin the spirit of prophecy thus 
descended was John Willet, a burly, large-headed man with a 
fat face, which betokened profound obstinacy and slowness of 
apprehension, combined with avery strong reliance upon hisown 
merits. It was John Willet’s ordinary boast in his more placid 
moods that if he were slow he was sure; which assertion could 
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in one sense at least be by no means gainsaid, seeing that he 
was in everything unquestionably the reverse of fast, and 


| withal one of the most dogged and positive fellows in existence 


—always sure that what he thought or said or did was right, 
and holding it as a thing quite settled and ordained by the 
laws of nature and Providence, that anybody who said or did 
or thought otherwise must be inevitably and of necessity 


Mr. Willet walked slowly up to the window, flattened his 
fat nose against the cold glass, and shading his eyes that his 
sight might not be affected by the ruddy glow of the fire, 
looked abroad. Then he walked slowly back to his old seat 
in the chimney-corner, and, composing himself in it with a 
slight shiver, such as a man might give way to and so acquire 
an additional relish for the warm blaze, said, looking round 
upon his guests: 

**Tt’ll clear at eleven o’clock. Nosoonerand no later. Not 
before and not arterwards.” 

““How do you make that out?” said the little man in the 
opposite corner. ‘‘The moon is past the full, and she rises 
at nine.” 

John looked sedately and solemnly at his questioner until 
he had brought his mind to bear upon the whole of his observa- 
tion, and then made answer, in a tone which seemed to imply 
that the moon was peculiarly his business and nobody else’s: 

“Never you mind about the moon. Don’t you trouble your- 
self about her. You let the moon alone, and I’ll let you alone.” 

““No offence I hope?” said the little man. 

Again John waited leisurely until the observation had 
thoroughly penetrated to his brain, and then replying, ‘‘No 
offence as yet,”’ applied a light to his pipe and smoked in placid 
silence; now and then casting a sidelong look at a man wrapped 
in a loose riding-eoat with huge cuffs ornamented with tarn- 
ished silver lace and large metal buttons, who sat apart from 
the regular frequenters of the house, and wearing a hat flapped 
over his face, which was still further shaded by the hand on 
which his forehead rested, looked unsociable enough. 

There was another guest, who sat, booted and spurred, at 
some distance from the fire also, and whose thoughis—to 
judge from his folded arms and knitted brows, and from the 
untasted liquor before him—were occupied with other matters 
than the topics under discussion or the persons who discussed 
them. This was a young man of about eight-and-twenty, 
rather above the middle height, and though of a somewhat 
slight figure, gracefully and strongly made. He wore his own 
dark hair, and was accoutred in a riding-dress, which, together 
with his large boots (resembling in shape and fashion those 
worn by our Life Guardsmen at the present day), showed 
inc isputable traces of the bad condition of the roads. But 
travel-stained though he was, he was well and even richly 
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attired, and without being overdressed looked a gallant’ 
gentleman. % 

Lying upon the table beside him, as he had carelessly | 
thrown them down, were a heavy riding-whip and a slouched | 
hat, the latter worn no doubt as being best suited to the in- 
clemency of the weather. There, too, were a pair of pistols 
ina holster case, and a short riding-cloak. Little of his face was 
visible, except the long dark lashes which concealed his down- 
cast eyes, but an air of careless ease and natural gracefulness 
of demeanour pervaded the figure, and seemed to comprehend 
even these slight accessories, which were all handsome, and 
in good keeping. . 

Towards this young gentleman the eyes of Mr. Willet 
wandered but once, and then as if in mute inquiry whether he 
had observed his silent neighbour. It was plain that John 
and the young gentleman had often met before. Finding 
that his look was not returned, or indeed observed by the per- 
son to whom it was addressed, John gradually concentrated 
the whole power of his eyes into one focus, and brought it to 
bear upon the man in the flapped hat, at whom he came to 
stare in course of time with an intensity so remarkable, that 
it affected his fireside cronies, who all, as with one accord, took 
their pipes from their lips, and stared with open mouths at 
the stranger likewise. 

The sturdy landlord had a large pair of dull fish-like eyes, 
and the little man who had hazarded the remark about the 
moon (and who was the parish-clerk and bell-ringer of Chig- 
well; a village hard by) had little round black shiny eyes like 
beads; moreover this little man wore at the knees of his-rusty 
blackbreeches, and on his rusty blackcoat,and all down his long 
flapped waistcoat, little queer buttons like nothing except his 
eyes; but so like them, that as they twinkled and glistened in 
the light of the fire, which shone too in his bright shoe-buckles, 
he seemed all eyes from head to foot, and to be gazing with 
every one of them at the unknown customer. No wonder 
that a man should grow restless under such an inspection as 
this, to say nothing of the eyes belonging to short Tom Cobb 
the general chandler and post-office keeper, and long Phil 
Parkes the ranger, both of whom, infected by the example of 
their companions, regarded him of the flapped hat no less 
attentively. 

The stranger became restless; perhaps from being exposed 
to this raking fire of eyes, perhaps from the nature of his 
previous meditations—most probably from the latter cause, 
for as he changed his position and looked hastily round, he 
started to find himself the object of such keen regard, 
and darted an angry and suspicious glance at the fireside 
group. It had the effect of immediately diverting all eyes to 
the chimney, except those of John Willet, who finding hi : 
as it were, caught in the fact, and not being (as has beep 
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already observed) of a very ready nature, remained staring 
at his guest in a particularly awkward and disconcerted 
manner. 

“Well?” said the stranger. 

Well. There was not much in well. It was not a long 
speech. “I thought you gave an order,” said the landlord, 
after a pause of two or three minutes for consideration. _ 

The stranger took off his hat, and disclosed the hard features 
of a man of sixty or thereabouts, much weather-beaten and 
worn by time, and the naturally harsh expression of which 
was not improved by a dark handkerchief which was bound 
tightly round his head, and, while it served the purpose of 
a wig, shaded his forehead, and almost hid his eyebrows. 
If it were intended to conceal or divert attention from a deep 
gash, now healed into an ugly seam, which when it was 
first inflicted must have laid bare his cheekbone, the object 
was but indifferently attained, for it could scarcely fail to 
be noted at a glance. His complexion was of a cadaverous 
hue, and he had a grizzly jagged beard of some three weeks’ 
date. Such was the figure (very meanly and poorly clad) 
that now rose from the seat, and stalking across the room 
sat down in a corner of the chimney, which the politeness or 
fears of the little clerk very readily assigned to him. 

“A highwayman!” whispered Tom Cobb to Parkes the 
ranger. : 

“Do you suppose highwaymen don’t dress handsomer 
than that?” replied Parkes. “It’s a better business than 
you think for, Tom, and highwaymen don’t need or use to 
be shabby, take my word for it.” 

Meanwhile the subject of their speculations had done due 
honour to the house by calling for some drink, which was 
promptly supplied by the landlord’s son Joe, a broad-shouldered 
strapping young fellow of twenty, whom it pleased his father 
still to consider a little boy, and to treat accordingly. Stretch- 
ing out his hands to warm them by the blazing fire, the man 
turned his head towards the company, and after running his 
eye sharply over them, said in a voice well suited to his 
appearance: 

“What house is that which stands a mile or so from here?” 

“‘Public-house?”’ said the landlord, with his usual de- 
‘liberation. 

‘“‘Public-house, father!” exclaimed Joe, ‘“‘where’s the public- 
house within a mile or so of the Maypole? He means the 
great house—the Warren—naturally and of course. The old 
ted brick house, Sir, that stands in its own grounds—?” 

_ “Ay,” said the stranger. 
‘And that fifteen or twenty years ago stood in a park five 
times as broad, which with other and richer property has bit 
by bit changed hands and dwindled away—more’s the pity!” 


pursued the young man. 


3 


Id BARNABY RUDGE 


“Maybe,” was the reply. ‘“‘But my question related to 
the owner. What it has been I don’t care to know, and 
what it is I can see for myself.” 

The heir-apparent to the Maypole pressed his finger on his 
lips, and glancing at the young gentleman already noticed, 
who had changed his attitude when the house was first 
mentioned, replied in a lower tone. 

‘The owner’s name is Haredale, Mr. Geoffrey Haredale, 
and”—again he glanced in the same direction as before— 
‘‘and a worthy gentleman too—hem!” 

Paying as little regard to this admonitory cough, as to 
the significant gesture that had preceded it, the stranger 
pursued his questioning. 

“T turned out of my way coming here, and took the foot- 
path that crosses the grounds. Who was the young lady 
that I saw entering a carriage? His daughter?” 

“Why, how should I know, honest man?” replied Joe, 
contriving in the course of some arrangements about the 
hearth, to advance close to his questioner and pluck him by 
the sleeve, ‘I didn’t see the young lady you know. Whew! 
There’s the wind again—and rain—well it is a night!” 

“Rough weather indeed!” observed the strange man. 

“You’re used to it?”’ said Joe, catching at anything which 
seemed to promise a diversion of the subject. 

“Pretty well,” returned the other. “About the young 
lady—has Mr. Haredale a daughter?” 

“No, no,” said the young fellow fretfully, ‘“‘he’s a single 
gentleman—he’s—be quiet, can’t you, man? Don’t you see 
this talk is not relished yonder?” . 

Regardless of this whispered remonstrance, and affecting 
not to hear it, his tormentor provokingly continued: 

“Single men have had daughters before now. Perhaps 
she may be his daughter, though he is not married.” 

“What do you mean?” said Joe, adding in an undertone 
as he approached him again, ‘‘ You’ll come in for it presently, 
I know you will!” 

“T mean no harm’’—returned the traveller boldly, “and 
have said none*that I know of. I ask a few questions—as 
any stranger may, and not unnaturally—about the inmates 
of a remarkable house in a neighbourhood which is new to 
me, and you are as aghast and disturbed as if I were talking 
treason against King George. Perhaps you can tell me 
why, Be for (as I say) I am a stranger, and this is Greek 
to me?” 

The latter observation was addressed to the obvious cause 
of Joe Willet’s discomposure, who had risen and was adjust- 
ing his riding-cloak preparatory to sallying abroad. Briefly 
replying that he could give him no information, the young 
man beckoned to Joe, and handing him a piece of money 
in payment of his reckoning, hurried out attended by young 
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Willet himself, who taking up a candle followed to light him 
to the house door. 

_ While Joe was absent on this errand, the elder Willet 
and his three companions continued to smoke with profound 
gravity, and in a deep silence, each having his eyes fixed on 

_a huge copper boiler that was suspended over the fire. After 
some time John Willet slowly shook his head, and thereupon 
his friends slowly shook theirs; but no man withdrew his 
eyes from the boiler, or altered the solemn expression of his 
countenance in the slightest degree. 

At length Joe returned—very talkative and conciliatory, 
as though with a strong presentiment that he was going to 
be found fault with. 

“Such a thing as love is!’’ he said, drawing a chair near 
the fire, and looking round for sympathy. ‘He has set off 
to walk to London,—all the way to London. His nag gone 
lame in riding out here this blessed afternoon, and comfort- 
ably littered down in our stable at this minute; and he giving 
up a good hot supper and our best bed, because Miss Hare- 
dale has gone to a masquerade up in town, and he has set 
his heart upon seeing her! I don’t think I could persuade 
myself to do that, beautiful as she is,—but then I'm not 
in love (at least I don’t think I am), and that’s the whole 
difference.” 

“He is in love then?” said the stranger. 

“Rather,” replied Joe. ‘He'll never be more in love, and 
May very easily be less.” 

“Silence, Sir!” cried his father. 

“What a chap you are, Joe!” said Long Parkes. 

“Such a inconsiderate lad!”” murmured Tom Cobb. 

“Putting himself forward and wringing the very nose off his 
own father’s face!*’ exclaimed the parish-clerk, metaphorically. 

““What have I done?” reasoned poor Joe. 

“*Silence, Sir!’ returned his father, ““what do you mean 
by talking, when you see people that are more than two or 

three times your age, sitting still and silent and not dreaming 
of saying a word?” 

“Why that’s the proper time for me to talk, isn’t it?” 
said Joe rebelliously. 

“The proper time, Sir!”’ retorted his father, “the proper 
time’s no time.” 

“Ah to be sure!” muttered Parkes, nodding gravely to 
the other two who nodded likewise, observing under their 
breaths that that was the point. 

“The proper time’s no time, Sir,” repeated John Willet; 
““when I was your age I never talked, I never wanted to 
talk. I listened and improved myself, that’s what J did.” 

“And eon Te your father rather a oe customer 
in , Joe, if anybody was to try and tackle him—’* 
said Parkes. 
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“For the matter o’ that, Phil!’ observed Mr. Willet, 
blowing a long, thin, spiral cloud of smoke out of the corner 
of his mouth, and staring at it abstractedly as it floated 
away—-“For the matter o’ that, Phil, argeyment is a gift 
of Natur. If Natur has gifted a man with powers of argey- 
ment, a man has a right to make the best of ’em, and has 
not a right to stand on false delicacy, and deny that he is 
so gifted; for that is a turning of his back on Natur, a flout- 
ing of her, a slighting of her precious caskets, and a proving 
of one’s self to be a swine that isn’t worth her scattering 
pearls before.” 

The landlord pausing here for a very long time, Mr. Parkes 
naturally concluded that he had brought his discourse to an 
end; and therefore, turning to the young man with some 
austerity, exclaimed : 3 

“You hear what your father says, Joe? You wouldn’t 
much like to tackle him in argeyment, I’m thinking, Sir.” 

“Tr,” said John Willet, turning his eyes from the ceiling 
to the face of his interrupter, and uttering the monosyllable 
in capitals, to apprise him that he had put in his oar, as 
the vulgar say, with unbecoming and irreverent haste—“ Ir, 
Sir, Natur has fixed upon me the gift of argeyment, why 
should I not own to it, and rather glory in the same? Yes, 
Sir, I am a tough customer that way. ‘You are right, Sir. 
My toughness has been proved, Sir, in this room many and 
many a time, as I think you know; and if you don’t know,” 
added John, putting his pipe in his mouth again, “‘so much the 
better, for I an’t proud and am not agoing to tell you.” 

A general murmur from his three cronies, and a general 
shaking of heads at the copper boiler, assured John Willet 
that they had had good experience of his powers and needed 
no further evidence to assure them of his superiority. John 
smoked with a little more dignity and surveyed them in silence. 

“It’s all very fine talking,” muttered Joe, who had been 
fidgeting in his chair with divers uneasy gestures. “But if 
you mean to tell me that I’m never to open my lips—” 

“Silence, Sir!” roared his father. “No, you never are. 
When your opinion’s wanted, you give it. When you’re 
spoke to, you ‘speak. When your opinion’s not wanted 
and you’re not spoke to, don’t give an opinion and don’t 
you speak. The world’s undergone a nice alteration since 
my time, certainly. My belief is that there an’t any boys 
left—that there isn’t such a thing as a boy—that there’s 
nothing now between a male baby and a man—and that 
all the boys went out with his blessed Majesty King George 
the Second.” 

“That’s a very true observation, always excepting the 
young princes,” said the parish-clerk, who, as the representa- 
tive of Church and State in that company, held himself 
bound to the nicest loyalty. “If it’s godly and righteous 
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for boys, being of the ages of boys, to behave themselves like 
boys, then the young princes must be boys and cannot be 
otherwise.” 

“Did you ever hear tell of mermaids, Sir?” said Mr. Willet. 

“Certainly I have,” replied the clerk. 

“Very good,” said Mr. Willet. “According to the con- 
stitution of mermaids, so much of a mermaid as is not a woman 
must be a fish. According to the constitution of young 
princes, so much of a young prince (if anything) as is not 
actually an angel, must be godly and righteous. Therefore 
if it’s becoming and godly and righteous in the young princes 
‘(as it is at their ages) that they should be boys, they are 
and must be boys, and cannot by possibility be anything else.” 

This elucidation of a knotty point being received with 
such marks of approval as to put John Willet into a good 
humour, he contented himself with repeating to his son his 
command of silence, and addressing the stranger, said: 

“Tf you had asked your questions of a grown-up person— 
of me or any of these gentlemen—you’d have had some 
satisfaction, and wouldn’t have wasted breath. Miss Hare- 
dale is Mr. Geoffrey Haredale’s niece.” 

“Ts her father alive?” said the man, carelessly. 

“No,” rejoined the landlord, ‘‘he is not alive, and he is 
not dead—” = 

“Not dead!” cried the other. 

“Not dead in a common sort of way,” said the landlord. 

The cronies nodded to each other, and Mr. Parkes remarked 
in an undertone, shaking his head meanwhile as who should 
say, “‘Let no man contradict me, for I won’t believe him,” 
that John Willet was in amazing force to-night, and fit to 
tackle a Chief Justice. 

The stranger suffered a short pause to elapse, and then 
asked abruptly, ‘‘What do you mean?” 

““More than you think for, friend,” returned John Willet. 
“Perhaps there’s more meaning in them words than you 
suspect.” 

“Perhaps there is,” said the strange man, gruffly; “but 
what the devil do you speak in such mysteries for? You 
tell me first that a man is not alive, nor yet dead—then, 
that he’s not dead in a common sort of way—then, that 
you mean a great deal more than I think for. To tell you 
the truth, you may do that easily; for so far as I can make 
out, you mean nothing. What do you mean, I ask again?” 

“That,” returned the landlord, a little brought down from 
his dignity by the stranger’s surliness, “‘is a Maypole story, 
and has been any time these four-and-twenty years. That 
story is Solomon Daisy’s story. It belongs to the house; 
and nobody but Solomon Daisy has ever told it under this 
roof, or ever shall—that’s more.” 

_ The man glanced at the parish-clerk, whose air of conscious- 
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ness and importance plainly betokened him to be the person 
referred to, and, observing that he had taken his pipe from his 
lips, after a very long whiff to keep it alight, and was evidently 
about to tell his story without further solicitation, gathered 
his large coat about him, and shrinking further back was 
almost lost in the gloom of the spacious chimney corner, 
except when the flame, strugghing from under a great faggot, 
whose weight almost crushed it for the time, shot upward 
with a strong and sudden glare, and illumining his figure for 
a moment, seemed afterwards to cast it into deeper obscurity 
than before. 

By this flickering light, which made the old room, with its 
heavy timbers and panelled walls, look as if it were built of 
polished ebony—the wind roaring and howling without, now 
rattling the latch and creaking the hinges of the stout oaken 
door, and now driving at the casement as though it would 
beat it in—by this light, andunder circumstances so auspicious, 
Solomon Daisy began his tale: 

“It was Mr. Reuben Haredale, Mr. Geoffrey’s elder 
brother—” 

Here he came to a dead stop, and made so long a pause 


that even John Willet grew impatient and asked why he ; 


did not proceed. 

“Cobb,” said Solomon Daisy, dropping his voice and appeal- 
ing to the post-office keeper; ‘‘what day of the month is 
this?” 

“The nineteenth.” 

“Of March,” said the clerk, bending forward, “the nine- 
teenth of March; that’s very strange.” 

In a low voice they all acquiesced, and Solomon went on: 

“It was Mr. Reuben Haredale, Mr. Geoffrey’s elder brother, 
that twenty-two years ago was the owner of the Warren, 
which, as Joe had said—not that you remember it, Joe, for 
a boy like you can’t do that, but because you have often 
heard me say so—was then a much larger and better place, 
and a much more valuable property than it is now. His 
lady was lately dead, and he was left with one child—the 
Miss Haredale you have been inquiring about—who was then 
scarcely a year old.” 


Although the speaker addressed himself to the man who ° 


had shown so much curiosity about this same family, and 
made a pause here as if expecting some exclamation of sur- 
prise or encouragement, the latter made no remark, nor gave 
any indication that he heard or was interested in what was 
said. Solomon therefore turned to his old companions, 
whose noses were brightly illuminated by the deep red glow 
from the bowls of their pipes; assured, by long experience, 
of their attention, and resolved to show his sense of such 
indecent behaviour. 

“Mr. Haredale,” said Solomon, turning his back upon 
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the strange man, “‘left this place when his lady died, feeling 
it lonely like, and went up to London, where he stopped some 
months; but finding that place as lonely as this—as I suppose 
and have always heard say—he suddenly came back again 
with his little girl to the Warren, bringing with him besides, 
that day, only two women servants and his steward, and a 
gardener.” 

Mr. Daisy stopped to take a whiff at his pipe, which was 
going out, and then proceeded—at first in a snuffling tone, 
occasioned by keen enjoyment of the tobacco and strong 
pulling at the pipe, and afterwards with increasing distinctness: 

“—_Bringing with him two women servants, and his steward, 
and a gardener. The rest stopped behind up in London, 
and were to follow next day. It happened that that night, 
an. old gentleman who lived at Chigwell-row, and had long 
been poorly, deceased, and an order came to me at half 
after twelve o’clock at night to go and toll the passing-bell.” 

There was a movement in the little group of listeners, 
sufficiently indicative of the strong repugnance any one of 
them would have felt to have turned out at such a time 
upon such an errand, The clerk felt and understood it, and 
pursued his theme accordingly. 

“Tt was a dreary thing, especially as the grave-digger was 
laid up in his bed, from long working in a damp soil and 
sitting down to take his dinner on cold tombstones, and I was 
consequently under obligation to go alone, for it was too 
late to hope to get any other companion. However, I wasn’t 
unprepared for it; as the old gentleman had often made it a 
request that the bell should be tolled as soon as possible 
after the breath was out of his body, and he had been expected 
to go for some days. I put as good a face upon it as I could, 
and muffling myself up (for it was mortal cold), started out 
with a lighted lantern in one hand and the key of the church 
in the other.” 

At this point of the narrative, the dress of the strange 
man rustled as if he had turned himself to hear more distinctly. 
Slightly pointing over his shoulder, Solomon elevated his eye- 
brows and nodded a silent inquiry to Joe whether this was 
the case. Joe shaded his eyes with his hand and peered into 
the corner, but could make out nothing, and so shook his head. 

“Tt was just such a night as this; blowing a hurricane, 
raining heavily, and very dark—lI often think now, darker 
than I ever saw it before or since; that may be my fancy, 
but the houses were all close shut and the folks in-doors, and 
perhaps there is only one other man who knows how dark it 
really was. I got into the church, chained the door back 
so that it should keep ajar—for, to tell the truth, I didn’t 
like to be shut in there alone—and putting my lantern on 
the stone seat in the little corner where the bell-rope is, sat 
down beside it to trim the candle. 
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I could not persuade myself to get up again and go about 
my work. I don’t know how it was, but I thought of all 
the ghost stories I had ever heard, even those that I had heard 


when I was a boy at school, and had forgotten long 
they didn’t come into my mind one after another. 
crowding at once, like. I recollected one story there 
the village, how that on a certain night in the year i 
be that very night for anything I knew), all the 
came out of the ground and sat at the heads 
graves till morning. This made me think how many 
I had known were buried between the church door and 
churchyard gaie, and what a dreadful thing it would be 
have to pass among them and know them again, so 
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pavement, but felt sure there were some ugly figures hiding 
among ’em and peeping out. Thinking on in this way, I 
began to think of the old gentleman who was just dead, and 
I could have sworn, as I looked up the dark chancel, that I 


and shivering as if he felt it cold. All this time I sat listening 
and listening, and hardly dared to breathe. At length I 
started up and took the bell-rope in my hands. At that 
minute there rang—not that bell, for I had hardly touched 
the rope—but another. 

“I beard the ringing of another bell, and a deep bell too, 
plainly. It was only for an instant, and even then the wind 
carried the sound away, but I heard it. I listened for a 
long time, but it rang no more. I had heard of corpse candles, 
and at last I persuaded myself that this must be a corpse bell 
tolling of itself at midnisht for the dead. I tolled my bell— 
how, or how long, I don’t know—and ran home to bed as fast 
as I could touch the ground. 

“I was up early next morning after a restless nigh ‘t, and 
told the story to my neighbours. Some were serious and 
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Mr. Rudge the steward, whose body—scarcely to be recog- 
nised by his clothes and the watch and ring he wore—was 
Sees nen nnn Wieee of wai 
in the grounds, ee a ie ee 
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MEA ain ance “cnak the garde ureot be the 
murderer, and th he has never been heard of from that 
time to this, he will be. mark my words. The crime was 
committed this day two-and-twenty years—on the nineteenth 
of March, one thousand seven hundred and fifty-three. On 
the nineteenth of March in some year—no matter when—I 

sure of it, for we have always, in some strange 
way or other, been brought back to the subject on that day 
ever since—on the nineteenth of March in some year, sooner 
or later, that man will be discovered.” 


CHAPTER THE SECOND 

“‘A STRANGE story!” said the man who had been the cause 
of the narration—“Stranger still if it comes about as you 
predict. Is that all?” 

A question so unexpected nettled Solomon Daisy not a 
little. By dint of relating the story very often, and orna- 
menting it (according to village report) with a few flourishes 

by the various hearers from time to time, he had 
degrees to tell it with great effect; and “Is that 
all?” Pe dius, was not what he was accustomed to. 

“ts that all!’ he repeated, “‘yes, that’s all, Si. And 


“"To-night,” returned the other. “What do you stare at? 
This tavern would seem to be a house of call for all the gaping 
idlers of the neighbourhood!” 

At this remark, which evidently had reference to the 
serutiny he had undergone, as mentioned in the foregoing 
, the eyes of John Willet and his friends, were diverted 
with marvellous rapidity to the copper boiler again. 
so with Joe, who, being a mettlesome fellow, returned the 
Senta et on tn te ee 

“Tt’s not a very bold thing to wonder at your 

ie Gaeiey toa tires “bead kod codon temekes 

in an inn before, and in better weather than this. 

thought you mightn’t know the way, as you seem strange 
to this part.” 


ae 
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“The way—” repeated the other, irritably. 

“Yes. Do you know it?” 

“Tll—humph!—I’] find it,” replied the man, waving his 
hand and turning on his heel. ‘‘Landlord, take the reckoning 
here.” 

John Willet did as he was desired; for on that point he 
was seldom slow, except in the particulars of giving change, 
and testing the goodness of any piece of coin that was proffered 
to him, by the application of his teeth or his tongue, or some 
other test, or, in doubtful cases, by a long series of tests 
terminating in its rejection. The guest then wrapped his 
garments about him so as to shelter himself as effectually 
as he could from the rough weather, and without any word 
or sign of farewell betook himself to the stable-yard. Here 
Joe (who had left the room on the conclusion of their short 
dialogue) was protecting himself and the horse from the rain 
under the shelter of an old pent-house roof. 

‘‘He’s pretty much of my opinion,” said Joe, patting the 
horse upon the neck; “‘I’ll wager that your stopping here 
to-night would please him better than it would please me.” 

“He and I are of different opinions, as we have been more 
than once on our way here,” was the short reply. 

“So I was thinking before you came out, for he has felt 
your spurs, poor beast.” 

The stranger adjusted his coat collar about his face, and 
made no answer. 

“You'll know me again, I see,” he said, marking the young 
fellow’s earnest gaze, when he had sprung into the saddle. 

“The man’s worth knowing, master, who travels a road he 
don’t know, mounted on a jaded horse, and leaves good 
quarters to do it on such a night as this.” 

“You have sharp eyes and a sharp tongue I find.” 

“Both I hope by nature, but the last grows rusty some- 
times for want of using.” 

“*Use the first less too, and keep their sharpness for your 
sweethearts, boy,” said the man. 

So saying he shook his hand from the bridle, struck him 
roughly on the head with the butt end of his whip, and 
galloped away; dashing through the mud and darkness with 
a headlong speed, which few badly mounted horsemen would 
have cared to venture, even had they been thoroughly 
acquainted with the country; and which, to one who knew 
nothing of the way he rode, was attended at every step with 
great hazard and danger, 

The roads even within twelve miles of London were at 
that time ill paved, seldom repaired, and very badly made. 
The way this rider traversed had been ploughed up by 
the wheels of heavy wagons, and rendered rotten by the 
frosts and thaws of the preceding winter, or possibly of many 
winters, Great holes and gaps had worn into the soil, which, 
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being now filled with water from the late rains, were not 
easily distinguishable even by day; and a plunge into any 
one of them might have brought down a surer-footed horse 
than the poor beast now urged forward to the utmost extent 
of his of his powers Sharp flints and stones rolled from under 
continually ; the rider could scarcely see beyond the 
ary ee head, or farther on either side than his own arm 
would have extended. At that time, too, all the roads in 
the neighbourhood of the metropolis were infested by foot- 
pads or highwaymen, and it was a night, of all others, in 
which any evil-disposed person of this class might have 
pursued his unlawful calling with little fear of detection. 

Still, the traveller dashed forward at the same reckless 
pace, regardless alike of the dirt and wet which flew about 
his head, the profound darkness of the night, and the prob- 
ability of encountering some desperate characters abroad. 
At every turn and angle, even where a deviation from the 
direct course might have been least expected, and could 
not possibly be seen until he was close upon it, he guided 
the bridle with an unerring hand and kept the middle of 
the road. Thus he sped onward, raising himself in the 
stirrups, leaning his body forward until it almost touched the 
horse’s neck, and flourishing his heavy whip above his head 
with the fervour of a madman. 

There are times when, the elements being in unusual 
eommotion, those whe are bent on daring enterprises, or 
agitated by great thoughts whether of good or evil, feel a 
Inysterious sympathy with the tumult of nature and are 
roused into corresponding violence. In the midst of thunder, 
lightning, and storm, many tremendous deeds have been 

; men self-possessed before, have given a sudden 
loose to passions they could no longer control. The demons 
of wrath and despair have striven to emulate those who ride 
the whirlwind and direct the storm; and man, lashed into 
madness with the roaring winds and boiling waters, has 
become for the time as wild and merciless as the elements 
themselves. 

Whether the traveller was possessed by thoughts which 
the fury ofthe night had heated and stimulated into a quicker 
current, or was merely impelled by some strong motive to 
reach his journey’s end, on he swept more like a hunted 
phantom than a man, nor checked his pace until, arriving 
at some cross roads, one of which led by a longer route to the 
place whence he had lately started, he bore down so suddenly 
upon a vehicle which was coming towards him, that in the 
effort to avoid it he well nigh pulled his horse upon his 
haunches, and narrowly escaped being thrown. 

“Yoho!” cried the voice of a man. ‘What’s that? who 
goes there?” 

“‘A friend!” replied the traveller. 
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“A friend!” repeated the voice. ‘‘Who calls himself a 
friend and rides like that, abusing Heaven’s gifts in the 
shape of horseflesh, and endangering, not only his own neck, 
which might be no great matter, but the necks of other 

eople?”’ 
. You have a lantern there, I see,” said the traveller, 
dismounting, ‘“‘lend it me fora moment. You have wounded 
my horse, I think, with your shaft or wheel.” 

“Wounded him!” cried the other, “‘if I haven’t killed him, 
it’s no fault of yours. What do you mean by galloping along 
the King’s highway like that, eh?” 

“Give me the light,” returned the traveller, snatching it 
from his hand, ‘‘and don’t ask idle questions of a man who 
is in no mood for talking.” 

“If you had said you were in no mood for talking before, 
I should perhaps have been in no mood for lighting,” said 
the voice. ‘‘ Hows’ever as it’s the poor horse that’s damaged 
and not you, one of you is welcome to the light at all events— 
but it’s not the crusty one.” 

The traveller returned no answer to this speech, but hold- 
ing the light near to his panting and reeking beast, examined 
him in limb and carcase. Meanwhile the other man sat very 
composedly in his vehicle, which was a kind of chaise with 
a depository for a large bag of tools, and watched his pro- 
ceedings with a careful eye. 

The looker-on was a oa red-faced, sturdy yeoman, 
with a double chin, and a voice husky with good living, 
good sleeping, good humour, and good health. He was past 
the prime of life, but Father Time is not always a hard parent, 
and, though he tarries for none of his children, often lays 
his hand lightly upon those who have used him well; making 
them old men and women inexorably enough, but leaving 
their hearts and spirits young and in full vigour. With such 
people the grey head is but the impression of the old fellow’s 
hand in giving them his blessing, and every wrinkle but a 
notch in the quiet calendar of a well-spent life. 

The person whom the traveller had so abruptly encountered 
was of this kind: bluff, hale, hearty, and in a green old age: 
at peace with himself, and evidently disposed to be so with 
all the world. Although muffled up in divers coats and 
handkerchiefs—one of which, passed over his crown and 
tied in a convenient crease of his double chin, secured his 
three-cornered hat and bob-wig from blowing off his head— 
there was no disguising his plump and comfortable figure; 
neither did certain dirty finger-marks upon his face give it 
any other than an odd and comical expression, through which 
its natural good humour shone with undiminished lustre. _. 

“He is not hurt,” said the traveller at length, raising his 
head and the lantern together. 

“You have found that out at last, have you?” rejoined 
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the old man. ‘My eyes have seen more light than yours, 
but I wouldn’t change with you.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Mean! I could have told you he wasn’t hurt, five 
minutes ago. Give me the light, friend; ride forward at a 
gentler pace; and good night.” : 

In handing up the lantern, the man necessarily cast its 
rays full on the speaker’s face. Their eyes met in an instant. 
He suddenly dropped it and crushed it with his foot. 

“Did you never see a locksmith before, that you start as 
if you come upon a ghost?”’ cried the old man in the chaise, 
“or is this,” he added hastily, thrusting his hand into the 
tool basket and drawing out a hammer, ‘‘a scheme for robbing 
me? I know these roads, friend. When I travel them I 
carry nothing but a few shillings, and not a crown’s worth 
of them. I tell you plainly, to save us both trouble, that 
there’s nothing to be got from me but a pretty stout arm 
considering my years, and this tool, which, mayhap from 
long acquaintance with, I can use pretty briskly. You shall 
not have it all your own way, I promise you, if you play at 
that game.”” With these words he stood upon the defensive. 

“T am not what you take me for, Gabriel Varden,” replied 
the other. 

“Then what and who are you?’’ returned the locksmith. 
“You know my name it seems. Let me know yours.” 

“T have not gained the information from any confidence 
of yours, but from the inscription on your cart which tells 
it to all the town,”’ replied the traveller. 

“You have better eyes for that than you had for your 
horse, then,” said Varden, descending nimbly from his chaise; 
“who are you? Let me see your face.” 

While the locksmith alighted, the traveller had regained 
his saddle, from which he now confronted the old man, who, 
moving as the horse moved in chafing under the tightened 
rein, kept close beside him. 

“‘Let me see your face, I say.” 

“Stand off!” 

“No masquerading tricks,” said the locksmith, “‘and tales 
at the club to-morrow how Gabriel Varden was frightened by 
| asurly voiceandadark night. Stand—let me see your face.” 

Finding that further resistance would only involve him in 
a personal struggle with an antagonist by no means to be 
despised, the traveller threw back his coat, and stooping 
down looked steadily at the locksmith. 
| Perhaps two men more powerfully contrasted, never 
_ opposed each other face to face. The ruddy features of the 
locksmith so set off and heightened the excessive paleness of 
the man on horseback, that he looked like a bloodless ghost, 
while the moisture, which hard riding had brought out upon 
_his skin, hung there in dark and heavy drops, like dews of 
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agony and death. The countenance of the old locksmith 
was lighted up with the smile of one expecting to detect in 
this unpromising stranger some latent roguery of eye or lip, 
which should reveal a familiar person in that arch disguise, 
and spoil his jest. The face of the other, sullen and fierce, 
but shrinking too, was that of a man who stood at bay; 
while his firmly closed jaws, his puckered mouth, and more 
than all a certain stealthy motion of the hand within his — 
breast, seemed to announce a desperate purpose very foreign © 
to acting, or child’s play. 

Thus they regarded each other for some time, in silence. 

“Humph!” he said when he had scanned his features; “I 
don’t know you.” 

“Don’t desire to?’’—returned the other, muffling himself 
as before. 

“JT don’t,” said Gabriel; “‘to be plain with you, friend, 
you don’t carry in your countenance a letter of reeommenda- 
tion.” 

“Tt’s not my wish,” said the traveller. ‘My humour is 
to be avoided.” 

“Well,” said the locksmith bluntly, “I think you'll have — 
your humour.” 

“T will, at any cost,” rejoined the traveller. ‘‘In proof of 
it, lay this to heart—that you were never in such peril of 
your life as you have been within these few moments; when 
you are within five minutes of breathing your last, you will 
not be nearer death than you have been to-night!”’ 

“Ay!” said the sturdy locksmith. 

“Ay! and a violent death.” 

“From whose hand?” 

“From mine,” replied the traveller. 

With that he put spurs to his horse, and rode away; at 
first plashing heavily through the mire at a smart trot, but 
gradually increasing in speed until the last sound of his 
horse’s hoofs died away upon the wind; when he was again 
hurrying on at the same furious gallop, which had been his 
pace when the\locksmith first encountered him. 

Gabriel Varden remained standing in the road with the 
broken lantern in his hand, listening in stupefied silence until 
no sound reached his ear but the moaning of the wind, and 
the fast-falling rain; when he struck himself one or two sharp 
blows on the breast by way of rousing himself, and broke | 
into an exclamation of surprise. j 

““What in the name of wonder can this fellow be! a mad- 
man? a highwayman? a cut-throat? If he had not scoured 
off so fast, we’d have seen who was in most danger, he or I. 
I never nearer death than I have been to-night! I hope I 
may be no nearer to it for a score of years to come—if so, 
I'll be content to be no farther from it. My stars!—a pretty 
brag this to a stout man—pooh, pooh!” 
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Gabriel resumed his seat, and looked wistfully up the road 
a which the traveller had come; murmuring in a half 
vhisper: 

“The Maypole—two miles to the Maypole. I came the 
ther road from the Warren after a long day’s work at locks 
ind bells, on purpose that I should not come by the Maypole 
Jind break my promise to Martha by looking in—there’s 
J'esolution! It would be dangerous to go on to London 
without a light; and it’s four miles, and a good half-mile 
besides, to the Halfway-House; and between this and that 
's the very place where one needs a light most. Two miles 
to the Maypole! I told Martha I wouldn’t; I said I wouldn’t, 
and I didn’t—there’s resolution!” 
|| Repeating these two last words very often, as if to compen- 

sate for the little resolution he was going to show by piquing 
himself on the great resolution he had shown, Gabriel Varden 
quietly turned back, determining to get a light at the Maypole, 
and to take nothing but a light. 

When he got to the Maypole, however, and Joe, responding 
to his well-known hail, came running out to the horse’s head, 
leaving the door open behind him, and disclosing a delicious 
perspective of warmth and brightness—when the ruddy 
gleam of the fire, streaming through the old red curtains of 
the common room, seemed to bring with it, as part of itself, 
a pleasant hum of voices, and a fragrant odour of steaming 
grog and rare tobacco, all steeped as it were in the cheerful 
glow—when the shadows, flitting across the curtain, showed 
that those inside had risen from their snug seats, and were 
making room in the snuggest corner (how well he knew that 
corner!) for the honest locksmith, and a broad glare, suddenly 
streaming up, bespoke the goodness of the crackling log from 
which a brilliant train of sparks was doubtless at that moment 
whirling up the chimney in honour of his coming—when, 
isuperadded to these enticements, there stole upon him from 
the distant kitchen a gentle sound of frying, with a musical 
clatter of plates and dishes, and a savoury smell that made 
even the boisterous wind a perfume—Gabriel felt his firm- 
ness oozing rapidly away. He tried to look stoically at the 
(tavern, but his features would relax into a look of fondness. 
| He turned his head the other way, and the cold black country 
seemed to frown him off, and drive him for a refuge into its 
hospitable arms. 

“The merciful man, Joe,” said the locksmith, ‘‘is merciful 
to his beast. I'll get out for a little while.” 

And how natural it was to get out. And how unnatural 
‘It seemed for a sober man to be plodding wearily along through 
Mmiry roads, encountering the rude buffets of the wind and 
pelting of the rain, when there was a clean floor covered with 
erisp white sand, a well-swept hearth, a blazing fire, a table 
decorated with white cloth, bright pewter flagons, and other 
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tempting preparations for a well-cooked meal—when ther 
were these things, and company disposed to make the mos 
of them, all ready to his hand, and entreating him to enjoy 
ment! 


CHAPTER THE THIRD 

Sucu were the locksmith’s thoughts when first seated in th 
snug corner, and slowly recovering from a pleasant defec 
of vision—pleasant, because occasioned by the wind blowin; 
in his eyes—which made it a matter of sound policy and duty 
to himself, that he should take refuge from the weather, an 
tempted him, for the same reason, to aggravate a sligh 
cough, and declare he felt but poorly. Such were still hi 
thoughts more than a full hour afterwards, when, suppe 
over, he still sat with shining jovial face in the same warn 
nook, listening to the cricket-like chirp of little Solomo: 
Daisy, and bearing no unimportant or slightly respected par 
in the social gossip round the Maypole fire. 

“IT wish he may be an honest man, that’s all,” said Solomon 
winding up a variety of speculations relative to the 
concerning whom Gabriel had compared notes with the com 
pany, and so raised a grave discussion; “J wish he may b 
an honest man.” 

“So we all do, I suppose, don’t we?” observed the lock 
smith. 

“T don’t,” said Joe. 

“No!” cried Gabriel. 

“No. He struck me with his whip, the coward, when h 
was mounted and I afoot, and I should be better pleased tha 
he turned out what I think him.” 

“And what may that be, Joe?” 

“No good, Mr. Varden. You may shake your head, father 
but I say no good, and will say no good, and I would say n 
good a hundred times over, if that would bring him bac! 
to have the drubbing he deserves.” 

“Hold your ‘tongue, Sir,” said John Willet. 

“TI won’t, father. It’s all along of you that he dared to d 
what he did. Seeing me treated like a child, and put dow: 
like a fool, he plucks up a heart and has a fling at a fellow tha 
he thinks—and may well think too—hasn’t a grain of spirit 
But he’s mistaken, as I’ll show him, and as I'll show all o 
you before long.” 

“Does the boy know what he’s a saying of!” cried th 
astonished John Willet. 

“Father,” returned Joe, “I know what I say and mear 
well—better than you do when you hear me. I can bea 
with you, but I cannot bear the contempt that your treatin 
me in the way you do, brings upon me from others every day 
Look at other young men of my age. Have they no liberty 
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no will, no right to ‘speak? Are they- obliged to sit. mum- 
chance, and to be ordered about till they are the laughing- 
stock of young and old? I am a by-word all over Chigwell, 
and I say—and it’s fairer my saying so now, than waiting 
till you are dead, and I have’ got your money—I say, that 
‘hefore long I shall be driven to break such bounds, and that, 

when I do, it won’t be me that you'll have to a but 
your own self, and no other.” - 

John Willet, was so amazed by the exasperation and bold- 

ness of his hopeful son, that he sat as one bewildered, staring 
in a ludicrous manner at the boiler, and endeavouring, but 
quite ineffectually, to collect his tardy thoughts, and invent 
an answer. The guests, scarcely less disturbed, were equally 
at a loss; and at length, with a variety of muttered, half- 
expressed condolences, and. pieces of advice, rose to depart; 
being at the same time slightly muddled with liquor. 
* The honest locksmith alone addressed a few words of 
coherent and sensible advice to both parties, urging John 
Willet to remember that Joe was nearly arrived at man’s 
estate, and should not be ruled with too tight a hand, and 
exhorting Joe himself to bear with his father’s | caprices, 
and rather endeavour to turn them aside by temperate remon- 
strance than by ill-timed rebellion. | This advice was received 
as such advice usually is. On John Willet it made almost as 
‘much impression as on the sign outside the door, while Joe, 
who took it in the best part, avowed himself more obliged 
than he could well express, but politely intimated his in- 
tention nevertheless of taking his own course Sagat Re 
by anybody. 

“You hove always been a very good friend to me, Mr. 
Varden,” he said, ‘as they stood without the porch, and the 
locksmith was equipping himself for his journey home; ‘‘I 
take it very kind of you to say all this, but the time’s nearly 
come when the Maypole and I must part company.” 

“Roving stones gather no moss, Joe,’’ said Gabriel. 

““Nor mile-stones much,” replied Joe. ‘‘I’m little better 
than one here, and see as much of the world.” 

“Then what would you do, Joe,” pursued the locksmith, 
stroking his chin reflectively. ‘‘What could you be? where 
could you go, you see?”’ 

“T must trust to chance, Mr. Varden.” 

““A bad thing to trust to, Joe. I don’t like it. I always 
tell my girl when we talk about a husband for her, never 
to trust to chance, but to make sure beforehand that she 
has a good man and true, and then chance will neither make 
her’ nor break her. What are you fidgeting about there, 
Joe? Nothing gone in the harness, I hope?” 

“No, no,” said Joe—finding, however, something very 
engrossing to do in the way oF strapping and buckling—‘‘ Miss 
Dolly quite well?” 
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. “Hearty, thankye. She looks pretty enough te be well, 
and good teo.” 
' “She’s always both, Sir”’— , 

“So she is, thank God!” 

“I hope—” said Joe after some hesitation, “that you 
won't tell this story against me—this of my having been 
beat like the boy they'd make of me—ai all events, till I 
have met this man again and settled the aceount. Itil bea 
better story then.” 

“Why who should I tell it to?” returned Gabriel. “They 
know it here, and I’m not likely to come across anybody else 
who would care about it.” 

“That's true enough—” said the young fellow with a sigh. 
“J quite forgot that. Yes, that’s true!” 

So saying, he raised his face, which was very red,—no 
doubt from the exertion of strapping and buckling as afore< 
said,—and giving the reins to the old man, who had by this 
time taken his seat, sighed again, and bade him good night. 

“Good night!” cried Gabriel. ‘‘Now think better of what 
we have just been speaking of, and don’t be rash, there’s a 
good fellow; I have an interest in you, and wouldn’t have 
you cast yourself away. Good night!” ‘ 

Returning his cheery farewell with cordial good-will, Joe 
Willet lingered until the sound of wheels ceased to vibrate 
jase ears, and then, shaking his head mournfully, re-entered 
the house. 

Gabriel Varden went his way towards London, thinking 
of a great many things, and most of all of flaming terms in 
which to relate his adventure, and so account satisfactori 
to Mrs. Varden for visiting the Maypole, despite 
solemn covenants between himself and that lady. T! 
begets, not only thought, but drowsiness occasionally, and the 
more the locksmith thought, the more sleepy he became. 

A man may be very sober—or at least firmly set upon his 
legs on that neutral ground which lies between the confines 
of perfect sobriety and slight tipsiness—and yet feel a strong 
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as they are transitory. This was Gabriel Yarden’s state, as, 
nodding in his dog sleep, and leaving his horse to pursue a 
road with which he was well acquainted, he got over the 
ground unconsciously, and drew nearer and nearer home, 
He had roused himself once, when the horse stopped until 
the turnpike gate was opened, and had eried a lusty “good 
night”’ to the toll-keeper; but then he woke out of a 
about picking a leck in the stomach of the 

snd even when he did wake, mixed up the turnpike map 
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with his mother-in-law who had been dead twenty years. 
It is not surprising, therefore, that he soon ‘relapsed, and 
jogged heavily along, quite insensible to his progress: 

And now he approached the great city, which lay out- 
stretched before him like a dark shadow on the ground, 
reddening the sluggish air with a deep dull light, that told of 
labyrinths of public ways and shops, and swarms of busy 
people. Approaching nearer and nearer yet, this halo began 
to fade, and the causes which produced it slowly to‘develop 
themselves. Long lines of poorly lighted streets might be 
faintly traced, with here and there a lighter spot, where 
lamps were clustered about a square or market, or round 
‘some great building; after a time these grew more distinct, 
and the lamps themselves were visible; slight yellow specks, 
that seemed to be rapidly snuffed out one by one as intervening 
obstacles hid them from the sight.’ Then sounds arose— 
the striking of church clocks, the distant’ bark of dogs, the 
hum of traffic in the streets; then outlines might be traced— 
tall steeples looming in the air, and piles of unequal roofs 
op by chimneys: then the noise swelled into a louder 
sound, and forms grew more distinct and numerous ‘still, 
and London—visible in the darkness by its own faint light, 
and not by that of heaven—was at hand. 

The smith, however, all unconscious of its near vicinity, 
still jogeed on, half sleeping and half waking, when a loud 
ery at no great distance ahead, roused him with a start. ~ 
' For a moment or two he looked about him like a man 
who had been transported to some strange country in his 
sleep, but soon recognising familiar objects, rubbed his eyes 
lazily and might have relapsed again, but that the cry was 
repeated—not once or twice or thrice, but many times, and 
each time, if possible, with increased vehemence. Thoroughly 
eroused, Gabriel, who was a bold man and not easily daunted, 
made straight to the spot, urging on his stout little horse as 
if for life or death. 

* The matter indeed looked sufficiently serious, for, coming 
to the place whence the cries had proceeded, he deseried the 
figure of a man extended in an apparently lifeless state upon 
the pathway, and hovering round him another person with 
a torch in his hand, which he waved in the air with a wild 
impatience, redoubling meanwhile those cries for help whieh 
had brought the locksmith to the spot. 

_ “What’s here to do?” said the old man, alighting. “‘ How’s 
this—what—Barnaby?” 

The bearer of the torch shook his long loose hair back 
from his eyes, and thrusting his face eagerly into that of the 
_Jocksmith, fixed upon him a look which told his history at once. 

“You know me, Barnaby?” said Varden. : 

‘He nodded—not once or twice, but a score of times, and 
that with a fantastic exaggeration which would have kept 
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his head ‘in motion for an hour, but that the locksmith held. - 


up his finger, and fixing his eye sternly upon him caused him - 


to desist; then pointed to the body with an inquiring look.” 


“ There’ '3 blood upon him,” said Barnaby with a shudder. 
“Tt makes me sick!” 

‘““HWow came it there?”? demanded Varden. 

‘Steel, steel, steel!” he replied fiercely, imitating with 
his hand the thrust of a sword. 

“Ts he robbed?” said the locksmith. 

Barnaby caught him by the arm, and nodded “Yes;" 
then pointed towards the city. 


*“Oh!’’. said the old man, bending over the body and 


looking round as he spoke into Barnaby’s pale face, strangely 
lighted up by something which was not intellect. ‘The 
robber made off that way, did he? - Well, well, never mind 
that just now. Hold your torch this way—a little farther 
off—so. Now stand quiet, while I try to see what harm is 
done.” 

With these words, he applied himself to a closer examina- 
tion of the prostrate form, while Barnaby, holding the torch 
as he had been directed, looked on in silence, fascinated 
by interest or curiosity, but repelled nevertheless by some 


strong and secret horror which convulsed him in every nerve. | 


Ashe stood: at that moment, half shrinking back and 
half bending forward, both his face and figure were full in 
the strong glare of the link, and as distinctly revealed as 
though it had been broad day. He was about three-and 
twenty years old, and though rather spare, of a fair height 
and strong make. His hair, of which he had a great pro- 
fusion, was red, and hanging in disorder about his face 
and: shoulders, gave to his restless looks an expression quite 
unearthly—enhanced by the paleness of his complexion, and 
the. glassy lustre of his large protruding eyes. Startling as 
his aspect was, the features were good, and there was some- 
thing even plaintive in his wan and haggard aspect. But 
the absence of the soul is far more terrible in a living man 
than in a dead one; and in this unfortunate being its noblest 
powers were wanting. 

His dress was of green clumsily trimmed here and there— 
apparently by his own hands—with gaudy lace; brightest 
where the cloth was most worn and soiled, and poorest where 
it was at the best. A pair of tawdry ruffles dangled at his 
wrists, while his throat was nearly bare. He had ornamented 
his hat with a cluster of peacock’s feathers, but they were limp 
and broken, and now trailed negligently down his back. 
Girded to his side was the steel hilt of an old sword without 


blade or scabbard; and some parti-coloured ends of ribaads:* 


and poor glass toys completed the ornamental portion of his © 
attire, The fluttered and confused disposition of all the” 


motley scraps that formed his dress, bespoke, in a scarcely less > 


= 
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degree than his,eager and unsettled manner, the disorder of his . 
mind, and by a grotesque: contrast. set, off and heightened. the . 
more. impressive wildness of his face. 

“Barnaby,” said the locksmith, after a hasty but careful 
inspection, “this man is not. dead, but he has a wound in-his. 
side, and is in a fainting-fit.’* 

p “I know him, I know. him!” cried Barnaby, clapping his 
ands, 

“Know him?’ repeated the locksmith. kA 

‘Hush! said Barnaby, laying his fingers on his lips. “He 
went out to-day a wooing J wouldn’t fora light guinea that 
he should never go a wooing again, for if he did some eyes. 
would grow dim that are now. us bright as—see, when I tall 
bf eyes. the stars come out! Whose eyes ure they? If they. 
are angel’s eyes, why do they look down here and see good men 
hurt, and only wink and sparkle all the night?” : 

“Now. Heaven help this silly fellow,’* murmured the per- 
plexed loeksmith. “can he know this gentleman? His mother’s . 
house is not far off; I had better see if she can tell me who he 
is. Barnaby, my man, help me to put. him in the chaise, and 
we'll ride home together.” : 

“I can’t touch him!*’ cried the idiot, falling back, and 
shuddering as with a strong spasm; “he’s bloody!” 

_ “It’s in his nature I know,"* muttered the locksmith, “it’s 
eruel to ask him, but IT must have help  Barnaby—good 
Barnaby—-dear Barnaby—if you know this. gentleman, for 
the sake of his life and everybody’s life that loves him, help 
me to raise him and lay him down.** . 

“Cover him then. wrap him close—don’t let me see it— 
smell it--hear the word. Don’t speak the word—don’t!”* 

“No, no. Pll not. There, you see he’s covered now. Gently. 
Well done, well done!” 

_ They placed him in the carriage with great ease, for Barnaby 
(was strong and active, but all the time they were so occupied, 
he shivered from head to foot, and evidently.experienced such 
an ecstasy of terror that the locksmith could a ecanoely, endure 
‘to witness his suffering, . a 

This accomplished, and the wounded man being covered . 
with Varden’s own greatcoat which he took off for the purpose, 
they proceeded. onward ata brisk» pace: Barnaby gaily. 
counting the stars apon his fingers. and Gabriel inwardly con- 
gratulating himself upon having an. adventure now, which 
would silence Mrs. Varden .on the subject of the Maypole for - 
that night, or there was no faith in woman. 


. | ee THE FOURTH 
| In the venerable suburb—it was a suburb once—of Clerken- ‘ 


well, towards that part of its confines which is nearest to the. . 
Charter House, and in one of those cool, shady strects, of: - 
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which a few, widely scattered and dispersed, yet remain in such | 
old parts of the metropolis,—each tenement quietly vegetating || 
like an ancient citizen who long ago retired from business, and | 
dozing on in its infirmity until in course of time it tumbles | 
down, and is replaced by some extravagant young heir, 
flaunting in stucco and ornamental work, and all the vanities 
of modern days,—in this quarter, and in a street of this de- 
scription, the business of the present chapter lies. . 

At the time of which it treats, though only six-and-sixty 
years ago, a very large part of what is London now had no 
existence. Even in the brains of the wildest speeulators, 
there had sprung up no long rows of streets connecting High- 
gate with Whitechapel, no- assemblages of palaces in the 
swampy levels, nor little cities in the open fields. Although 
this part of town was then, as now, parcelled out in streets 
. and plentifully peopled, it wore a different aspect. There 
were gardens to many of the houses, and trees by the pavement 
side; with an air of freshness breathing up and down, which m 
these days would be sought in vain. Fields were nigh at hand, 
through which the New River took its winding course, and 
where there was merry haymaking in the summer time. — 
Nature was not so far removed or hard to get at, as in these 
days; and although there were busy trades in Clerkenwell, and 
working jewellers by scores, it was a purer place, with farm- — 
houses nearer to it than many modern Londoners would readily 
believe, and lovers’ walks at no great distance, which turned 
{nto squalid courts, long before the lovers of this age were born, 
or, as the phrase goes, thought of. 4 ae | 

In one of these streets, the cleanest of them all, and on the © 
shady side of the way—for good housewives know that sun= — 
light damages their cherished furniture, and so choose the 
shade rather than its intrusive glare—there stood the house 
with which we have to deal. It was a modest building, not — 
over newly-fashioned, not very straight, not large, not tall; 
not bold-faced, with great staring windows, but a shy, 
blinking house, with a conical roof going up into'a peak over | 
its garret window of four small panes of glass, like a cocked hat 
on the head of an elderly gentleman with one eye. It was not 
built of brick or lofty stone, but of wood and plaster; it was 
not planned with a dull and wearisome regard to regularity, 
for no one window matched the other, or seemed to have the 
slightest reference to anything besides itself. 

‘The shop—for it had a shop—was, with reference to the | 
first floor, where shops usually are; and there all resemblance 
between it and any other shop stopped short and ceased. 
People who went in and out didn’t go up a flight of steps to it, 
or walk easily in upon a level with the street, but dived down” 
three steep stairs,as into a cellar. Its floor was paved with 
stone and brick, as that of any other cellar might be: and-in’ 
Kieu of window framed and glazed it had a great black wooden: 
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lap or shutter, nearly breast high from the ground, whicl 
jurned back in the day-time, admitting as masts cold air as 
ight, and very often more. Behind this shop was a wains- 
toted parlour, looking first into a paved yard, and beyond. that 
again into a little terrace garden, raised some few feet above 
it. Any stranger would have supposed that this wainscoted 
parlour, saving for the door of communication by which he had; 
entered, was cut off and detached from all the world; and in- 
lleed most strangers on their first entrance were observed to 
grow extremely thoughtful, as weighing and pondering in their 
minds whether the upper rooms were only approachable by’ 
ladders from without; never suspecting that two of the most 
unassuming and unlikely doors in existence, which the most 
ingenious mechanician on earth must of necessity have sup= 
posed to be the doors of closets, opened out of this room— 
each without the smallest preparation, or so much as a quarter 
of an inch of passage—upon two dark winding flights of stairs, 
the one upward, the other downward, which were the sole 
means of communication between that chamber and the othes 
portions of the house, 

With all these oddities, there was not a neater, more scrupu+ 
lously tidy, or more punctiliously ordered house, in Clerken- 
well, in London, in all England. There were not cleaner win- 
dows; or whiter floors, or brighter stoves, or more highly 
shining articles of furniture in old. mahogany; there was not 
more rubbing, scrubbing, burnishing and polishing, in the 
whole street put together. Nor was. this excellence attained 
without.some cost and trouble and great expenditure of voice, 
as the neighbours were frequently reminded when the good 
lady of the house overlooked and assisted in its being put te 
rights on cleaning days; which were usually from Monday 
morning till Saturday night, both days inclusive, 

_ Leaning against the door-post of this, his dwelling, the lock= 
smith stood early on the morning after he had met with the, 
wounded man, gazing disconsolately ata great wooden emblem 
of a key, painted in vivid yellow to resemble gold, which 
dangled from the house-front, and swung to and fro with a 
mournful ereaking noise, as if complaining that it had nothing 
to unlock, Sometimes he looked ever his shoulder into the 
shop, which was so dark and dingy with numerous tokens of 
his trade, and:so blackened by the smoke of the little forge, 
near which his ’prentice was at work, that it would have been 
difficult for one unused to such espials to have distinguished 
anything but various tools of uncouth make and shape, great 
bunches of rusty keys, fragments of iron, half finished locks, 
and sueh-like seine which garnished the walls and hung in 
clusters from the ceil: ing. 

pee a long and patient contemplation of the golden legs 

a such backward glances, Gabriel stepped into: tho 
stole a look at the upper windows, One of them, 
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hanced to be thrown open at the moment, and a roguish fice 


-met his; a’ face lighted up by the loveliest pair of sparkling | 
eyes that ever locksmith looked upon; the face of a pretty, © 
laughing girl; dimpled and fresh, and heaithful—the very — 


impersonation of good-humour and blooming beauty. 


‘Hush!’ she whispered, bending forward and pointing - 


archly to the window uaderneath, ‘Mother is still asleep.” 


“Still, my dear,”” returned the locksmith in the same tone. © 


“You talk as if she had been asleep all night, instead of little 
more than half an hour. But I’m very thankful. Sleep’s a 


blessing—no doubt aboutit.” ‘The last few words he muttered — 


to himself. 


“How cruel of you to keep us up so late this morning, and | 


never tell us where you were, or send‘us word!” said the gil. 

‘‘Ah Dolly, Do ity * returned the locksmith, shaking his 
head, and smiling, ‘how cruel of you to run upstairs to’ bed! 
Come down to breakfast, madcap, and come down lightly, or 


you'll wake your mother. She must be tired, I am sure— | 


fam!” 


KXeeping these latter words to himeelf, and returning his 
daughter’s nod, he was passing into the workshop, with the 
smile she had awakened still beaming on his face, when he just 
caught sight of his *prentice’s brown papercap ducking down to 


avoid observation, and shrinking from the window back to its — 


former place, which the wearer no sooner reached than he 
began to hammer lustily. 
* Listening again, Simon!” said Gabriel to himself. “‘That’s 


bad. What in the name of wonder does he expect the girl to” 
say, that I always catch him listening when she speaks, and) 


never at any other time! A bad habit, Sim, a sneaking, 


underhand way. Ah! you may hammer, but you won’t beat | 


that out of me, if you work at it till your time’s up!” 


So saying, and shaking his head gravely, he re-entered the — 


workshop, and confronted the subject of these remarks. 

“There’s enough of that just now,” said the locksmith. 
“You needn’t make any more of that confounded clatter. 
Breakfast’s ready.” 


“Sir,” said Sim, looking up with amazing politeness, and a 


peculiar little bow cut short off at the neck, ‘‘I shall attend’ 


you immediately.” 
‘TI suppose,” muttered Gabriel, “‘that’s out of the *Prentice’s 
Garland, or the ’Prentice’s Delight, or the *Prentice’s Warbler, 


or the ’Prentice’s Guide to the Gallows, or some such improving _ 


text-book. Now he’s going to beautify himself—here’s a 
precious locksmith!” 


» Quite unconscious that his master was looking on from the ; 


dark corner by the parlour door, Sim threw off the paper cap, 
sprang from his seat, and in two extraordinary steps, someé- 
thing between skating and minuet dancing, bounded’ to>a 


-washing-place at the other end of the shop, and there removed: 
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from his face and hauds all traces of his. previous-work— 
practising the same step all the time witb the utmost gravity. 

‘This done, he drew fromsome concealed place a little scrap of 
looking-glass, and with its assistance arranged his hair, and 
ascertained the exact state of a little carbuncle on his nose. 
Having now completed his toilet, he placed the fragment of 
snirror on a low bench, and looked over his shoulder at so much 
of his legs us could be reflected in that small compass, with th 
greatest possible complacency and satisfaction. : 

» Sim, as he was called in the locksmith’s family, or Mr. Simon 
Tappertit, as he called himself, and required all men to style 
him out of doors, on holidays, and Sundays out,—was an old- 
fashioned, thin-faced. sleek-haired, sharp-nosed, small-cyed 
little fellow, very little more than five feet high, and thoroughly 
eonvineed in his'own mind that he was above the middle size; 
rather tall, in fact, than otherwise.’ Of his figure, which was 
well enough formed, though somewhat ofthe leanest, he enter- 
tained the highest admiration; and with his legs, which, ia 
knee-breeches, were perfect curiosities of littleness, he was 
enraptured to a degree amounting to enthusiasm. He also 
had some majestic, shadowy ideas, which had never been quite 
fathomed by his most intimate friends, concerning the power 
of his eye. Indeed he had been knowa to go so far as to boast 
that he eould utterly quell and subdue the haughtiest beauty 
by a-simple process, which he termed “‘eyzing her over”; but 
it must be added, that neither of this faculty, nor of the power 
he claimed to have, through the same gift, of vanquishing and 
heaving down dumb animals, even in a rabid state, had he 
ever furnished evidence which could be deemed quite satis- 
factory and conclusive. ; 

Tt may be inferred from these premises, that in the small 
body of Mr. Tappertit there was locked up an ambitious and 
aspiring soul. As certain liquors, confined in casks too 
cramped in their dimensions, will ferment, and fret, and chafe 
in their imprisonment, so the spiritual essence or soul of Mr. 
Tappertit would sometimes fume within that precious cask, 
his body, until, with great foam and froth and splutter, it 
‘would force a vent, and carry all before it. It was his custom 
to remark, in reference to any one of these occasions, that his 
soul had got into his head; and in this novel kind of intoxi- 
cation many scrapes and mishaps befel him, which he had 
frequently concealed with no smail difficulty from his worthy 
taaster. ‘ 

Sim Tappertit, among the other fancies upon which his 
before-mentioned soul was for ever feasting and regaling itself 
(and which fancies like the liver of Prometheus, grew as-they 
owere fed upon), had a mighty notion of his order; and had been 
heard by the servant-maid openly expressing his regret that 
the ’prentices nodonger carried clubs wherewith to-‘mace' the 

“eitizens; that was-his strong expression, -He.was -likewise 
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reported to have: said that in former times a stigma had beem 
cast upon the body by the execution of George Barnwell; te 
which they should not. have basely submitted, but should have 
demanded him of the legislature—temperately at first; them 
by an appeal to arms, if necessaty—to be dealt with as. they im: 
theiz wisdom might think fit. These thoughts always led him: 
to consider what. a glorious engine the ’prentices might yet 
become: if they had but. a master spirit at their head; and them 
he would darkly, and to the terror of his hearers, hint. at 
certain reckless: fellows that. he knew of, and at. a certain Lion 
Heart ready ta become their captain, who, once afoot, would 
make the Lord Mayor tremble. on his throne. 

En respect of dress and personal decoration, Sim 'Fappertit: 
was no less of an adventurous and enterprising character. He 
had been: seen, beyond dispute, to pull off ruifies of the finest. 
quality at the corner of the street on Sunday nights, and to: 
put them carefully in his: pocket before: returning home; and 
it- was quite notorious that on all great holiday oceasions it was: 
his: habit to exchange: his: plain steel knee-buckles for a pair of 
glittering paste, under cover of a friendly post, planted most 
conveniently, m that same spot. Add! to this that he was' in 
years just twenty, in. his looks much older, and in conceit at 
least two hundred; that he had no objection te be jested with, 
touching’ his admiration of his master’s daughter; and had 
even, when ealled upon at a certain obscure tavern to pledge the 
lady whom: he honoured with his love, toasted with many 
winks and leers, a fair creature whose Christian name, he said, 
began with a D—;—and as much is known of Sim Tappertit, 
who has by this time followed the locksmith in to breakfast, as 
is necessary to be known in making his acquaintance. ' 

It was a substantial meal; for, over and above the ordinary 
tea equipage, the board creaked beneath the weight of a jolly 
round of beef,,a ham of the first magnitude, and sundry towers 
of buttered Yorkshire eake, piled slice upon slice im most 
alluring order. ‘There was also a goodly jug of well-browned 
clay, fashioned into the form: of an old gentleman, not by any 
means unlike: the‘locksmith, atop of whose: bald head was a 
fine white froth answering to his wig, indicative, beyond. dis- 
pute, of sparkling heme-brewed ale. But better far than fair 
home-brewed, or Yorkshire cake, or ham, or beef, or anything 
to eat or drink that earth or air or water can supply, there sat, 
presiding over all, the locksmith’s rosy daughter, before whose 
dark eyes even beef grew insigniicamt; and malt pec as 
nething. 

Fathers should never kiss their daughters: when young: men 
are by. It’s too much. There are: bounds to human endure 
ance. So thought Sins Tappertit whem Gabriel drew those 
rosy lips to his—those lips within Sim’s reach from day to day, 


and yet. so far off. He had a respect for his —s but he 


wished the Yorkshire eake might choke him. » 
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» “Pather,” said the locksmith’s daughter, when this salute 
was over, and they took their seats at table, soohiatst is ber I 
hear about last night?” - 

“All true, my dear; true as the Gospel, Doll.” 

+“ Young Mr. Chester robbed, and lying wounded in the read, 
when you came up?” 

“Ay—Mr. Edward. And beside him, Barnaby, ‘calling for 
help with all his might... It was well it happened as it did; for 
the road's a lonely one, the hour was late, and, the night being 
eold, and poor Barnaby even:Jess sensible than usual from sur- 
prise and fright, the young gentleman might have met. his 
death in a very short time.” 

“T dread te think of it!*’ cried his daughter with a shudder. 
“How did you know him?” 

“Know him!*’ returned the locksmith. ‘‘I-didn’t know him 
—how could 1? I had never seen him, often as I had heard 
and spoken of him. I took him to Mrs. Rudge’s; and she no 
sooner saw him than the truth came out.’* 

“Miss Emma, father—If this news should reach her,enlarged 

as it is sure to be, she will go distracted.” - 

“Why, lookye there again, how a man suffers from being 
good-natured,’ said the locksmith. “‘Miss Emma, was with 
her uncle at the masquerade at Carlisle House, where she had 
gone, as the people at the Warren tcid me, sorely against her 
will. What does your blockhead father when he and Mrs: 
Rudge have laid their heads together, but goes there when he 


_ ought to be abed, makes interest with his friend the door- 


keeper, slips him on a mask and domino, and mixes with the 
miasquers.”” 

“And like himself to do so!’ cried the girl, putting her fair 
arm round his neck, and giving him a most enthusiastic kiss. 

' “Tike himself!” repeated Gabriel, affecting to grumble, but 
evidently delighted with the part he had taken, and with her 
praise. “‘ Very like himself—so your mother said. However, 
he mingled with the crowd, and prettily worried and badgered 
he was, I warrant you, with people squeaking, ‘Don’t you 
know me?’ and ‘T’ve found you out,’ and all that kind of non- 
sense in his ears.. He might have wandered on till now, but 
in a little room there was a young lady who had taken off her 
mask, on account of the place being very warm, and was sitting 
there alone.”” 

“And that was she?” said his daughter hastily. 

“And that was she,”’ replied the arn “and I no 
sooner whispered to her what the matter was—as softly, Doll, 
and with nearly as much art as you could have used yourself 
—than she gives a kind of scream and faints away.’’ 
~ “What did you do—what happened next?” asked his 
daughter: 

, the masks came flocking round, with a general noise 


ant hu’ bub, and I thought myself in luck to get clear off, j 
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that’s all;” rejoined the locksmith.  ‘** What happéned when I 

reached home you may guess. if you didn’t hear it. Ah! 
Well, it’s a poor heart that never rejoices.—Put Toby this 
way, my dear.’’ i bis : 

‘This Toby was the brown jug of which previous mention has 
been made. Applying his lips to.the worthy old gentlemun’s- 
benevolent forehead, the locksmith, who had all this time been 
ravaging among the eatables, kept them there so long, a1 the 
same time raising the vessel slowly im the air, that at length 
Toby stood on his head upon his nose, when he smacked his 
lips, and set him on the table again with fond reluctance. 

Although Sim Tappertit had taken no share 1n this conversa= 
tion, no part of it being addressed to him, he had not been 
wanting in such silent manifestations of astonishment, as he- 
deemed. most compatible with the favourable display of his 
eyes. Regarding the pause which now ensued. as a particu< 
larly advantageous opportunity for doing great execution with 
them upon the locksmith’s daughter (who he had no doubt was 
looking at him in mute admiration), he began to screw and 
twist his face, and especially those features, into such extra- 
ordinary, hideous, and unparalleled contortions, that Gabriel, 
who happened to look towards him, was stricken with amaze< 
ment. ; 

“Why, what the devil’s the matter with the lad!” eried 
the locksmith, ‘Is he choking?’’ 

“Who?’’? demanded Sim, with some disdain. 

“Who, why, you,’ returned his master. ‘What do you 
mean by making those horrible faces over your breakfast?” 

“Faces are matters of taste, Sir,’ said Mr. Tappertit, rathes 
discomfited; not the less so because he saw the locksmith’s 
daughter smiling. 

‘Sim,’ rejoined Gabriel, laughing heartily. “Don’t bea 
fool, for I'd rather see you in your senses. These young ~ 
feliows,** he added, turning to his daughter, “‘are always come< 
mitting some folly or another. There was a quarrel between 

~Joe Willet and old John last night—though I can’t say Joe wag 
much in fault either. He'll be missing-one of these mornings, 
and will have gone away upon some wild-goose errand seeking 
his fortune.— Why. what’s the matter, Doll? You are making 
faces now. The girls are as bad as the boys every bit." 

“Ets the tea,"’ said Dolly, turning alternately very red and 
very white, which is no doubt the effect of a slight scald—*“so ° 
very hot.”’ riyet 

Mr. Tappertit looked immensely big at a quartera loaf on 
the table, and breathed hard. : : 

“Ts that all?’ ceturned the locksmith. “Put some mora 
milk in it. Yes, I am sorry for Joe, because he is a likely 
young fellow, and gains upon one every time one sees him, * 
But he’ll start off, you'll find. Indeed he told me as much 
himself!” . had pogah Va 4 dhagk trite 
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» *Indeeéd!?? cried Dolly in a faint voice... “In—deed!”: -:. 

.Is the’ tea tickling your throat still, my dear?” said the: 
locksmith. —- 

But, before his daughter could make him any answer, she: 
was taken with a troublesome cough, and it was such a very 
unpleasant cough, that when she left off the tears were starting 
in her bright eyes. The good-natured locksmith. was still 
patting her on the back and applying such gentle restoratives, 
when a message arrived from Mrs. Varden, making known tovall 
whom it might concern, that she felt too much indisposed to 
rise after her great agitation and anxiety of the previous night; 
and therefore desired to be immediately accommodated with 
the little black teapot of strong mixed tea, a couple of rounds 
of-buttered toast, a middling-sized dish of beef and ham cut 
thin, and the Sota Manual in two volumes post octavo. 
Like some other ladies. who in remote ages flourished upon this 
globe Mrs, Varden was most devout when most ill-tempered. 
Whenever she and her husband were at unusual. variance, 
then the Protestant Manual was in high feather. - " 

Knowing from experience what these requests portended, 
the triumvirate broke up; Dolly to see the orders executed with 
all despatch; Gabriel to. some out-of-door work in his little 
chaise; and Sim to his daily duty in the workshop, to which 
retreat he carried the big look, although the loaf remained 
behind. 

Indeed the big look increased immensely, and when he had 
tied his apron on became quite gigantic. It was not until-he 
had several times walked up and down with folded arms, and 
the longest strides he could take, and had kicked a great many 
small articles out of his way, that his lip began to curl. At 
length, a gloomy derision came upon his features, and he 
smiled; uttering meanwhile with supreme contempt the mono- 
syllable ** Joe!” 

‘I eyed her over while he talked about the fellow,’’ he said, 
nett that was of course the reason of her being ‘confused. 

oe!” ‘ 
He walked up and down again much quicker than before, 
‘and if possible with longer strides; sometimes stopping to take 
aglance at his legs, and sometimes to jerk out, as it were, and 
east from him, another “Joe!” In the course of a quarter of 
an hour or so he again assumed the paper cap and tried to 
work. No. It could not bedone. 

“Pil do nothing to-day,” said Mr, Tappertit, dashing it 
down again, ‘but grind. - I'll grind up all the tools. Grinding 
‘will suit my present humour well.. Joe!” : 

_ Whirr-r-r-r. - The grindstone was soon in motion; the sparks 
were flying off in abowentis This was the ecupation for his 
spirit. 

eeeeneres: ' 

“Something will come of thist” said Mr, Tappettit,. pausing: 
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as if in’ triumph, and wiping his heated face upon: his sleeve, 

“Something will come of this. I hope it mayn*t be haman 

gore!”’ . i 
Whirr-1-1-r-1-r-8-1. : 


CHAPTER THE FIFTH ‘ : 

As soon as: the business of the day was over, the locksmith 
sallied forth alone to visit the wounded gentleman and ascer- 
tain the progress of his recovery. The house where he had left 


him was in a by-street in Southwark, not far from London — 


Bridge; and thither he hied with all speed, bent-upon returning 
with as little delay as might be, and getting to bed betimes. 
The evening was boisterous—scarcely better than the pre< 
vious night had been. It was not easy for a stout man-like 
Gabriel to keep his legs at the street corners, or to make head: 
against the high wind, which often fairly got the better of him, 
and drove him back some paces, or, in defiance of all iis energy, 


forced him to take shelter in an arch or doorway until) the fury — 


of the gust was spent. Occasionally a hat or wig, or both, 
eame spinning and trundling past him, like a mad thing; while 
the more serious spectacle of falling tiles and slates, or of 
masses of brick and mortar or fragments of stone-coping 
rattling upon the pavement near at hand, and splitting into 
fragments, did not increase the pleasure of the journey, or 
make the way less dreary. 


* “A trying night for a man like me to walk in!”’ said the lock- | 


smith, as he knocked softly at the widow’s door. ‘Id rather 
be in old John’s chimmey corner, faith!” 

‘‘Who’s there?’”” demanded a woman’s voice from within. 
Being’ answered, it added a hasty word of weleome, and the 
door was quickly opened. 

She was about forty—perhaps two or three years older— 
with a eheerful aspect, and a face that had once been pretty. 
It bore traces of affliction and care, but they were of an old 


date, and Time had smoothed them. Any one who had — 


bestowed but a casual glance on Barnaby might have known 
that this was his mother, from the strong resemblance between 
them; but where in his face there was wildness and vacancy, 
in hers therewas the patent composure of long: effort and quiet 
resignation. 

One thing about this face was very strange and startling. 
You could not look upon it in its most cheerful mood without 
feeling that it had some extraordinary capacity of expressing 
terror. It was not on the-surface. It was in no one feature 
that it lingered. You could not take the eyes,.or mouth, or 
lines upon the cheek, and say, if this or that were otherwise, 
it would not be so. Yet there it always lurked- 

‘for ever dimly seen, but ever there, and never absent for a 


‘moment. It was the faintest, palest shadow of some look, 
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to svhich jan instant of intense. and most unutterable: horror 
only could have given birth; but indistinct and feeble as it was, 

it did suggest what that look must have been, and somite it in 
the mind as if it had had existence in a dream. 

More faintly imaged, and wanting force and purpose, as it 
were, because of his darkened intellect, there was this same 
stamp upon the son. Seen ina picture, it must have had some 
legend with it, and would have haunted those who looked. upon 
the canvas. They who knew the Maypole story, and could 
remember what the widow was, before her husband’s and his 
master’s murder, understood it well. They recollected how 
the change had come, and could call to mind that when her son 
was born, upon the very day the deed was known, he bore upon 
his wrist what seemed a smear of blood but half washed out, 

“God save you, neighbour,” said the locksmith, as he 
followed her with the air of an old friend into a little parlour 
where a cheerful fire was burning. : 

“ And you,” she answered, smiling. ‘‘ Your kind heart hag 
brought you here again. Nothing will keep you at home, I 
a of old, if there are frieuds to serve or comfort, out of 

msi? . 

“Tut, tut,” returned the locksmith, rubbing his hands and 
warming them. ‘ You women are such talkers, What of the 
patient, neighbour?” 

“He is sleeping now. He was very restless towards day 
light, and for some hours tossed and tumbled sadly, . But the 
fever has left him, and the doctor says he will soon mend. He 
must not be removed until to-morrow.” 

“He has had visitors to-day—humph?” said Gabriel, slyly. 

“Yes, Old Mr. Chester has been here ever since we sent for 
him, and kad not, been gone many minutes when you knocked.” 

‘““No ladies?’’ said Gabriel, elevating his eyebrows and 
looking disappointed. 

‘‘A letter,” replied the widow. - 

“Come. That’s better than nothing!” cried the locksmith, 
“Who was the bearer?’ 

“Barnaby, of course.” 

‘‘Barnaby’s a jewel!” said Varden; ‘“‘and comes and goes 
with ease where we who think ourselves much wiser would 
make but a poor hand of it.. He is not out wandering again, 
I hope?” 

‘Thank Heaven he is in bed; having been up all night, as 
you know, and on his feet all day. He was quite tired out. 
Ah, neighbour, if I could but see him oftener so—if I could but 
tame down that terrible restlessness——” 

“In good time,” said the locksmith, kindly, ‘tin good time 
Sedans be downhearted.. To my mind he grows wiser every 
day. 2 

The widow shook her head, And yet, though she knew the 
Jocksmith sought to cheer her, and spoke from no conviction 
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of his owh, she was ‘glad to hear even this praise of her poor 
- benighted son. = © or arp awit | at 
“He will be a ’cute man yet,” resumed the locksmith. 
“Take care, when we are growing old and foolish, Barnaby 
doesn’t put us to the blush, that’s all. - But our other friend,” 
he ‘added, looking under the table and about the floor— 
. “sharpest and cunningest of all the sharp cunning ones— 
where’s he?” - i 

“In Barnaby’s room,” rejoined the widow, with a faintsmile. 

‘“Ah! He’s a knowing blade!” said Varden, shaking his 
head. ‘I should be sorry to talk secrets before him. Oh! 
He’s a deep customer, I’ve no doubt he can read and write 
and cast accounts if he chooses. What was that—him tapping 
at'the door? ’?)i+. 8 : ; 

“No,” returned the widow. . ‘‘It was in the street, I think. 
Wark! Yes. :There again! ?Tis some one knocking softly at 
the shutter. Who can it be?” 

They had been speaking in a low tone, for the invalid lay 
‘overhead, and the walls and ceilings being thin and poorly 
built, the sound of their voices might otherwise have disturbed 
his slumber. 'The party without, whoever it was, could have 
stood close to the shutter without hearing anything spoken; 
and, seeing the light through the chinks and finding all ‘so 
quiet, might have been persuaded that only one person was 
there. 

“Some thief or ruffian, maybe,” said the locksmith. “Give 
me the light.” : 

“‘No, no,” she returned hastily. . “Such visitors have never 
eome to this poor dwelling. Do you stay here. You're 
within call, at the worst. I would rather go myself—alone.” 

“Why?” said the locksmith, unwillingly relinquishing the 
candle he had caught up from the table. 

“Because—I don’t know why—because the wish is strong 
upon me,” she rejoined. “There again—do not detain me, 
E-beg of you!” ; 

Gabriel looked at her in great surprise to see one who was 
usually so mild and quiet thus agitated, and with so little cause. 
She left the room and closed the door behind her. She stood 
for a moment as if hesitating, with her hand upon the lock. 


In this short interval the knocking came again, and a voice — 


close to the window—a voice the locksmith seemed to 
recollect, and’ to have some disagreeable association with— 
whispered ‘‘Make haste.” ; ; i 

“ "The words.were uttered in that low distinct voice which finds 
its way so readily to sleepers’ ears, and wakes them ina fright. 


¥or a moment it startled even the locksmith; who involuntarily _ 


drew back from the window, and listened. 

‘The wind. rumbling in the chimney made it difficult to hear 
what passed; but he could tell that the door was opened, that 
there was’ the treadof-a-man upon the-creaking boards, and 
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then a moment’s silence—broken by a suppressed: ‘something 
which was not a shriek, or groan, or-cry for help, and-yet might 
have been either of all three; and the words’ ** ety God!” 
uttered ‘in a voice-it chilled him to hear. 

He. rushed out upon the instant... There, at Jest; was that 
Greadful look—the very one he seemed to know so well-and 
yet had never seen before—upon her face. There'she stood 
frozen to the ground, gazing with starting eyes, and livid 
cheeks, and every feature fixed and ghastly, upon the man he 
had encountered in the dark last night.» His eyes met those of 
the locksmith. It was a flash, an instant, a breath sy i a 
polished glass, and he was gone. 

The locksmith was upon him—had the skirts of his stream- 
ing garment almost in his grasp—when his arms were-tightly 
clutched, and the widow flung herself upon the ground before 
him. ~ 

“The other way—the other way,” she cried. “He went 
the other way. Turn—turn!”’ i ; 

“The other way! I see him now,” rejoined the locksmith, 
|| pointing —‘‘yonder—there—there is his shadow pains by 

| that light. What—who is this?) Let me go.” . 

“Come back, come back!” exclaimed the woman, wrestling 
with and clasping him. ‘Do not touch him on your life. I 
charge you, come back. He carries other lives besides his 
own. Come back!” 

“What does this mean?” cried the locksmith. 

“No matter what it means, don’t ask, don’t speak, don’t 
think about it. He is not to be followed, checked, or stopped. 
Come back!” .: 

The old man looked at her in wonder, a as she writhed and 
clung about him, and, borne down by her passion; suffered her 
to drag him into the house. It was not until she had chained 
and double-locked the door, fastened every bolt and bar with 
the heat and fury of a maniac, and drawn him back into the 
room, that she turned upon him once again that stony look ef 
horror, and, sinking down into a chair, covered her face, and 
mrydidorsd as = the hand of Death were on her. . 


CHAPTER THE SIXTH 
Bryonpd all measure astonished by the strange occurrences 
which had passed with so much violence and rapidity, the 
locksmith gazed upon the shuddering figure in the chair like 
one half stupefied, and would have gazed much longer, had 
not his tongue been loosened by’ compassion and humanity. 
. “You are ill,” said Gabriel. ‘‘Let me call some neighbour 
in.” 
~. “Not for the world,” she rejoined, motioning tohim with her 
trembling hand, and’ still-holding her face averted. ‘* nat is 
“enough that: you-have been. by;.to see this.” 0 200.45 
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~ Nay, more than enough—or less,” said Gabriel. 9 © 1 
. * Be it so,” she returned... “‘As you like. Ask me no ques- 
tions, I entreat you.” ; meh: eae 

“Neighbour,” said the locksmith, after a pause. . “‘Is this 
fair, or reasonable, or just to yourself? Is it like you, whe 
have known meso long and sought my advice in all matters 
—like you, who from a girl have had a strong mind and a 
staunch heart?” : 

“J have need of them,” she replied. ‘Iam growing old, 
both in years and eare. Perhaps that, and teo much trial, 
have made them weaker than they used to be. Do not speak 
to me.” i 

++How can I see what I have seen, and hold my peacel” 
returned the Jocksmith: **Who was that man, and why has 
his coming made this change in you?” 

She was silent, but clung to the chair as though to save her¢ 
self from falling on the . 

“J take the license of an old acquaintance, Mary,” said the 
locksmith, ‘who has ever had a warm regard for you, and 
maybe has tried to prove it when he could. Who is this ill- 
favoured man, and what has he to do with you? Who is 
this ghost, that is only seen in the black nights and bad 
weather? How does he know and why does he haunt this 
house, whispering through chinks and crevices, as if there was 
that between him and you, which neither durst se much ag 
speak aloud of? Who is he?” 

““¥on do well to say he haunts this house,” returned the 
widow, faintly. “‘His shadow has been upon it and me, in 
light and darkness, at noonday and midnight. And now, at 
last, he has come in the body!” 

“But he wouldn't have gone in the body,” returned the 
locksmith with some irritation, *‘if.you had left my arms and 
legs at liberty. What riddle is this?” 

* Tt is one,” she answered, rising as she spoke, “that mus? 
remain for ever as it is. I dare not say more than that.” 

**Dare not!’? repeated the wondering locksmith. i 

“Do not press me,” she replied. ‘‘ I am sick and faint, and 
every faculty of life seems dead within me.—No!—Do not 
touch me, either.” 

Gabriel, who had stepped forward to render her assistance, 
fell back as she made this hasty exclamation, and regarded 
her in silent wonder. ; - 

“Let me go my way alone,” she said in a low voice, “and 
let the hands of no honest man touch mine to-night.” When 
she had tottered to the door, she turned, and added with a 
stronger effort, ‘“This is a secret, which, of necessity, I trust te 
you. Youareatrueman. As you have ever been good and 
isind to me,—keep it. If any noise was heard above, make 


some excuse—say anything but what you really saw, and never 


tet a word or look between us, recall this circumstance. 1 trus® 


ae 
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to-you. EE tik te you! How much I trust; you never 
ean conceive.” 

Fixing her eyes upon hin for an instant, she withdrew, and 
left him there alone. 

Gabriel, not knowing what to think, stood staring at the 
oor with a countenance full of surprise and dismay. The 
more he pondered on what had passed, the less able he was to 
give it any favourable interpretation. To find this widow 
woman, whose life for so many years had been supposed to be 
one of solitude and retirement, and who, in her quiet suffering 
character, had gained the good opinion and respect of all who 
knew her—to find her linked mysteriously with an iil-omened 
man, alarmed at his appearance, and yet favouring his eseape, 
as a discovery that-pained as much as it startled him. Her 
reliance on his secrecy, and his tacit acquiescence, increased 
his distress of mind. If he had spoken boldly, persisted in 
questioning her, detained her when she rose to leave the reom, 
made any kind of’ protest, instead of silently compromising 
himself, abs felt he had done, he would have been more at 
““Why did I let her say it was a secret, and she trusted it to 
me!’ said Gabriel, putting his wig on one side to scratch his 
head with greater ease, and looking ruefully at the fire. “I 
have no more readiness than old John himself. Why didn’t I 
say firmly, “You have no right to such secrets, and ¥ demand 
of you to tell me what this means,’ instead of standing gaping 
at her, like an old mooncalf asIam! _ But there’s my weak- 
ness. I can be obstinate enough with men if need be, but 
women may twist me round their fingers at their pleasure.” 

He took his wig off outright as he made this reflection, and, 
warming his handkerchief at the fire began to rub and polish 
his bald head with it, until it glistened again. 

“Andyet,”* said the locksmith, softening under this soothing 
process, and stopping to smile, “it may be nothing. Any 
drunken brawler trying to make his way into the house, would 
have alarmed a quiet soul like her. But then*’—and here was 
the vexation—“‘how came it to be that man; how comes he 
to have this influence over her; how came she to favour his 
getting away from me; and more than all, how came she not 
to say it was a sudden fright, and nothing more? It’s asad 
thing to have, in one minute, reason to mistrust a person TE have 
known so long, and an old “sweetheart into the bargain; but 
what else can I do, with all this upon my mind!—Is that 
Barnaby outside there?”* 

. “Aytl” he cried, looking in and ate “Sure e enough 


“Oho!” eried Barnaby, glancing over his shoulder. “He's 
a merry fellow, that shadow, and keeps elose to me, though I 
am silly, . We have such pranks, such-walks,-such runs, such 
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gambols on the grass! , Sometimes he’ll be half as tall as. 
church steeple, and sometimes no bigger than a dwarf. Now 
he goes on before, and. now behind, and anon he'll be stealing 
slyly on, on this side, or on that, stopping whenever I stop, and. 
thinking I can’t see him, though I have my eye on him sharp 
enough... Oh! he’s a merry fellow.. Tell me—is he silly too? 
J think he is.” ; i : 

“Why?” asked Gabriel. , 

‘Because he never tires of mocking me, but does it all day 
long.—Why don’t you come? ’’ ; 

“Where?” : 

“Upstairs. He wants you. Stay—where’s his shadow? 
Come. You're a wise man; tell me that.” 

“Beside him, Barnaby; beside’ him, 1 suppose,” returned 
the locksmith. ; ; , 

“No!” he replied, shaking. his head. ‘Guess again.” 

‘*Gone out a.walking, maybe?” 

**He has changed shadows with a woman,” the idiot. whis- 
pered in his ear, and then fell back with a look of triumph. 
“Her shadow’s always with him, and his with her. That's 
sport I think, eh?” ; 

“Barnaby,” said the locksmith, with a grave look; “come 
hither, Jad.” 

“I know what you want to say. I know!’ he replied, 
keeping away from him, ‘But I’m cunning, I’m silent. 
only say so much to, you—are you ready?” As he spoke, 
he caught up the light, and waved it with a wild laugh above 
his head, : 

“Softly—gently,”’ said the locksmith, exerting all his in- 
fluence to keep him calm and quiet. “I thought you had 
been asleep.” 

“So I have been asleep,” he rejoined, with widely-opened 
eycs. ‘‘There have been great faces coming and going—close 
to my face, and then a mile away—low places to creep 
through, whether I would or no—high churches to fall down 
from—strange creatures crowded up together neck and heels, 
to sit upon the bed—that’s sleep, eh?”’ 

“Dreams, Barnaby, dreams,” said the locksmith. 

‘*Dreams!’’ he echoed. softly, drawing closer to him, 
‘Those are not dreams.” , 

‘“What are,” replied the locksmith, “if they are not?” 

‘I dreamed,” said Barnaby, passing his arm through 
Varden’s and peering close into his face as he answered in a 
whisper, ‘‘I dreamed just now that something—it was. in the 
shape of a man—followed me—came softly after me—wouldn’t 
let me be—but was always hiding and crouching, like a cat in 
dark corners, waiting till I should pass: when it crept-out an 
came softly after me.—Did you ever see me run?” : 

. “Many a time, you know.” ‘ 


“You never saw me run as I did in this dream, Still. it. . 
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ame creeping on. to worry ‘me. . Nearer, ‘nearer, nearéer—I ~ 
ran faster—leaped—sprang out of bed, and to the window 

| -and there, in the street below—but he is waiting for us. - Are 
you coming?” 

“What in the street below, dear Barnaby?” said Varden, 

imagining that he had traced some connexion between this 
vision and what had actuaily occurred. 

Barnaby looked into his face, muttered incoherently, 
waved the light above his head again, laughed, and drawing 
the locksmith’s arm more tightly threugh his own, led him up 
the stairs in silence. 

They entered a homely bedchamber, garnished in a scanty 
way with chairs whose spindle-shanks bespoke their age, and 
other furniture of very little worth; but clean and aeatly kept. 
Reclining in an easy-chair before the fire, pale and weak from 
waste of blood, was Edward Chester, the young gentleman 
that had been the first to quit the Maypole on the previous 
night, who, extending his hand to the locksmith, weleomed 
-him as his preserver and friend. ~ 

“Say no more, Sir, say ao more,” said Gabriel. “*I hope I 
would have done at least as much for. any mau in such a strait, 
and most of all for you, Sir. A certain young lady.” he added, 
with some hesitation, ‘has done us many a kind turn, and we 
Rerebe feel—1 hope I give you no offence in saying this, 

yt tee 

The young man smiled and shook his head; at the same time 
moving in his chair as if in pain. 

“It’s no great matter,” he said, in answer to the locksmith’s 
sympathising look, **a mere uneasiness arising at least as much 
from being cooped up here, as from the slight wound I have, 
or from the loss of blood. Be seated, Mr. Varden.” 

“Tf I may make so bold, Mr. Edward. as to lean upon your. 
chair,” returned the locksmith, accommodating his action to 
his speech, and bending over him “T’li stand here, for the 
convenience of speaking low. Barnaby is not in his quietest 
humour to-night, and at such times talking never does him 

‘ood,”* 
= They both glanced at the subject of this remark, who had 
taken a sext on the other side of the fire, and, smiling vacantly, 
was making puzzles on his fingers witb a skein of string. 

«Pray. tell me, Sir,” said Varden, dropping his voice still 
lower, “exactly what happened last night. l have my reasons 
for inquiring. You left the Maypole, alone?” 

* And walked homeward alone unti) I had nearly reached 
the place where you found ‘me, when I heard the inertia of 

_ a horse.” 
**— Behind you?” said the locksmith. 
|. “Indeed, yes—behind me. It was a single rider, who soon 
overtook me, and ee his ray icquing® the ey to 
London.” ; 
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“You-were onthe alert, Sir, knowing how many highway- 
men there are, scouring the roads in all directions?” said 
Warden, 

“T was, but I had only a stick, having imprudently left my 
pistols in their holster-ease with the landlord’s son. I 
girected him as he desired. Before the words had passed my 
lips, he rode upon me furiously, as if bent upon trampling me 
down beneath his horse’s hoofs. In starting aside I slipped 
and fell. | You found me with this stab and an ugly bruise or 
two, and without my purse—in which he found little enough 
for his pains. And now, Mr. Varden,” he added, shaking the 
locksmith by the hand, “‘saving the extent of my gratitude to 
you, you know as much as I.” : 

“Except,” said Gabriel, bending down yet more, and looking 
cautiously towards their silent neighbour, “except in respect 
of the robber himself. ‘What like was he, Sir? Speak low, if 
you please. Barnaby means no harm, but I have watched 
him oftener than you, and I know, little as you would think 
it, that he’s listening now,” 

It required a strong confidence in the locksmith’s veracity 
to Jead any one to'this belief, for every sense and faculty that 
Bamaby possessed, seemed to be fixed wpon his game, to the 
exclusion of ail other things, ‘Something in the young man’s 
face expressed this opinion, for Gabriel repeated what he had 
just said, more earnestly than before, and with another glance 
towards Barnaby, again asked what like the man was. 

“The night was so dark,” said Edward, “the attack so 
sudden, and he so wrapped and muffled up, that I can hardly 
say. It seems that—” 

‘Don’t mention his name, Sir,’ returned the locksmith, 
following his look towards Barnaby; ‘I know he saw him. I 
want to know what you saw.” : 

“+ All I remember is,” said Edward, ‘that as he checked his 
horse his hat was blown off, He caught it and replaced it on 
his head, which I observed was bound with a dark handker- 
chief. A stranger entered the Maypole while I was there, 
whom I had not seen, for I had sat apart for reasons of my 
own, and when I rose ‘to leave the room and glanced round, 
he was in the shadow of the chimney and hidden from my 
sight. But if he and the robber were two different persons, 
their voices were strangely and most remarkably alike; for 
directly the man addressed me in the road, I recognised his 
speech again.” 

“Itis as 1 feared. The very man was here to-night,” thought 


the locksmith changing colour. “What dark history is this!” — . 


“Falloa!”’ cried a hoarse voice in hisear. ‘‘ Halloa, halloa, 
halloa! Bow, wow wow. What's the matter here! Hal-loa!” 
The speaker—who.made the locksmith start, as if he had 
seen some supernatural agent—was a large raven; who had 
perched upon the top of the easy-chair, unseen by him. and 
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Tidward, and listened with a polite attentiow and‘a most.extra- 
ordinary appearance of comprehending every word, to all they 
had said up to this point; turning his head from one.to the 
other, as if his office were to judge between: them, and it were 
of the very last. importance that he should not lose a word. 

' “ook at him!” said Varden, divided between: admiration 
of the bird and a kind of fear of him. ‘“‘ Was there ever sucha 
knowing imp as that! Oh he’s a dreadful fellow!” 

The raven, with his head: very much on one side, and his 
bright eye shining like: a diamond, preserved: a:thoughtfub 
silence for a few seconds, and them replied in 2 voice so hoarse 
and distant, that it seemed to come through his thick eaeers 
rather than out of his mouth. 

*Halloa, halloa, halloa! What’s the matter here! Kosi 
up your spirits, Never say die. Bow wow wow. Fm a 
devil, ’'m a devil, ’m a devil. Hurrah!’’—And then, as’ if 
exulting in his infernal character, he began. to whistle. 

“I more than half believe he speaks the truth. Upon my 
word £ do,” said Varden. “Do you see how he looks at me, 
as if he knew what. I was saying?” 

To which the bird, balancing’ on tiptoe, as it were, and 
moving his body up and down in a sort of grave dance, rejoined 
“ma devil, ’m a devil, I’m a devil,” and flapped his wings 
against his sides as if he were bursting with laughter. Barnaby 

clapped his hands, and fairly rolled upon the: a in. an 
ecstasy of delight. 

“Strange companions, Sir,” said: the locksmith, shaking his 
2 and looking from one to the other. ‘The bird has all 
the wit.’ i 

“Strange indeed!” said Edward, holding out his forefinger 
to the raven, who, in acknowledgment of the attention, made 
a dive at it immediately with his irom bill. “Is he old?” j 

A mere boy, Sir,” replied the locksmith. ‘*A hundred and 
twenty, or thereabouts. | Calh him down, Barnaby my man.” 

‘*Call him!” echoed Barnaby, sitting upright upom the floor, 
and staring vacantly at Gabriel, as he thrust his hair back from 
his face. “But who can make him come! He calls me, and 
makes me go. where he will. “He goes on: before, and I follow. 
He’s the master, and ’m the man. Is that the trutl, Grip?” 

The raven gave a short, comfortable, confidential kind of 
croak ;—a most expressive croak, which seemed to say “‘ You 

| needa’t let these fellows: into our secrets, We understand 
each other. It’s: all right.” 

*T make him come!” cried Barnaby, pointing to the bird. 
| “Him, who never goes to sleep, or so. much as: winks!—Why,' 
_any time of night, you may see his eyes in my dark: room,. 
' shining like two sparks. And every night, and all night too, 

he’s. broad. awake, talking to himself, thinking what he shalt 
do to- rapa where we'shall go, and what he shall steal, and. 
hide, and bury. I make him come! Ha, ha, ha!’ © . 
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On second thoughts, the bird appeared disposed to eome ‘of 
himself. After a shori survey of the ground, and a few side- 
long looks at the ceiling and at everybody present in turn, he 
fluttered to the floor, and went to Barnaby—not in uw hop, or 
walk; or run, but in 2 pace like that of a very particular gentle- 
man with exceedingly tight boots on, trying to walk fast over 
loose pebbles. Then, stepping into his extended band, and 
condesvending to he held out at arm’s length, be gave vent to 
a succession of sounds, oot unlike the drawing of some eight 
or ten dozen of long corks, and again asserted bis brimstone 
birth and parentage with great distinctness. : 

‘The locksmith shook his. head—perhaps in some doubt of 
the creature’s being really nothing but a bird—perhaps ia 
pity for Barnaby. who by this. time bad him ia bis arms, 
and was. rolling about with him on the ground. As he 
raised his eyes from the poor fellow be encountered those of 
his mother, who had entered: the room, and was looking on 
in silence. . ; 

She was quite white in the face, even to her lips, but had 
wholly subdued her emotion, and wore her usual quiet look. 
Varden fancied as be glanced at her that she shrank from 
his eye; and that she busied herself about the wounded gentie- 
man to avoid him the better. ~ 

It was time he went to bed, she said. He was to be re- 
moved to his own home on the morrow, and he had already 
exceeded his time for sitting up, by a full hour. Acting on 
this hint, the locksmith prepared te take his leave. : 

“By the bye,”’ said Edward, as he shook him by the hand, 
and looked from bim to Mrs. Rudge and back again, “what 
noise was that below? -I heard your voice in the midst of 
it, and should have inquired before, but our other conversation 
drove it from my memory. What was it?” 

The locksmith looked towards her, and bit his lip. She 
leant against the chair, and bent her eyes upon the ground. 
Barnaby too—he was listening. 

“__Some mad or drunken fellow, Sir,” Varden at length 
made answer, looking steadily at the widow as he spoke. 
“He mistook the house, and tried to force an entrance.” 

She breathed more freely, but stood quite motionless. As 
the locksmith said ‘*Good-night,” and Barnaby caught up 
the candle to light him down the stairs, she took it from him, 
and charged him-—with more haste and earnestness than so 
slight an occasion appeared to warrant—not to stir. The 
raven followed them to satisfy himself that all was right 
below, and when they reached the strect-door, stood on the 
bottom stair, drawing corks out of number. ; , 

“With a trembling hand she unfastened the ehain and bolts, 
and turned the key.’ As she had her hand upon the latch, 
the locksmith said in a low voice, Hee - ue 

-#] have told a lie to-night, for your sake, Mary, and fom . 
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the sake of bygone times and old acquaintances, when I 
would scorn to do so for my own. I hope I may have done 
no harm, or led to none. I can’t help the suspicions you have 
forced upon me, and I am loth, I tell you plainly, to Jeave 
Mr, Edward here. Take care he comes to-no hurt. I doubt 
the safety of this roof, and am glad he leaves it so soon. 
Now, let me go.” ; 

For a moment she hid her face in her hands and wept; 
but resisting the strong impulse which evidently moved her 
to reply, opened the door—no wider than was sufficient for 
the passage of his body—and motioned him away. As the 
locksmith stood upon the step, it was chained and locked 
behind him, and the raven, in furtherance of these precautions, 
barked like a lusty house-dog- 

“In league with that ill-looking figure that might have 
fallen from a gibbet—he listening and hiding here—Barnaby 
first upon the spot last night—can she who has always borne 
s0 fair a name be guilty of such crimes in secret!” said the 
locksmith, musing. ‘Heaven forgive me if I am wrong, 
and send me just thoughts; but she is poor, the temptation 
may be great, and we daily hear of things as strange.—Ay, 


‘bark away, my friend. If there’s any wickedness going on, 


that raven’s in it, Pll be sworn.” ‘ 


CHAPTER THE SEVENTH : 
Mrs. VarprEN was a lady of what is commonly called an un- 
certain temper—a phrase which being interpreted signifies a 
temper tolerably certain to make everybody more or less 
uncomfortable. Thus it generally happened, that when other 
people were merry, Mrs. Varden was dull; and that when 
other people were dull, Mrs. Varden was disposed to be 
amazingly cheerful. Indeed the worthy housewife was of 
such a capricious nature, that she not only attained a higher 
pitch of genius than Macbeth, in respect of her ability to be 
wise, amazed, temperate and furious, loyal and neutral in 
an instant, but would sometimes ring the changes backwards 
and forwards on all possible moods and flights im one short 
quarter of an hour; performing, as it were, a kind of triple 
bob major on the peal of instruments in the female beliry, 
with a skilfulness and rapidity of execution that astonished 
all who heard her. mits 

“It had been observed in this good lady (who did not want 
for personal attractions, being plump and buxom to look at, 
though like her fair daughter, somewhat short in stature) 
that this uncertainty of disposition strengthened and increased 
with her temporal prosperity; and’ divers wise-men and 
miatrons, on friendly terms with the locksmith and his 
family, even went so far as to assert, that a tumble down some 


_ half-dozen rounds in the world’s ladder—such as the breaking © 
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of the bank in which her husband kept his money, or some 
little fall of that kind—would be the making; of her, and 
could hardly fail to render her one of the most agreeable. 
companions in existence. _ Whether they were right or wrong 
in this conjecture, certain it is that minds, like bodies, will 
often fall into a pimpled. ill-conditioned state from mere 
excess of comfort, and like them, are often successfully cured 
by remedies in themselves very nauseous and unpalatable. 

Mrs. Varden’s. chief aider and abettor, and at the same 
time her principal victim. and. object of wrath, was her single 
domestic servant, one Miss Miggs; or as she was called, in 
conformity with those prejudices of society which lop and. 

from poor handmaidens all such genteel excrescences— 
Miggs. This Miggs was a tall young lady, very much addicted 
to pattens in private life; slender and shrewish, of a rather 
uncomfortable figure, and though not absolutely ill-looking, 
of a sharp and-acid visage. As a general principle and 
abstract. proposition, Miggs. held the male sex to be utterly 
contemptible and unworthy of notice; to be fickle, false, base, 
sottish, inclined to perjury, and wholly undeserving. When 
particularly exasperated against them (which, scandal said, 
was when Sim Tappertit slighted her most) she was accus- 
tomed to wish with great emphasis that the whole race of 
women could but die off, in order that the men might be 
brought to know the real value of the blessings by which 
they set so little store; nay, her feeling for her order ran so: 
high, that she sometimes declared,.if she could only have 
good security for a fair, round number—say. ten thousand— 
of young virgins following her example, she would, to spite 
mankind, hang. drown, stab, or poison herself, with a joy 
past all expression. 

It was the voice of Miggs that grected the locksmith, when he 
knocked at his own house, with a shrill cry of ‘‘ Who's there?” 

‘Me, girl, me,” returned. Gabriel. 

“What, already, Sir!’’ said Miggs, opening the door with 
a look of surprise. ‘‘We was just getting on our nightcaps 
to: sit up,—me and mistress. Oh, she has been so bad!” 

Miggs said this\with an air of uncommon candour and 
concern; but the parlour-door was standing open, and as 
Gabriel very well knew for whose ears it was designed, he 
regarded her with anything but an approving look as he 
passed in. 

‘“‘Master’s come home, mim,”’ cried Miggs, running before 
him into the parlour. ‘“‘You was wrong, mim, and I was 
right. I thought he wouldn’t keep us up so late two nights 
running, mim, Master’s always considerate so far. I’m so 
glad, mim, on your account. I’m a little’”—here Miggs 
simpered—“a little sleepy myself; I'll own it now, mim,- 
though I said I wasn’t when you asked me. It. an’t of no 
consequence, mim, of course.” ; is ‘ + oul 
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“You had better,” said the locksmith, who most devoutly 
wished that Barnaby’s raven was at Miggs’ ankles, ** ‘you had 
better get to bed at once t 

- “"Phanking you kindly, Sir,” returned Miggs, “I couldn’t 

take my rest in peace, nor fix my thoughts upon my prayers, 

otherways than that I knew mistress was comfortable in 

He bed this night; by rights she should have been there, 
ours 

“Youre talkative, mistress,” said Varden, pulling off his 
great-coat, and looking at her askew. 

“Taking the hint, Sir7’ eried Miggs, with a used face, 
“and thanking you ‘for it most kindly, I will make bold to 
say, that if z give offence by having consideration for my 
mistress, I do not ask your pardon, but am content to get 
myself into trouble and to be in suffering.” 

Here Mrs. Varden, who, with her countenance wurenaea 
in a large nightcap, had been all this time intent upon the 
Protestant’ Manual, looked round, and acknowledged Miggs’ 
championship by commanding her to hold her tongue. 

Every little bone in Miggs’ throat and neck developed 
itself with a spitefulness quite alarming, as she replied, 
“Yes, mim, I will.” 

“How do you find yourself now, my dear?” said the 
locksmith, taking a chair near his wife (who had resumed 
her book), and rubbing his knees hard as he made the inquiry. 

“You're very anxious to know, an’t you?” returned Mrs. 
Varden, with her eyes upon the print. “‘ You, that have not 
been near me all day, and wouldn’t aa Reset if I was 
dying!” > 

“My dear Martha—” said Gabriel. 2 

Mrs. Varden turned over to the next page; then went 
back again to the bottom line over leaf to be quite sure of the 
last words; and then went on reading with an appearaat of 
the deepest interest and study. 

“My dear Martha,” said the locksmith, “how ean you 
say such things, when you know you don’t mean them? 
If you were dying! Why, if there was anything serious 
the matter with you; Martha, shouldn’t I be in constant 
attendance upon you. 

“‘Yes!” cried Mrs. Varden, bursting into tears, “yes, you 
would, I don’t doubt it, Warden. Certainly you would. 
That’s as much as to tell me that you would be hovering 
round me like a vulture, waiting till the breath was out ot 
my body, that you might go and marry somebody else.” 

Miggs groaned in sympathy—a little short groan, checked 
in its birth, and changed into a cough. It seemed to say, 
“Tean’t help it. It’s wrung from me by the dreadful brutality 
of that monster master.” 

“But you'll break my heart one of these days,” added Mrs. 
Varden, with more resignation, “and then we shall both -be 
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happy... My only desire is to_see. Dolly comfortably settled, 
and when she is, you may settle me as soon as-you like.” + 

“Ah!” cried Miggs—and coughed again. ysis 

Poor Gabriel twisted his wig about in silence for.a long 
time, and then said mildly, ‘Has Dolly gone to bed?” 

“Your master speaks to you,” said Mrs. Varden, looking 
sternly over her shoulder at Miss Miggs in waiting, . 

“No, my dear, I spoke to you,” suggested the locksmith,. 

“Did you hear me, Miggs?” cried the obdurate lady, 
stamping her foot upon the ground. . * You are beginning ta 
despise me now, are you? But this is example!” 

At this cruel rebuke, Miggs, whose tears were always 
ready, for large or small parties, on the shortest notice and 
the most unreasonable terms, fel a erying violently; holding 
both her hands tight upon her heart meanwhile, as if nothing 
less would prevent its splitting into small fragments. Mrs. 
Varden, who likewise possessed that faculty in high perfection, 
wept too, against Miggs; and with such effect that Miggs 
gave in after a time, and, except for an occasional sob, which 
seemed to threaten some remote intention of breaking out 
again, left her mistress in possession of the field. Her 
superiority being thoroughly asserted, that lady soon desisted 
likewise, and fell into a quiet melancholy, 

The relief was so great, and the fatiguing occurrences of 
last night so completely overpowered the locksmith, that he 
nodded in his chair, and would doubtless have slept there 
all night, but for the voice of Mrs. Varden, which, after @ 
pause of some five minutes, awoke him with a start. 

“Tf I am ever,” said Mrs. V.—not scolding, but in a soré, 
of monotonous remonstrance—"in. spirits, if I am ever 
cheerful, if I am ever more than usually disposed to be 
talkative and comfortable, this is the way 1 am treated.” 

“Such spirits as you was in too, mim, but half an hour 
ago!l’’ cried Miggs. ‘‘I never see such company!” 

“Because,” said Mrs. Varden, “‘ because 1 never. interfere 
or interrupt; because I never question where anybody gomes 
or goes; because my whele mind and soul is bent on saving 
where I can save, and labouring in this house;—therefore, 
they try me as they do.” ; 

“Martha,” urged the locksmith, endeavouring to look as 
wakeful as possible, ‘‘what is it you complain of ?, I really 
came home with every wish and desire to be happy. I did, 
indeed.” j ~_ 

“What do I complain of!” retorted his wife. “‘Is it a, 
chilling thing to have one’s husband sulking and falling 
asleep directly he comes home—to have him freezing all — 
one’s warm-heartedness, and throwing. cold water over the 
fireside? Is it natural, when I know he went out upon a 
snatter in which I am as much interested as anybody can be, 
that I should wish to know all that has happened, or thag: . 


BARNABY RUDGE: © 61°” 


ne should: tell’ me without my begging and praying him to 
doit? Is that natural, or is it not?” 

“T am very sorry, Martha, ” said the good-natured locks 
smith, “I was really afraid you were not disposed to tall 
pleasantly; Til tell you everything ; I shall only be too glad, 
my dear.” 

“No, Varden,” returned his wife, rising with dignity, ‘I 
dare say—thank you. I’m not a child to be corrected one 
minute and petted the next—I’m a little too old for that, 
Varden, Miggs, earry the light. You ean be cheerful, 
Miggs, at least.” 

Miggs, who, to this moment, had been in the very depths 
of compassionate despondency, passed instantly into the 
liveliest state conceivable, and tossing her head as she glanced 
towards the locksmith, bore off her mistress and the light 
together. | 

“Now, who would think,” thought Varden, shrugging his, 
shoulders and drawing his chair nearer to the fire, “‘that that 
woman could ever be pleasant and agreeable? And yet she 
ean be. Well, well, all of us have our faults, Ill not be 
hard upon hers. We have been man and wife too long for 
tha 

He dozed again—not the less pleasantly, perhaps, for his. 
hearty temper, While his eyes were closed, the door leading 
to the upper stairs was partially opened; and a head appeared, 
which, at sight of him, hastily drew back again. 

ca wish, * murmured Gabriel, waking at the noise, and 
looking round the room, “I wish somebody would marry 
Miggs. But that’s impossible! I wonder whether there’s 
any madman alive, who would marry Miggs!”’ 

This was-such a vast speculation that he fell into a doze 
again, and slept until the fire was quite burnt out. At last 
he roused himself; and having double-locked the street- 
door according to custom, and put the key in his pocket, 
went off to bed. 

He had not left the room in darkness many minutes, when 
the head again appeared, and Sim Tappertit entered, bearing 
in his hand a little lamp. 

“What the devil business has he to stop up so late!’ 
muttered Sim, passing into the workshop, and setting it 
down upon the forge. ‘‘Here’s half the night gone already. ' 
There’s only one good that has ever come to me, out of this 
cursed old rusty mechanical trade, and that’s this picce of 
ironmongery, upon my soul!” ; 

As he spoke, he drew from the right hand, or rather right 
leg pocket of his smalls, a clumsy large-sized key, which he- 
inserted cautiously in the lock his master had secured, and 
softly opened the door. That done, he replaced his piece of. 
secret workmanship in his pocket; and leaving the lamp — 
burning, and closing the door carefully and without AK 
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stole out into the street—as little suspected by the locksmith 
in his sound deep sleep, as by Barnaby himself in his phantom- 
haunted dreams. ; 


CHAPTER THE EIGHTH : 

Curr of the locksmith’s house, Sim Tappertit laid aside his 
cautious manner, and assuming in its stead that of a ruffling, 
swaggering, roving blade, who would rather kill a man than 
otherwise, and eat him too if needful, made the best of his 
way along the darkened streets. 

Half pausing for an instant now and then to smite his 
pocket and assure himself of the safety of his master key, 
he hurried on to Barbican, and turning into one of the nar- 
rewest of the narrow streets which diverged from that centre, 
slackened his pace and wiped his heated brow, as if the 
termination of his walk were near at hand. 

It was not a very choice spot for midnight expeditions, 
being in truth one of more than questionable character, and 
of an appearance by no means inviting. From the main 
strect. he had entered, itself little better than an alley, a low- 
browed doorway led into a blind court, or yard, profoundly 
dark, unpaved, and reeking with stagnant odours, Into this 
ill-favoured pit, the locksmith’s vagrant "prentice groped his 
way; and stopping at a house from whose defaced and rotten 
front the rude effigy of a bottle swung to and fro like some 
gibbeted malefactor, struck thrice upon an iron grating with 
this foot. After listening in vain for some response to his 
signal, Mr, Tappertit became impatient, and struck the 
grating thrice again. 

A further delay ensued, but it was not of long duration. 
"The geoing seemed to open at his feet, and a ragged head 

peared. 

. Is that the captain?” said a voice as ragged as the head. 

“Yes,” replied Mr. Tappertit haughtily, deseending as he 
spoke, “who should it be?” 

“Its so late; we gave you up,” returned the voice, as its 
owner stopped to shut and fasten the grating. ‘You're 
late, Sir.” 

“Lead on,” said Mr. Tappertit, with a gloomy majesty, 
“and make remarks when J require you. MKorward!”” 


This latter word of command was perhaps somewhat 


theatrical and unnecessary, inasmuch as the descent was by 
a very narrow, stcep, and slippery flight of steps, and any 
rashness or departure from the beaten track must have ended 


in a yawning water-butt. But Mr. Tappertit being, like” 


some other great commanders, favourable to strong effects, 
and personal display, cried “Forward!” again, in the hoarsest 


voice he could assume; and led the way, with folded arms_ 
and knitted brows, to the eellar down below, where there 
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‘was a small copper fixed in one corner, a chair or two, a form 


and table, a glimmering fire, and a truckle-bed, covered: with 
a ragged patehwork rug. 

“Welcome, noble captain!” eried a lanky figure, rising as 
from. a nap, 

The eaptain nodded. Then, throwing off his outer coat, 
he stood composed in all his dignity, and eyed his follower 
ever. 

“What news to-night?” he asked, when he hed looked 
into his very soul. 

“Nothing particular,” replied the other, stretching himself 
—and he was so long already that it was quite alarming to 
see him do it—‘‘how come you to be so late?” | 

‘No matter,” was all the captain deigned to say in cabihri 


“Is the room prepared?” 


“It is,” replied his follower. 

“The comrade—is he here?” 

“Yes. And a sprinkling of the others—you hear ’em?”’ 

“Playing skittles!’? said the captain moodily. ‘“Light- 
hearted revellers!”’ ’ 

‘There was no doubt respecting the particular amusement 
in which these heedless spirits were indulging, for even in the. 
elose and stifling atmosphere of the vault, the noise sounded: 
like distant thunder. It certainly appeared, at first sight a 
singular spot to choose, for that or any other purpose of 
relaxation, if the other cellars answered to the one in which 
this brief colloguy took place; for the floors were of sodden’ 
earth, the walls and roof of damp bare brick tapestzried with! 
the tracks of snails and slugs; the air was sickening, tainted,’ 
and offensive. It seemed, from one strong flavour which‘ 
was uppermost among the various odours of the place, that. 
it had, at no very distant period, been used as a storehouse 
for cheeses; a circumstance’ which, while it accounted for 
the greasy moisture that hung about it, was agreeably 
suggestive of rats. It was naturally damp besides, and 
little trees of fungus sprang from every mouldering corner. 

The proprietor of this charming retreat, and owner of the 
ragged head before mentioned—for he wore an old tie-wig 
as bare and frowzy as a stunted hearth-broom—had by this 
time joined them; and stood a little apart, rubbing his 
hands, wagging his hoary bristled chin, and smiling in silence. 
His eyes were closed; but had they been wide open, it would 
haye been easy to tell, from the attentive expression of the 
face he turned towards them—pale and unwholesome as 
might be expected in one of his underground existence—and 
from a certain anxious raising and quivering of the lids, that 
= Thy acre bee! leep,’ 1 
' “Bven Stagg hath n asleep,” said the long comrade, 
nodding towards this person. 

“Sound, captain, sound!” cried the blind man; “what 
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+Ig it- soaked. gunpowder, or blazing oil’? Give it a name 
heart of oak, and we'd get it for you, if it was. wine from’: 
‘bishop’s cellar, or melted gold from. King George’s mint.” 
“Sce,” said Mr. Tappertit haughtily, “that it’s somethin; 
. strong, and comes quick; ‘and so long as you take care o 
“that, you may bring it from the devil’s cellar, if you like.” 
“Boldly said, noble captain!’ rejoined the blind man 
'“Spoken ‘like the ’Prentices’ glory. Ha, ha! From th 
devil’s cellar! A brave joke! The captain joketh. Ha, ha 
“hal? ; : 
. “Tl tell you what, my fine feller,” said Mr. Tappertit 
eyeing the host over as he walked to a.closet, and took ou 
‘a bottle and glass. as carelessly as if he had been in fu 
possession of his sight, “if you make that row, you'll fin 
that the captain’s very far from joking, and so I tell you.” 

“He’s got his eyes on me!” cried Stagg, stopping sho: 
on his way back, and affecting to screen his face with th 
-bottle. ‘‘I feel °em though I can’t see ’em. Take ’em of 
noble captain. Remove ’em, for they pierce like gimlets.” 

Mr. Tappertit smiled grimly at his comrade; and twistin 
out one more look—a kind: of ocular screw—under ‘th 
influence of which the blind man feigned to undergo grea 
anguish and torture, bade him, in a softened tone, approacl 
and hold his peace. 

“I obey you, captain,” cried Stagg, drawing close to hit 
and filling out a bumper without spilling a drop, by reaso 
that he held his little finger at the brim of the glass, an 
stopped at the instant the liquor touched it, “drink, nob! 
governor. Death to all masters, life to all *prentices, an 
Jove to all fair damsels. Drink, brave general, and wart 
your gallant heart!” 

Mr. Tappertit condescended to take the glass from h 
outstretched hand. Stagg then dropped on one knee, ar 
gently smoothed the calves of his legs, with an air of humb 
admiration. 

“That I had but eyes!”’ he cried, “to behold my captain 
symmetrical preportions! That I had but eyes, to look upc 
these twin invaders of domestic peace!” 

““Get out!” said Mr. Tappertit, glancing downward at h 
favourite limbs. ‘Go along, will you, Stagg!” d 

“When I touch my own afterwards,” cried the hos 
smiting them reproachfully, “I hate ‘em. . Comparative 
speaking, they’ve no more shape than wooden legs, besit 
these models of my noble captain’s.” : 

“Yours!’? exclaimed Mr. Tappertit. ‘‘No, I should thir 
not. Don’t talk about those precious old toothpicks in tl 
same breath with mine; that’s rather too much. Fier 
ake the glass, Benjamin. Lead on. To business!” 

*; With these words, he folded his arms again; and frownir 
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with a sullen majesty, passed with his companion through’a 
little door at the upper end of the cellar, and disappeared? 
leaving Stoge to his private meditations. © _ 

The vault they entered, strewn with sawdust and dimty 
Highted, was between the outer one from which they had 
just come, and that in which the skittle players were diverting: 
themselves; as was manifested by the increased noise and 
slamour of tongues, which was suddenly stopped, however, 
and replaced by a dead silence, at a signal from the long 
comrade. Then, this young gentleman, going to a little 
cupboard, returned with a thigh-bone, which in former 
times must have been part and parcel of some individual at 
least ‘as long as himself, and placed the same in the hands 
_ of Mr. Tappertit; who, receiving it as a sceptre and'staff of 
authority, cocked: his three-cornered hat fiercely on the top 
of his head, and mounted u large table, whereon a chair of 
state, cheerfully ornamented with a couple of skulls, was 
| placed ready for his reception. 

He had no sooner assumed this position, than another 
| young gentleman appeared, bearing in his arms a huge clasped 
| book, who made him a profound obeisance, and delivering 
| it to the long comrade, advanced to the table, and turning 
his back upon it, stood there Atlas-wise. Then, the long 
| comrade got upon the table too; and seating himself in a 
| lower chair than Mr. Tappertit’s, with much state and 
| eeremony, placed the large book on the shoulders of their 

Mute companion as deliberately as if he had been a wooden 
desk, and prepared to make entries therein with a pen of 
_ ferresponding size. 

__ When the long comrade had made these preparations, he 
_iooked towards Mr. Tappertit; and Mr, Tappertit, flourishing 
| the bone, knocked nine times therewith upon one of the 
| skulls. At the ninth stroke, a third young gentleman 
| emerged from the door leading to the skittle ground, aad 
| bowing low, awaited his commands. 
| “Prentice!” said the mighty captain, ‘‘who waits 
| without?” : 

‘The ’prentice made answer that a stranger was in attend- 
ence, who claimed admission into that secret society of 
*Prentice Knights, and a free participation in their rights, 
privileges, and. immunities. Thereupon Mr. Tappertit 
flourished the bone again, and giving the other skull a ‘pro- 
‘digious rap on the nose, exclaimed “‘Admit him!” At these 
‘dread words the ’prentice bowed once more, and so withdrew 
as he had come, , ; 

There soon appeared at the same door, two other ’prentices, 
having between them a third, whose eyes were bandaged, and 
who was attired in a bag-wig, and a broad-skirted coat, 
trimmed with ‘tarnished lace; and who was girded with 
® sword, in compliance with the laws of the Institution 
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regulating the introduction of candidates, whieh required 
them to assume this courtly dress, and kept it constantly in 
lav ender, for their convenience. One of the econducters of 
this noviee held a rusty blunderbuss pointed towards his 
ear, and the othera very ancient sabre, with whieh he carved } 
imaginary offenders as he came along in a sanguineny, and | 
anatomical manner. 

As this silent group advanced, Mr. Tappertit - fixed his | 
hat upon his head. The novice then Jaid his hand upon his | 
breast and bent before him. When he had humbled himself — 
sufficiently, the captain ordered the bondage to be removed, 
and proceeded to eye him over. 

“Hal? said the captain, thoughtfully, when he had 
concluded this ordeal, _“‘ Proceed.” 

The long comrade read aloud as foows:—‘ Mark Gilbert, 
Age, nineteen. Bound to Thomas Curzon, hosier, | Golden 
Fleece, Aldgate.. Loves Curzon’s daughter., Cannot say that 
Curzon’s daughter loves him. Should think it Brohpbln, 
Curzon pulled his ‘ears last ‘Tuesday week.” 

“How!” cried the captain, starting. 

“For looking at his daughter, please you,” said the novice, 

“Write Curzon down, Denounced,” said the captain, 
“Put a black cross jagainst the name of Curzon.” 

“So please you,” said the novice, ‘‘that’s not the worse— 
he calls his *prentice idle dog, and stops his beer unless he 
works to his liking. He gives Dutch cheese, too, eating 
Cheshire, Sir, himself; and Sundays out, are only once a 
month.” 

“This,” said Mr. Tappertit gravely, ‘is a flagrant case. 
Put two black crosses to the name of Curzon.” 

“Tf the society,” said the novice, who was an ill-looking, 
one-sided, shambling lad, with sunken eyes set close together 
in his head—‘if the society would burn his house down 
—for jhe’s not insured—or beat him as he comes home 
from his club at night, or help me to carry off his daughter, 
and marry her at the Fleet, whether she gave consent or 
no—”’ 

Mr. Tappertit waved his grizzly truncheon as.an admonition 
to him not to interrupt, and ordered three black crosses te 
the name of Curzon. 

“Which means,” he said in gracious explanation, 
“vengeance, complete and terrible. -’Prentice, do you love 
the Constitution?” 

To which the novice (being to that end instructed by his 
attendant sponsors) replied “I do!” 

“The Church, the State, and everything established —bus 
the masters?’ quoth the captain. lt 

Again the nevice said “‘I do,” 

Having said it, he listened meekly to the captain, agin 
in an address prepared for such occasions, told him how, 
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that under that. same Constitution’ (which was ‘kept in a 
_strong-box semewhere, but where exactly he.could not find 
out, or he would have endeavoured to procure a copy of it), 
the ’prentices had, ia times gone ‘by, ‘had frequent holidays 
of right, broken people’s heads by seores, defied their masters, 
nay, even achieved some glorious murders in the strects, 
which privileges had gradually been wrested from them, and 
in all which noble aspirations they were now restrained; how 
the degrading checks imposed upon them were unquestionably 
attributable to the innovating spirit of the times, and how 
they united therefore to resist all change, except such change 
as would restore those good old English customs, by which 
they would stand or fall. After illustrating the wisdom of 
going backward, by reference to that sagacious fish, the crab, 
and the not unfrequent practice of the mule and donkey, 
he described their general objects; which were briefly 
vengeance on their Fyrant Masters (of whose grievous and 
insupportable oppression no ’prentice could entertain a 
moment's doubt) and the restoration, as aforesaid, of their 
ancient rights‘ and holidays; for neither of which objects 
were they now quite ripe, being barely twenty strong, but 
which they pledged themselves to pursue with fire and sword 
when needful. Then he described the oath which every 
member of that small remnant of a noble body took, and 
which was of a dreadful and impressive kind; binding him, 
at the bidding of his chief, to resist and obstruct the Lord 
Mayor, sword-bearer, and chaplain; to despise the authority 
of the Sheriffs; and to hold the Court of Aldermen as nought; 
but not on any account, in case the fulness of time shouid 
bring a general rising of ’prentices, to damage or in any way 
disfigure Temple Bar, which was strictly constitutional and 
always to be approached with reverence. Waving gone ever 
these several heads with great eloquence and force, and 
having further informed the novice that this society had 
had its origin in his own teeming brain, stimulated by a 
+swelling sense of wrong and outrage, Mr. Tappertit demanded 
whether he had strength of heart to take the mighty pledge 
- required, or whether he would withdraw while retreat was 
_ yet within his power. 
_ fo this, the novice made rejoinder that he would take the 
_ vow, though it should choke him; and it was accordingly 
administered with many impressive circumstances, among 
which the lighting up of the two skulls with a candle-end 
inside of each, and a great many flourishes with the bone, 
were chiefly conspicuous; not to mention a variety of grave 
exercises with the blunderbuss and sabre, and some dismal 
groaning by unseen ’prentices without. All these dark and 
direful ceremonies being at length completed, the table was 
oa aside, the chair of state removed, the sceptre locked up 
_ in its usual cupboard, the doors of communication hetween 
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the three cé)lars thrown freely open, and the ’Prentice Knights 
resigned themselves to merriment. 2 mt 

But Mr. Tappertit, who had a soul above the vulgar herd, 
and who, on account of his greatness, could only afford to 
be merry now and then, threw himself on a bench with the 
ait of a man who was faint with dignity. He looked with an 
indifferent eye, alike on skittles, cards, and dice, thinking 
only of the locksmith’s daughter, and the base degenerate 
days on which he had fallen. 

“My noble captain neither games, nor sings, nor dances,” 
said his host, taking a seat beside him. ‘Drink, gallant 
general!” 

Mr. Tappertit drained the proffered goblet to the dregs; 
then thrust his’ hands into his pockets, and with a lowering 
visage walked among the skittles, while his followers (such 
is the influence of superior genius) restrained the ardent bali, 
and held his little shins in dumb respect. 

“If I had becn born a corsair or a pirate, a brigand, gen-teel 
highwayman or p itriot—and they’re the same thing,” thought 
Mr. Tappertit, musing among the ninepins, “I should have 
been all right. But to drag out a ignoble existence unbe- 
known to mankind in general—patience! I will be famous 
yet. A ‘voice within me keeps on whispering Greatness. 
I shall burst out one of these days, and when I do, what 
power can keep me down? I feel my soul getting into my 
head at the idea. More drink there!” 

“The novice,” pursued Mr. Tappertit, not exactly in a 
voice of thunder, for his tones, to say the truth, were rather 
eracked and shrill,—but very impressively, notwithstanding 
—‘‘where is he?” g 

“Here, noble captain!’ cried Stagg. ‘‘One stands beside 
me who I feel is a stranger.” 

“Have you,” said Mr. Tappertit, letting his gaze fall on 
the party indicated, who was indeed the new knight, by this 
time restored to his own apparel; “have you the impression 
of your street-door key in wax?” - 

The long comrade anticipated the reply, by producing it 
from the shelf on which it had been deposited. ~ 

“Good,” said Mr. Tappertit, scrutinising it attentively, 
while a breathless silence reigned around; for he had con- 
structed secret door-keys for the whole society, and perhaps 
owed something of his influence to that mean and trivial 
circumstance—on such slight accidents do even men of mind 
depend !—*‘This is easily made. Come hither, friend.” 

With that, he beckoned the new knight apart, and putting 
the pattern in his pocket, motioned to him to walk by his side. 

“And so,” he said, when they had taken a few turns up) 
and down, ‘‘ you—you love your master’s daughter?” = 

“¥ do,” said the *prentice. ‘Honour bright. No chaff. 
you know.” ‘ avy Ui ; 
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_. “Have you,” rejoined Mr. Tappertit, catching him by the 
wrist, and giving him a look which would have been expressive 
of the most deadly malevolence, but for an accidental hiccup 
that rather interfered with it; “have you a—a rival?” 

.“Not.as I know on,” replied the. ’prentice. 

“Tf you had now—” said Mr. Tappertit—“ what would 
you—eh--?” 

The ’prentice looked fierce and clenched his fists 

“Tt is enough,” cried Mr. Tappertit hastily, “we under- 
stand. each other. We are observed. I thank you.” 

So saying, he cast him off again; and calling the long 
comrade aside after taking a few hasty turns by himself, 
bade him immediately write and post. against the wall, a 
notice, proseribing one Joseph Willet (commonly known as 
Joe) of Chigwell; forbidding all ’Prentice Knights to suecour, 
comfort, or hold communion with him; and requiring them, 
on pain of excommunication, to molest, hurt, wrong, annoy, 
and. pick quarrels with the said Joseph, whensoever and 
wheresoever they, or any of them, should happen to encoun- 
ter him. 

Having relieved his mind by this energetic proceeding, he 
condescended to approach the festive board, and warming by 
degrees, at length deigned to preside, and even to enchant the 
company with a song. After this, he rose to such a pitch as 
to consent to regale the society with a hornpipe, which he 
actually performed to the music of a fiddle (played by an 
ingenious member) with such surpassing agility and brillianey 
of execution, that the spectators could not be sufficiently 
enthusiastic in their admiration; and their host protested, 
with tears in his eyes, that he had never truly felt his blindness 
until that moment. 

But the host withdrawing—probably to weep in secret— 
soon returned with the information that it wanted little 
more than an hour of day, and that all the cocks in Barbican 
had already begun to crow, as if their lives depended on it. 
At this foialligenes, the Prentice Knights arose in haste, 
and marshalling into a line, filed off one by one and dispersed 
with all speed to their several homes, leaving their leader te 
Srp the grating last. 

Good night, noble captain,” whispered the blind man as 
he held it open for his passage out. ‘‘ Farewell, brave general. 
Bye, Bye, illustrious commander. Good luck go with you for 
a—conceited, bragging, empty-headed, duck-legged idiot.” 

With which parting words, coolly added as he listened to 
his receding footsteps and locked the grate upon: himself, 
he descended the steps, and lighting the fire below the little 
copper, prepared, without any assistance, for his daily 
occupation; which was to retail at the area-head above 
pennyworths of broth and soup, and savoury puddings, 
compounded of such scraps as were to be bought. in the 
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heap for the least money at Fleet Market in theevening time; 
and for the sale of which he had need to have depended 
ehiefiy on his private connexion, for the court had no thorough- 
fare, and was not that kind of piace in-which many people 
were likely to take the air, or to frequent as an agreeable 
promenade. 4 i 


CHAPTER THE NINTH 
G€unoniciers are privileged to enter where they list, to come 
and go through keyholes, to ride upon the wind, to overcome, 
in their soarings up and down, all obstacles of distance, tinte 
and place. Thrice blessed be this last consideration, since 
it enables us to follow the disdainful Miggs, even inte the 
sanctity of her chamber, and to held her in sweet companion- 
ship through the dreary watches of the night! : > 
Miss Miggs, having undene her mistress, as she phrased it 
(which means, assisted te undress her), and having seen her 
comfortably to bed in the back room on the first floor, 
withdrew to her own apartment, in the attie story. Not- 
withstanding her declaration in the locksmith’s presence, 
she was in no mood for sleep; so, putting her light upon the 
table and withdrawing the little window-curtain, she gazed 
out pensively at the wild night sky. - at 
Perhaps she wondered what star was destined for her 
habitation when she had run her little course below; perhaps 
speculated which of those glimmering spheres might be the 
natal orb of Mr. Tappertit; perhaps marvelled how they 
could gaze down on that perfidiocus creature, man, and not 
sicken and turn green as chemists’ lamps; perhaps thought 
ef nothing in particular. Whatever she thought about, 
there she sat, until her attention, alive to anything connected 
with the insinuating *prentiee, was attracted by a noise in 
the next room to her own—his room; the room in which he 
slept, and dreamed—it might be, sometimes dreamed of her. 
That he was not dreaming now, unless he was taking a 
walk in his sleep, was clear, for every now and then there 
came a shufiling noise, as though he were e ed in polishing 
the whitewashed wall; then a gentle ing of his door; 
then the faintest indication of his stealthy footsteps on the 
landing-place outside. Noting this latter circumstance, Miss 
Miggs turned pale and shuddered, as mistrusting his inten- 
tions; and more than once exclaimed, below her breath, 
“Oh! what a Providence it is as I am bolted in!”—which, 
owing doubtless to her alarm, was a confusion of ideas en her 
part between a bolt and its use; for though there was one 
on the door, it was not fastened. :. aie 
Miss Miggs’ sense of hearing, however, having as sharp an 
edge as-her temper, and being of the same snappish and 
suspicious kind, very soon informed her that the footsteps 
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passed. her. door, and appeared to have some. object’ quite 
separate and disconnected from herself. . At. this: diseovery 
she became more’alarmed than ever, and was about to give 
utterance to those cries of, “Thieves!” and “‘ Murder!” which 
she had hitherto restrained, when it occurred to her to 
look softly out, and see that her fears had some good palpable 
foundation. 

Looiing out accordingly, and stretching her neck over the 
handrail, she deseried, to her great amazement, Mr. Tappertit 
completely dressed, stealing down-stairs, one step at a time, 
with his shoes in one hand and a lamp in the other. Following 
him with her eyes, and going down a little way herself to get 
the better of an intervening angle, she beheld him thrust his 
head in at the parlour-door, draw it back again with great 
swiftness, and immediately begin a retreat up-stairs with 
all possible expedition. 

“Here’s mysteries!’ said the damsel, when she was safe 
in her own room again, quite out of breath. ‘Oh gracious, 
here’s mysteries!” : 

The prospect of finding anybody out in anything, would 
have kept Miss Miggs awake under the influence of henbane. 
Presently, she heard the step again, as she would have done if 
it had been that of a feather endowed with motion and walking 
down on tiptoe. _ Then gliding out as before, she again beheld 
the retreating figure of the ’prentice; again he looked 
cautiously in at the parlour-door, but this time, instead of 
retreating, he passed in and disappeared. 

Miggs was back in her room, and had her head out of the 
window, before an elderly gentleman could have winked 
and recovered. from. it. Out. he came at the street-door, 
shut it carefully behind him, tried it with his knee, and 
swaggered off, putting something in his pocket as he went 
along. At this spectacle Miggs cried ‘Gracious!’ again, 
and: then, ‘‘Goodness gracious!”? and then, ‘*Goodness 
gracious me!”’ and then, candle in hand, went down-stairs 
as he had done. Coming to the workshop, she saw the 
lamp burning on the forge, and everything as Sim had left it. 

» “Why I wish I may only have a walking funeral, and 
never be buried decent with a mourning-coach and feathers, 
if the boy hasn’t been and made a key for his own. seif!” 
ericd Miggs. ‘‘Oh the little villain!” 

This.econclusion was not arrived at without consideration, 
and much peeping and peering about; nor was it unassisted 
by the recollection that she had on several occasions come 
upon the *prentice suddenly, and found him busy at some 
mysterious occupation. Lest the fact of Miss Miggs calling 
him, on whom she stooped to cast a, favourable eye, a boy, 
should create surprise in any breast, it may be observed that 
she invariably affected to regard all.male bipeds under thirty 
as mere chits and infants; which phenomenon is not ynnsual 
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in ladies of Miss Miggs’ temper, and is indeed generaily found 
to be the associate of such indomitable and savage virtue. - 

Miss Miggs deliberated within herself for some little time, 
looking hard at the shop-door while she did so, as though her 
eyes and thoughts. were both upon it; and then, taking a 
sheet of paper from a draw, twisted it into a long thin spiral 
tube. Having filled this instrument with a quantity of small 
coal-dust from the forge, she approached the door, and 
dropping on one knee before it, dexterously blew into the 
keyhole as much of these fine ashes as the lock would hold. 
When she had filled it to the brim in a very workmanlike and 
skilful manner, she crept up-stairs again, and chuckled as 
she went. 

“There!” eried Miggs, rubbing her hands, “now let’s ses 
whether you won’t be glad to take some notice of me, mister. | 
He, he, he! You'll have eyes for somebody besides Miss 
Dolly now, I think. A fat-faced puss she is, as ever I come 
across !”? 

As she uttered this criticism, she glanced approvingly at 
her small mirror, as who should say, I thank my stars that 
can’t be said of me!—as it certainly could not; for Miss 
Miggs’ style of beauty was of that kind which Mr. Tappertit 
himself had not inaptly termed, in private, “‘seraggy.”” 

“J don’t go to bed this night!” said Miggs, wrapping herself 
in a shawl, drawing a couple of chairs near the window, floune- 
ing down upon one, and putting her feet upon the other, ‘till 
you come home, my lad. I wouldn’t,” said Miggs viciously, 
“no, not for five-and-forty pound!” 

With that; and with an expression of face in which a great 
number of opposite ingredients, such as mischief, cunning, 
malice, triumph, and patient expectation, were all mixed up 
together in a kind of physiognomical punch, Miss Miggs com- 
posed herself to wait and listen, like some fair ogress who had 
set.a trap and was watching for a nibble from a plump young 
traveller. . 

She sat there, with perfect composure, all night. At length, 
just upon break of day, there was a footstep in the street, 
and presently she could hear Mr. Tappertit stop at the door. 
Then she could make out that he tried his key—that he was 
blowing into it—that he knocked it on the nearest post to beat 
the dust out—that he took it under a lamp to look at it—that 
he poked bits of stick into the lock to clear it—that he peeped 
into the keyhole, first with one eye, and then with the other— 
that he tried the key again—that he couldn’t turn it, and what 
was worse couldn’t get it out—that he bent it—that then it 
was much less disposed to come out than before—that he gave 
it a mighty twist and a great pull, and then it came out so 
ee that he staggered backwards—that he kicked the 
door—that he shook it—finally, that he smote his forehead, 
and sat down on the step in despaix. : sips 
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\Whien this crisis had arrived, Miss Miggs, affecting to be 
exhausted with terror, and bo cling to the window -siil for 
support, put out her nightcap, and demanded in a faint voice 
who was there. 

' Mr. ‘Tappertit cried ‘‘Hush!” and, backing into the road, 
exhorted her in frenzied pantomime to secrecy and silence. 

“Tell me one thing,”’ said Miggs. ‘‘Is it thieves?” 

‘*No—no—no!* cried Mr. Tappertit. 

“Then,” said Miggs, more faintly than before, ‘‘it’s fire. 
Where is it, Sir? It’s near this room, I know. I’ve a good 
_ conscience, Sir, and would much rather die than go down a 
ladder. All I wish. is, respecting my love to my married 
sister, Golden Lion Court, number twenty-sivin, second beil- 
handle on the right hand door-post.” 

“Miggs!*’ cried Mr. Tappertit, “‘don’t you know me? Sim, 
yas know—Sim—” 

“Oh! what ‘about him!” cried Miggs, clasping her hands. 
**Isheinany danger? Is he in the midst of flames and blazes? 
Oh, gracious, gracious!” 

“Why Tm here, an*t 1?” rejoined Mr. Tappertit, knocking 
himself on the breast. “*‘Don’t youseeme? Whata fool you 
are, Miggs!” 

“There!” cried Miggs, unmindful of this compliment. 
**Why—so it—Goodness, what is the meaning of—Ii you 
please, mim, here’s—” 

» ‘No, no!” cried Mr. Tappertit, standing on tiptoe, as if by 
that means he, in the street, were any nearer being able to step 
the mouth of Miggs in the garret. ‘‘Don’t—I’ve been out 
without leave, and something or another’s the matter with the 
leck. Come down, and undo the shop window, that I may get 
in that way.” 

“J dursn’t do it, Simmun,” cried Miggs—for that was her 
pronunciation of his Christian name. ‘“‘I dursn’t do it, 
indeed. You know as well as anybody, how particular I am. 
And to come down in the dead of night, when the house is 
wrapped in slumbers and weiled in obscurity.” And there 
she stopped and shivered, for her modesty caught cold at the 
very thought. 

**But Miggs,” cried Mr. Tappertit, getting under the lamp, 
that she might see his eyes. **My darling Miggs— 

Miggs screamed slightly. 

*‘—That I love so much, and never can help thinking of,”"— 
and it is impossible to describe the use he made of his eyes 
when he said this—‘‘do—for my sake, do.” 

_ “Oh Simmun,” cried Miggs, “this is worse than all. I know 
if I come down, "you'll go, and— 

“And what, my precious?” said Mr. Tappertit. 

' “And try,” said Miggs, hysterically, “to kiss me, or some 
stich dreadfulness; I know you will!” 

“TI swear I won't.” said Mr. Tappertit, with remarkable 
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‘earnestness. ‘‘Uponmy soul I won’t. ‘It's getting broad day 
“and the watehman’s waking up. Angelic Miggs! If you'll - 
. only come and let me in, I promise you faithfully and truly I 
won’t.” 
~ Miss Miggs, whose gentle heart was touched, did not wait 
forthe oath (knowing how strong the temptation was, and 
fearing he might forswear himself), but tripped lightly down 
the stairs, and with her own fair hands drew back the rough 
fasteniags of the workshop window. Having helped the way- 
ward ‘prentice in, she faintly articulated the words “Simmun 
is safe!’ and yielding to her woman’s nature, immediately 
became insensible. ‘ 5 
**¥ knew I should quench her,” said Sim, rather embarrassed 
by this circumstance. ‘Of course I was certain it would come 
to this, but there was nothing else to be done—if I hadn’t eyed 
her over, she wouldn’t have come down. Here. Keep up & 
minute, Miggs. What a slippéry figure she is! There’s no 
holding her, comfortably. Do keep up a minute, Miggs, will 
you?” ‘ 
As Miggs, however, was deaf to all entreaties, Mr. Tappertit 
leant her against the wall as one might dispose of a walking- 
stick or umbrella, until he had secured the window, when he 
took her in his arms again, and, in short stages and with great 
difficulty—arising mainly from her being tall and his being 
_short, and perhaps in some degree from that peculiar physical 
conformation on which he had already remarked—carried her 
up-stairs, and planting her in the same umbrella or walking- 
stick fashion, just inside her own door, left her to her repose. 
“Fe may be as cool as he likes,” said Miss Miggs, recovering 
as soon as she was left alone; “but I’m in his confidence 
and he can’t help himself, nor couldn’t if he was twenty 
Simamunses!”’ 


CHAPTER THE, TENTH 
Ir was on one of those mornings, common in early spring, 
when the year, fickle and changeable in its youth like all other 
created things, is undecided whether to step backward into 
winter or forward into summer, and in its uncertainty inclines 
now to the one and now to the other, and now to both at once 
‘—wooing summer in the sunshine, and lingering still with 
winter in the shade—it was, in short, on one of those mornings, 
when it is hot.and cold, wet and dry, bright and lowering, sad 
and cheerful, withering and genial, in the compass of one short 
hour, that old John Willet, who was dropping asleep over the 
.copper boiler, was roused by the sound of a horse's feet, and 
glancing out at window, beheld a traveller of goodly promise 
checking his bridle at the Maypole door. 
He was none of your flippant young fellows, who would call. 
for a tankard of mulled ale, and make themselves as much a¢ 
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home a8 if‘they had ordered a hogshead of wine; none of your 
audacious young swaggerers, who would even penetrate into 
the bar—that solemn sanctuary—and, siniting old John upon 
the back, inquire if there was never a pretty girl in the house, 
and where he hid his little chambermaids, with a hundred other 
impertinences of that nature; none ‘of your free-and-easy 
companions, who would scrape their boots upon the firedogs 
in the common room, and be not at all particular on the subject 
of spittoons; none of your unconscionable blades, requiring 
impossible chops, and taking unheard-of pickles for granted. 
‘He was a staid, grave, placid gentleman, something past the 
prime of life, yet upright in his carriage, for all that, and’stim 
as a greyhound. He was well-mounted upon’a sturdy chest- 
nut cob, and had the graceful seat of an experienced horseman; 
while his riding-gear, though free from such fopperies as were 
then in vogue, was handsome and well chosen. He wore a 
riding-coat of a somewhat brighter green than might have been 
expected to suit the taste of a gentleman of his years, with a 
short, black, velvet cape, laced pocket-holes and cuffs, all of a 
jaunty fashion ; his linen, tco, was of the finest kind, worked ia 
# rich pattern at the wrists and throat, and scrupulously white. 

Although he seemed, judging from the mud he had picked up 
on the way, to have come from London, his horse was as smooth 
and cool as his own iron-grey periwig and pigtail. Neither 
man nor beast had turned a single hair; and, saving for his 
soiled skirts: and spatter-dashes, tais gentleman, with his 
blooming face, white teeth, exactly-ordered dress, and perfect 
calmness, might have come from making an elaborate and 
leisurely toilet, to sit for an equestrian portrait at old John 
- Willet’s gate. 

It must not be supposed that John observed these several 
characteristics by other than very slow degrees, or that he took 
in more than half a one at a time, or that he even made up his 
mind upon that, without a great deal of very serious consideza- 
tion. Indeed, if he had been distracted in the first instance by 
questionings and orders, it would have taken him at the least a 
fortnight to have noted what is here set down; but it happened 
that the gentleman, being struck with the old house, or with 
the plump pigeons which were skimming and curtseying abou! 
it, or with the tall maypole, on the top of which a weathercock, 
which had been out of order for fifteen years, performed a 

Tpetual waik to the music of its own eg sat for some 
little time looking round in silence. Hence John, standing 
with his hand upon the horse’s bridle, and his great eyes on the 
rider, and with nothing passing to divert his thoughts, had 

“really got some of these little circumstances into his brain by 
the time he was called upon to speak. 

“A quaint place this,” said the gentleman—and his voice 
was as rich as his’ dress. ‘Are you the landlord?” : 

© “At your service, Sir,” replied John Willet, 
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. “Youream give my horse good stabling, can’ you, aid me: an’ 
early’ dinner (I am not. particular what, so that it be cleanly 
served), and a decent room—of which there seems! to be no: 
lack in: this: great mansion,” said the stranger, again. running! 
his eyes over the exterior. i 

“You eam have, Sir,” returned John, with a readiness quite 
surprising, “ anything you please.” 

“It’s well I am easily satisfied,” returned the other with a 
smile, ‘‘or that might prove a hardy pledge, my friend.” And 
saying so, he dismounted, with the aid of the block before: the 
door, in a twinkling. 

“Halloa there! Hugh!” roared John. ‘“‘I ask your pardon, 
Sir, for keeping you standing in the porch; but my son has:gone: 
to town on business, and the boy being, as I may say, of a:kind: 
of use to me, ’m rather put out when he’s away. Hugh!—a 
dreadful idle vagrant: fellow, Sir—half a gipsy, as I thinkk— 
always sleeping in the sun im summer, and in the straw im 
winter time, Si—Hugh! Dear Lord, to keep a gentleman 
waiting here through him!—Hugh! I wish that chap was dead, 
I do indeed.” i 

“Possibly hes,’ returned the other. ‘I should think ifhe 
were living, he would have heard you by this time.” 

“In his fits:of laziness, he sleeps so desperate hard,” said the 
distracted host, ‘‘if you were to fire off cannon-balls into his: 
ears, it wouldn’t wake him, Sir.” 

The guest made no remark upon this novel cure for drowsi-, 
ness, and: recipe for making people. lively, but. with his hands 
clasped behind him, stood in the porch, apparently very much: 
amused to see old John, with the bridle in his hand, wavering 


between a strong impulse to abandon the animal to his fate, - 


and a half disposition to lead him into the house, and shut him 
up in the parlour, while he waited on his master. ; 

“‘Pillory the fellow, here he is at last!” cried John, in the 
very height and zenith of his distress. “Did you hear me a 
calling, villain?” 

The figure he addressed made no answer, but putting his 
hand upon the saddle, sprang into it at a bound, turned the 
horse’s head towards the stable, and was gone in an instant. 

“Brisk enough when he is awake,” said the guest. 

“Brisk. enough, Sir!” replied John, looking at the place 
where the horse had. been, as if not. yet. understanding quite, 
what had become of him. ‘He melts, l think. He’ goes like 
a drop of froth. You look at him, and there he is. You look 
at him again, and—there he isn’t.” 

Having, in the absence of any more words, put this sudden 
elimax to what he had faintly intended should be a long ex- 
planation of the whole life and. character of his man, the 
oracular John Willet led the gentleman up his wide dismantled 
staircase into the Maypole’s best apartment. : 

It was spacious: enough in all: conscience, oceupying the 
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whole depth of the mia and having shnlthed end agreat bay 
ewindow, as large as many modern rooms, in which some few 
spanes of stained glass, emblazoned with fragments of armorial 
bearings, though cracked, and patched, and shattered, yet 
remained; attesting, by their presence, ‘that the former owner 
had made the very light subservient to his state, and pressed 
the sun itself into his list of flatterers; bidding it, when it shone 
into his chamber, reflect the badges of his ancient family, and 
stake new hues and colours from itheir pride. 

But those were old days, and now every little ray came and 
went as it would; telling the plain, bare, searching truth. Al- 
though the best room of the inn, it had ‘the melancholy aspect 
of grandeur in decay, and was much too vast for comfort. Rieh 
rustling hangings, waving on the walls; and, better far, the 
rustling of youth and beauty’s dress; the light of women’s eyes, 
outshining the tapers and their own rich jewels, the sound of 
gentle tongues, and music, and the tread of maiden feet, had 
once been there, and filled it with delight. But they were 
gone, and with them allits gladness. It wasno longer a home; 
children were never born and bred there; the fireside had 
become mercenary—a something to be bought and sold—a 
wery courtezan: let who would die, or sit beside, or leave it, it 
was still the same—it missed nobody, cared for nobody, had 
equal warmth and smiles for all. God help the man whose 
heart ever changes with the world, as.an old mansion when it 
becomes an inn! 

No effort had been made ‘to furnish this chilly waste, but 
before the broad chimney a colony of chairs and tables had 
been planted ona square of carpet, flanked by a ghostly screen, 
entiched with figures, grinning and grotesque. After lighting 
with his own hands the faggots which were heaped upon the 
hearth, old John withdrew to-hold grave couneil with his cook, 
touching the stranger’s entertainment; while the guest’ him- 
self, seeing small comfort in the yet unkindled wood, opened a 
lattice in the distant window, and basked ina sickly gleam of 
old Mareh sun. 

Leaving the window now and then, to rake the erackling 
logs together, or pace the echoing room from end to end, he 
elosed it when the fire was quite burned up, and having whecled 
oe easiest chair into the warmest corner, summoned Joha 

“Sir, ” said John. ; 

He wanted pen, ink, and paper. | There was an.old standish 
on the high mantelshelf - containing a dusty apology for all 

Having set this before him, the landlord was retiring, 
when he-motioned him.to stay. 

“There’s a house not far from there,” said the guest. when 
he ‘had written a few lines, “which you call the Warren, I 
believe?” 

As this was said i in the tone of one who: knew ‘the fact, and 


80. BARNABY RUDGE 


asked the question as a thing:of course, Johni contented ‘him- 


self with nodding his head in the affirmative; at the same time | 


taking one hand out of his pockets to cough: behind, and Shep 
putting it in again. ; 

“I want this note”—said the guest, glancing on what he 
had written, and folding it, ‘‘conveyed there without Joss 
of time, and an answer brought back here. |. Have you a 
messenger at hand?” 

John was thoughtful for a minute or thereabouts, and then 
said. Yes. 

“Let me see him,” said the guest. 

This was disconcerting; for Joe being out, and Hugh en- 
gaged. in rubbing down the chesnut cob, he designed sending 
on the errand, Barnaby. who had just then arrived in one of 

’ his rambles, and who, so that he thought himself employed on 
grave and serious business, would go anywhere. 

“Why, the truth is,” said John after a long pause, “that 


the person who'd. go quickest, is a sort of natural, as one may . 


say, Sir; and though quick of foot, and as much to be trusted 
as the post itself, he’s not good at talking, being touched and 
_ flighty, Sir.” 

“You don’t,” said the guest, raising his eyes to John’s fat 
face, ‘‘you don’t mean—what’s the fellow’s name—you don’t 
mean Barnaby?” 

“Yes, I do,” returned. the landlord, his features turning 
quite expressive with surprise. 

“Xiow comes he te be here?” ‘inquired the guest, leaning 
back in his chair; speaking in the bland, even tone, from which 
he never varied: and with the same soft, courteous, never- 
changing smile upon his face, ‘I saw him in London last 
nigh 32 


“*Fe’s for ever here one hour, and there the next,” returned . 


old John, after the usual] pause to get the question in his 
mind. ‘Sometimes he walks, and sometimes runs. He’s 
known along the road by everybody, and sometimes comes 
here in a cart or chaise, and sometimes riding double. He 
comes and goes, through wind, rain, snow, and hail, and on 
the darkest nights. Nothing hurts him.” 

“He goes often to this Warren, does he not?” said the guest 
carelessly. ‘‘I seem to remember his mother telling me some- 
thing to that effect yesterday. But I was not atone to 
the good woman much.” 

“You're right, Sir,” John made answer, “he. does. we 
father, Sir, was murdered in that house.” 

“So I have heard,” returned the guest, taking a gold toast 


pick from his pocket with the same swect smile. ‘‘A very - 


disagreeable circumstance for the family.” 
“Very,” said John with a puzzled look, as if it occurred to 


him, dimly and afar off, that this age by papsibility brs — 


way of treating the subject. 
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* All the circumstances: after a murdet,” said. the. guest 
soliloquising, ‘“‘must be dreadfully unpleasant—so- much 
bustle and disturbance—no cepose—a constant dweiling upon 
one subject—and the running in and out, and/up and. down 
stairs, intolerable. [ wouldn’t have sueb a thing: bappen to 
anybody I was nearly interested in, on.uny account. ‘“Pwould 
be enough to wear one’s life out.—You were going to say, 
friend—** he added, turning to John again.» ~ 

“Only that. Mrs. Rudge lives ona little pension from the 
family, and that: Barnaby’s as free of the house as any cat or 
a it,” answered John. “Shall be do your errand, 
Sir?” 

“*Oh yes,” replied the guest. “Oh certainly. Let him do 
it by all means. Pleuse to bring him here that [ may charge - 
him to be quick. If he objects to come you may tell him it’s 
Mr, Chester. He will remember my name, I dare say.” 

John was so very much astonished to find who his visitor was, 
that he could express no astonishment ut all, by looks or other- 
wise, but left the room as if he were in the most placid and 
fmperturbable of all possible conditions. It has been reported 
that when he got down-stairs, he looked steadily at the boiler 
for ten minutes by the clock, and ali that time never once left 
off shaking his head; for which statement there would seem to 
be some ground of truth and feasibility, inasmuch as that 
interval of time did certainly elapse, before he returned with 
Barnaby to the guest’s apartment. 

“Come hither, lad,” said Mr. Chester. “You know Mr. 
Geoffrey Haredale?”’ 

Barnaby laughed, and looked at the landlord as though he 
would say, ““You hearhim?” John, who was greatly shocked 
at this breach of decorum, clapped his finger to his nose, and 
shook his head in mute remonstrance. 

. ** fie knows him, Sir,” said John, frowning aside at Barnaby, 
“as well as you or I do.” 

“I haven’t the pleasure of much acquaintance with the 
gentleman,”’ returned the guest. ‘‘Youmay have. Limit the 
comparison to yourself, my friend.” 

Although this was said with the same easy affability, and 
the same smile, John felt himself put down, and laying the 
indignity at Barnaby’s door, determined to kick his Taven, on 
the very first opportunity. 

“Give that,” said the guest, who had by this time sealed the 
note, and who. beckoned his messenger towards him as he 
spoke, ‘into Mr. Haredale’s own hands. Wait for an.answer, 
and bring it back to me—here. Ifyou should find that Mr. 
Haredale is engaged just now, tell him—can he remember a 
message, landlord?” « 

“When he ope Sir,” replied John. ‘He won't forget 
thisione.” . 2 

“How are you sure of that?” fea VEL RARE 
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“¢ Johnmerely pointed ‘to him as he stood with his shead bent 
forward, and his earnest gaze fixed closely on his questioner’s 
fee; and nodded sagely. : i 
. “¢H him then, Barnaby, should he be engaged,” said Mr. 
Chester, “that I shall be glad to wait his convenience here, and 
to :see Jhim (if he will call) at any time this evening.—At the 
worst J van have a bed here, Willet, I suppose?” 

Old John, immensely flattered by the personal notoriety 
frmplicd inthis familiar form of address, answered, with some- 
thing like a knowing look, “I should believe you could, Sir,” 
and qwas‘tuming over in his mind various forms of eulogium, 
with the view of selecting one appropriate to the qualities of 
his best ‘bed, when his ideas were put to flight by Mr. Chester 
giving Barnaby ‘the letter, and bidding him make all speed 
away. 5 : 

“Speed!” said Barnaby, folding the little packet in his 
breast. “Speed! If you want to see hurry and mystery, 
comer here. Here!” : ; 

With that, he put his hand, very much to John Willett’s 
horror, on ‘the guest’s fine broadcloth sleeve, and led him 
stealthily to the back window. 

*Took:down there,” he said softly; “‘do you mark how they 
‘whisper in each other's ears; then dance and leap, to make 
believe they are in sport? Do you see how they stop for a 
snoment, when they think there is no one looking, and mutter 
among themselves again: and then how they roll and gambol, 
delighted with the mischief they’ve been plotting? Look at 
"em now. See how they whirl and plinge. And now they 
stop again, and whisper, cautiously together—little thinking, 
mind, how ofterrI have lain upon the grass. and watched them. 
I say—what is it that they plot and hatch? Do you know?” 

“They are only clothes,” returned the guest, “‘such as we 
wear; hanging on those lines to dry, and fluttering in the wind.” 

* Clothes!” echoed Barnaby, looking close into his face, and 
falling quickly back. ‘(Ha ha! Why, how much better to 
be silly, than as\wise ‘as you! . You don’t see shadowy people 
there, like those that live in sleep—not you. Nor eyes in the 
knotted panes of glass, nor swift ghosts when it blows hard, 
nor do ‘you hear voices in the air, nor see men stalking in the 
isky—not you! I Jead a merrier life than you, with all your 
cleverness. You’re the dull men. We’re the bright ones, 
Ha! ha! ll not change with you, clever as you are,—not I!” 

With that, he waved his hat above his-head, and darted off. 

“A strange creature upon my word! ” said the guest, pulling 
out a handsome box, and taking a pinch of snuff. 

“He wants imagination,” said Mr. Willet, very slowly, and 
after a long silence; ‘‘that’s what he wants. I’ve tried to 
dastil it into him, many. and <many’s ‘the time; but’”’—John 
ey this, in confidence—‘he an’t made for it; that’s the 
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- To recerd that Mr. Chester,smiled: at John's remark. would 
be little to the purpose, for he preserved the same: conciliatory. 
and pleasant lool: at all: times. He drew his chair nearer to 
the fire though, as a kind of hint. that he, would prefer ta: be 
alone, and John, having, no: reasonable excuse for. remaining, 
left him to’ himself. a 

Very thoughtful old John, Willet was, while the dinner was 
preparing ; and if his brain was ever less clear at. one time tham 
another, it is. but reasonable to suppose that he addled it in no 
slight, degree by shaking his head so much that day. That 
Mr. Chester, between whom and Mr. Haredale, it was notor- 
fous: to all the neighbourhoed, a deep and. bitter animesity 
existed, should come down there for the sole purpase, as: tt 
seemed, of seeing him, and should choose the Maypole for their 
place of meeting, and-should send to him express, were stumb- 
ling-blocks John could not overcome. The only resource he 
had, was. to consult. the boiler, and wait. impatiently for 
Barnaby’s return. 

But Barnaby delayed beyond all precedent. The visitor’s 
dinner was served, removed, his wine: was set, the. fire replen- 
ished, the hearth elean swept ;, the light waned without, it grew 
dusk, became quite dark, and still no Barnaby appeared. Yet, 
though John Willet was full of wonder and misgiving,, his 
guest sat cross-legged in the easy-chair, to all appearanee, as 
little: ruffled in his thoughts as in his dress—the. same. calm, 
easy, cool gentleman, without, a care or thought beyond his 
golden toothpick. : : 

_ ““Barnaby’s late,” John ventured to. observe, as he placed 
a pair of tarnished candlesticks, some three feet-high, upon the 
table, and snuffed the lights they held. 

‘He is.rather so,” replied the guest, sipping his-wine, ‘He 
will not be much longer, I dare say.” ; 

Jot coughed and raked the fire together, 

‘“* As your roads bear no very good character, if I may: judge 
from my son’s. mishap, though,” said Mr. Chester, ‘‘and as I 
have no fancy to be knocked on the head—which. is not only 
disconcerting at. the moment, but places one, besides, in a 
ridiculous position with respect to the people who chance to 
pick one up—I shall stop. here.to-night.. I think yousaid you 
had a bed to spare?” ; 

“Such a bed, Sir,” returned John Willet; “ay, such a bed 
as few, even of the. gentry’s houses, own. A fixter here, Sir. 
I’ve heard say that: bedstead is nigh two. hundred. years of age. 
Your noble son—a fine young gentleman—slept. in it last, Sir, 
half a year ago.” z é : fis 

_ * Upon: my life, a recommendation!” said the guest, shrug- 
ging his shoulders and wheeling his chair. nearer to. the fire. 
**See that it be well aired, Mr. Willet, and Iet a blazing fire be 


i" lighted there at once. This. house is something damp and 


pat 
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' John ‘raked’ the faggots up apain, more from ‘habit than 
presence of mind, or any reference to this remark, and was 
about to withdraw, when a bounding step was heard upon the 
stair, and Barnaby came panting in. ; 

“Hell have his foot in the stirrup in an hour’s time,” he 
crisd, vdvancing. “He has been riding ‘hard all day—has 
just come home—but will be in the saddle again as soon as he 
has eat and drank, to meet his loving friend.” < 

“Was that his message?” asked the visitor, looking up, but 
without the smallest discomposure—or at least without the 
smallest show of any, ; ; 

“All but the last words,” Barnaby rejoined. “He meant 
those. J saw that, in his face.”” 

“This for your pains,’’ said the other, putting money in his 
hand, and glancing at him steadfastly. “This for your pains, 
sharp Barnaby.” - 

“For Grip, and me, and Hugh, to share among us,” he 
rejoined, putting it up. and nodding, as he counted it on his 
fingers. “Grip one, me two. Hugh three; the dog, the goat, 
the cats—well, we shall spend it pretty soon. I warn you. 
Stay.—Look. Do you wise men see nothing there, now?” 

He bent eagerly down on one knee, and gazed intently at 

the emoke, which was rolling up the chimney in a thick black 
cloud, John Willet. who appeared to consider himself par- 
ticularly and chiefly referred to under the term wise men, 
looked that way likewise. and with great solidity of feature. 
_ “Now, where do they go to, when they spring so fast up 
there,” asked Barnaby: “eh? Why do they tread so closely 
on each other’s heels, and why are they always in a hurry— 
which is what you blame me for, when I only take pattera by 
these busy folk about me. More of ’em! catching to each 
other’s skirts; and as fast as they go, others come! What a 
merry dance it is! I would that Grip and I could frisk like 
that!’ 

“\Vhat has hedn that basket at his back?” asked the guest 
after a few moments. during which Barnaby was still bending 
down to look higher up the chimney, and earnestly watching 
the smoke. ee 

“In this?’ he answered, jumping up, before John YVillet 
could reply—shaking it as he spoke, and stooping his head to 
listen. “In this? What is there here? “Tell him!” — 
~ “A devil, a devil, a devil!’* cried a hoarse voice. 

““FYere’s money!” said Barnaby, chinking it in his hand, 
“money for a treat, Grip!” ‘ 

“Purrah! Hurrah! Hurrah!’ replied the raven, “keep up 
your spirits. Never say die. Bow, wow, wow!” . 
- Mr. Willet, who appeared to entertain strong doubts 
whether a customer in a laced coat and fine linen could be 
supposed to have any a¢quaintance even with the existence of 
such unpolite gentry as the bird claimed to belong to, took 
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Barnaby off at this juncture, with-the view of preventing any 
‘.other improper declarations, and quitted the room with ‘his 
very best bow.  ~ vhs ¥ ; : ; 


. CHAPTER THE ELEVENTH 
THERE was great news that night. for the regular Maypole 
customers, to each of whom, as he straggled in to occupy his 
allotted seat in the chimney corner, John, with a most impres- 
sive slowness of delivery, and in an apoplectic whisper, com- 
muniecated the fact that Mr. Chester was alone in the large 
room up-stairs, and was awaiting the arrival of Mr. Geoffrey 
Haredale, to whom he had sent a letter (doubtless of a threat 
ening nature) by the hands of Barnaby, then and there present. 
. ¥or'a little knot of smokers and solemn gossips, who had 
seldom any new topics of discussion, this was a perfect god- 
send. Here was a good, dark-looking mystery progressing 
under that very roof—brought home to the fireside as it were, 
and enjoyable without the smallest pains or trouble. [ is 
extraordinary what a zest and relish it gave to the drink, and 
how it heightened the flavour of the tobacco. _Every man 
smoked his pipe with a face of grave and serious delight, and 
looked at his neighbour with a sort of quiet congratulation. 
Nay, it was felt to be such a holiday and special night, that, 
on the motion of little Solomon Daisy, every man (including 
John himself) put down his sixpence for a can of flip, which 
grateful beverage was brewed with all despatch, and set down 
in the midst of them on the brick floor; both that it might 
simmer and stew before the fire, and that its fragrant steam, 
rising up among them and mixing with the wreaths of vapour 
from their pipes, might shroud them in a delicious atmosphere 
of their own, and shut out all the world. The very furniture 
‘of the room seemed to mellow and deepen in its tone; the ceil- 
ing and walls looked blacker and more highly polished, the 
curtains of a ruddier red; the fire burnt clear and high, and 
the crickets in the hearthstone chirped with a more than 
wonted satisfaction. 

There were present two, however, who showed but little 
interest in the general contentment. Of these, one was 
Barnaby himself, who slept, or, to avoid being beset with ques- 
tions, feigned to sleep, in the chimney-corner; the other, Hugh, 
who, sleeping too, lay stretched upon the bench on the 
opposite side, in the full glare of the blazing fire. 

The light that fell upon this slumbering form. showed it in 
all its muscular and handsome proportions. It was that of 
® young man, of a hale athletic figure, and a giant’s strength, 
Ww. sunburnt face and swarthy throat, overgrown with jet 
black hair, might have served a painter for a model. Loosely 
attired in the coarsest and roughest garb, with scraps of straw 
and hay—his usual bed, clinging here and there, and mingling 
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with his uncombed Jocks, he had fallen asleep ina posture as: 
careless as his dress. ‘The negligence and disorder of the whole 
man, with something fierce and sullen in his features, gave him 
a picturesque appearance, that attracted the regards even of 
the Maypole customers who knew him well, and caused Long 
Parkes to say that Hugh looked more like a poaching rascal 
to-night than ever he had seen him yet. 7 : 

‘““He’s waiting here, I suppose,”’ said Solomon, “to take Mr. 
Haredale’s horse.”’ ; ; 

“That?s it, Sir,”’ replied John Willet. ‘‘He’s not often in 
the house, you know. He’s more at his ease among horses 
than men. I look upon him as an animal himself.’ 

Following up this opinion with a shrug that seemed meant 
to say, “we can’t expect everybody to be like us,” John put 
his pipe into his mouth again, and smoked like one who felt 
his superiority over the general run of mankind. 

“That chap, Sir,” said John, taking it out again after a 
time, and pointing at him with the stem, ‘‘though he’s got all 
his faculties about him—bottled up and corked down, if I may 
say 80, somewheres or another—” 

“Very good!” said Parkes, nodding his head. “A very 
good expression Johnny. You'll be a tackling somebody 
presently. You're in twig to-night, I see.” 

“ake care,”’ said Mr. Willet, not at all grateful for the com- 
pliment, “‘that I don’t-tackle you, Sir, which I shall certainly 
endeayour to do, if you interrupt me when i’m making observa- 
tions.—That chap, I was a saying, though he has all his 
faeulties about him, somewheres or another, bottled up and 
corked down, has no more imagination than Barnaby has. 
And why hasn’t he?” 

The three friends shook their heads at each other; saying 
by that action, without the trouble of opening their lips, “Do 
you observe what a philosophical mind our friend has?” 

“Why hasn’t he?” said John, gently striking the table with 
his open hand. “Because they was never drawed out of him 
when he wasa boy. That’s why. What would any of us have 
been, if our fathers hadn’t drawed our faculties out of us? 
What would my boy Joe have been, if I hadn’t drawed his 
faeulties out of him?—Do you mind what I’m a saying of, 
gentlemen?”’ 

“Ah, we mind you,”’ cried Parkes. ‘‘Go om improving of 
us, Johnny.”’ c ; 

“Consequently, then,’’ said Mr. Willet, ‘‘that chap, whose 
mother was hung when he was a little boy, along with six 
others, for passing bad notes—and it’s a blessed thing to think 
how many people are hung in batches every six weeks for that, 
and-such-like offences, as showing how wide awake our govern- 
ment is—that chap that was then turned loose, and had to mind 
sows, and frighten birds away, and what not, for a few pence 
to live'on, and so got on by degrees to mind horses, and to sleep 
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in course of time in lofts and litter, instead of under haystacks 

and hedges, till at last .he come to be hostler at the Maypole 
for his board and lodging and a annual trifle—that chap that 
ean’t read nor write, and has never had much to do with any- 
thing but animals, and has never lived in any way but like the 
animals he has lived. among, is a animal.. And,’’ said Mr. 
Willet, arriving at his logical conclusion, “is to.be treated 
accordingly.”’ 

“Willet,’? said Solomon Daisy, who had exhibited some 
impatience at the intrusion of so unworthy a subject on their 
more interesting theme, ‘when Mr. Chester come this morning, 
did he order the large room?” : 

“He signified, Sir,’ said John, “that he wanted a large 
apartment. Yes. Certainly.’ 

“Why then, I’ll tell you what,” said Solomon, speaking 
softly and with an earnest look... ‘*He and Mr. Haredale are 
going to fight a duel in it.” oy 

Kiverybody looked at Mr. Willet, after this alarming 
suggestion. Mr. Willet looked at the fire, weighing. in his 
own mind the effect which such an oceurrence would be likely 
to have on the establishment. 

“Well,” said John, “I don’t know—I am sure—I remember 
that when I went up last, he had put the lights upon the mantel- 
shelf.”? - 

“It’s as plain,” returned Solomon, “as the nose on Parkes’s 
face” —Mr. Parkes, who had a large nose, rubbed it, and 
look as if he considered this a personal allusion—‘“‘they’ll fight 
in that room, You know by the newspapers what a common 
thing it is for gentlemen to fight in coffee-houses without 
seconds. One of ‘em will be wounded or perhaps killed in this 
house.” : 

“That was a challenge that Barnaby took then, eh?” said 
Johan. . 

. “__Tnelosing a slip of paper with the measure of his sword 
upon it, I'll bet a guinea,” answered the little man. “We 
know what sort of gentleman Mr. Haredale is. You have 
told us what Barnaby said about his looks, when he came back. 
Depend upon it, I'm right. Now, mind.”’ : 

, The flip had had no flavour till now. The tobacco had been 
of mere English growth, compared with its present taste. A 
duel in that great old rambling room up-stairs, and the best 
bed ordered already for the wounded man! 

“Would it be swords or pistols, now?” said John. 

‘‘Heayen. knows. Perhaps both,” returned Solomon, 
“The gentlemen wear swords, and may easily have pistols in 
their pockets—most likely have, indeed. If they fire at each 
other without effect, then they’ll draw, and go to work;in 
earnest.” ; 

“A- shade passed over Mr. Willet’s face as he thought ot 
broken windows and disabled furniture, but bethinking him: 
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-gelf that one of the parties would probably. be left alive to pay 
»the damage, he brightened up again. L 

* And then,” said Solomon, looking from face to face, “then 
we shall have one of. those stains upoa the floor that never 
come out. If.Mr. Haredale wins, depend upon it, itll be a 
deep one; or if he loses, it will perhaps be deeper still, for he'll 
never give in unless he’s beaten down. . We know him better, 
eh?” ; 

“Better indeed!” they whispered all together. 

.*As to its ever being got out again,” said Solomon, “‘I tell 

1 it.never will, or can be. Why, do you know that it has 

n tried, at a certain house we are acquainted with?” 

“The Warren!” cried John. ‘No, sure!” 

“Yes, sure—yes. It’s only known by very few. It has 
been whispered about though, for all that. They planed the 
board away, but there it was. _They. went deep, but it went 
deeper. . They put new boards down, but there was one great 
spot that came through still, and showed itself in the old place. 
And—harkye—draw nearer—Mr. Geoffrey made that room 
his study, and sits there, always, with his foot (as I have heard) 
upon it; and he believes, through thinking of it long and very 
much, that it will never fade until he finds the man who did 
the deed.” ! 

As this recital ended, and they all drew closer round the fire, 
the tramp of a horse was heard without. : 

“Phe very man!” cried John, starting up, “Hugh! Hugh!” 

The sleeper staggered to his feet, and hurried after him. 
John quickly returned, ushering in with great attention and 
deference (for Mr. Haredale was his landlord) the long-expected 
visitor, who strode into the room, clanking his heavy boots 
upon the floor; and looking keenly round upon the bowing 
group, raised his hat in acknowledgment of their profound 
respect. wis 

“You have a stranger here, Willet, who sent to me,” he 
said, in a voice\which sounded naturally stern and deep. 
“Where is he?” 

“In the great room up-stairs, Sir,” answered John. : 

“Show the way. Your staircase is dark, I know. Gentle- 
men, good night.” 

With that, he signed to the landlord to go on before; and 
went clanking out, and up the stairs; old John, in his agitation, 
ingeniously lighting everything but the way, and making a 
stumble at every second step. 

“Stop!” he said, when they reached the landing. “I can 
announce myself. Don’t wait.” ‘ 

He laid his hand upon the door, entered, and shut it heavily. 
Mr, Willet was by no means disposed to stand there listening 
by himself, especially as the walls were very thick; . so 
descended, with much greater alacrity than he had come 
up, ‘and joined his friends below, . 
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CHAPTER THE TWELFTH or ib ite 

THERE was.a brief pause in the state-room of the Maypole, as 
Mr. Haredale tried the lock to satisfy himself that he had shut 
the door securely, and, striding up the dark chamber to where 
the sereen enclosed a little patch of light-and warmth, pre- 
sented himself, abruptly and in silence, before the smiling 
guest. : 

. ‘Ifthe two had no greater sympathy in their inward thoughts 
than in their outward bearing and appearance, the meeting 
did not seem likely. to prove.a very calm or pleasant one, 
With no great disparity between them in’point of years, they 
were, in every other respect, as unlike and far removed from 
each other as two men could well be. .The one was soft- 
spoken, delicately made, precise, and elegant; the other, a 
burly square-built man, negligently dressed, rough and abrupt 
in manner, stern, and, in his present mood, forbidding both in 
look and speech. The one preserved a calm and placid smile; 
the. other, a distrustful frown. The newcomer, indeed, 
appeared bent on showing by his every tone and gesture his 
determined opposition and hostility to the man he had come 
to meet. The guest who received him, on the other hand, 
seemed to feel that the contrast between them was all in his 
favour, and to derive a quiet exultation from it which put him 
more at his ease than ever. ; 

“Haredale,” said this gentleman, without the least appear- 
ance of embarrassment or reserve, “Iam very glad to see you.”’ 

“Let us dispense with compliments. They-are misplaced 
between us,” returned the other, waving his: hand, “‘and say 
plainly what we have to say. You have asked me to meet 
you. Iam here. Why'do we stand face to face again?” » 

“‘Still the same frank and sturdy character, I see!” 

**Good or bad, Sir, I am,”’ returned the other, leaning his 
arm upon the chimney-piece, and turning a haughty look upon 
the occupant of the easy-chair, ‘the man I used to be. I 
have lost no old likings or dislikings; my memory has. not 
failed me by a haizr’s-breadth. You ask me to give you a 
meeting. I say, I am here.” ; 

“Qur meeting, Haredale,” said Mr. Chester, tapping his 
snuff-box, and following with a smile the impatient gesture 
he had made—perhaps unconsciously—towards his sword, 
‘tis one of conference and peace I hope.” 

“T have come here,” returned. the other, ‘tat your desire, 
holding myself bound to meet you, when and where you would. 
I have not come to bandy pleasant speeches, or hollow pro- 
fessions. You are a smooth man of the world, Sir, and at such 
play have me at a disadvantage. The very last man on this. 
earth with whom I would enter the lists to combat with gentle :. 
compliments and masked faces, is Mr. Chester, I do assure youk, 
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I am not his match at such weapons, and have reasons to 
believe that few men are.” 

“You do me a great deal of honour, Haredale,” returned 
the other, most composedly, ‘‘and I thank you. I will be 
frank with. you—” : ‘ 

“I beg your pardon—will be what?” 

“Wrank—open—perfectly candid.” 

. “Hah!” cried Mr. Haredale, drawing in his breath with 
a sarcastic smile. ‘But don’t-let me interrupt you.” 

““So resolved am I to hold this course,” returned the other, 
tasting his wine with great deliberation, “that I have deter- 
mined not to quarrel with you, and net to be betrayed into a 
warm expression or a hasty. word.” 

“There again,” said Mr. Haredale, ‘you will have me ata 
great disadvantage. . Your self-command—” 

“Ts not to be disturbed, when it will serve my purpose, you 
would say”—rejoined the other, interrupting him with the 
same complacency. ‘Granted. I allow it, And I have a 
purpose to serve now. So have you. Iam sure our object is 
the same, Let us attain it like sensible men, who have ceased 
to be boys some time.—Do you drink?” 

“With my friends,” returned the other. 

' “At least,” said Mr, Chester, “‘ you will be seated?” 

*‘T will stand,” returned Mr. Haredale impatiently, ‘‘on this 
dismantled beggared hearth, and not pollute it, fallen as it is, 
with mockeries. Go on!” ; 

“You are wrong, Haredale,” said the other, crossing his 
legs, and smiling as he held his glass up in the bright glow of 
the fire. . ‘You are really very wrong. The world is a lively 
place enough, in which we must accommodate ourselves to 
circumstances, sail with the stream as glibly as we can, be 
content to take froth for substance, the surface for the depth, 
the counterfeit for the real coin. I wonder no philosopher has 
ever established that our globe itself is hollow. It should be, 
if Nature is consistent in her works.” 

“ You think it is, perhaps?” 

‘*¥ should say,” he returned, sipping his wine, “‘there could 
be no doubt about it. Well; we, in our trifling with this 
jingling toy, have had the ill luck to jostle and fall out. We 
are not what the world calls friends; but we are as good and 
true and loving friends for all that, as nine out of every ten of 
those on whom it bestows the title. You have a niece, and I 
a son—a fine lad, Haredale, but foolish. They fall in lové 
with each other, and form what this same world calls an 
attachment; meaning a something fanciful and false like all 
the rest, which, if it took its own free time, would break like 
any other bubble. But it may not have its own free time— 
will not, if they are left alone—and the question is, shall we 
tivo; because society calls us enemies, stand aloof, and let 
them rush into each other’s arms, when, by approaching each 
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them?” ; 

_ “TI tove my niece,” said Mr. Haredale, after a short silenee. 

“It may sound strangely in your ears; but I love her.” 

“Strangely, my good fellow!” cried Mr. Chester, lazily 

filling his glass again, and pulling out his toothpick. “Not at 
all. I like Ned too—or, as you say, love him—that’s the 
word among such near relations... ’'m very fond of Ned. 
He’s an amazingly good fellow, and a handsome fellow— 
foolish and weak as yet; that’s.all. But the thing is, Haredale 
—for I'll be very frank, as I told you I would at first—inde- 
pendently of any dislike that you and I might have to being 
related to each other, and independently of the religious 
differences between us—and damn it, that’s important—I 
couldn’t afford a match of this description. Ned and I 
eouldn’t do it. It’s impossible.” 
_ “Curb your tongue, in God’s name, if this conversation is to 
last,” retorted Mr. Haredale fiercely. “I have said I love my 
niece. Do you think that, loving her, I would have her fling 
her heart away on any man who had your blood in his veins?” 

““You see,” said the other, not at all disturbed, ‘the 
advantage of being so frank and open. Just what I was about 
to add, upon my honour! I am amazingly attached to Ned— 
quite doat upon him, indeed—and even if we could afford to 
throw ourselves away, that very objection would be quite 
insuperable.—I wish you'd take some wine.’ 

“Mark me,” said Mr. Haredale, striding to the table, and 
laying his hand upon it heavily. “If any man believes— 
presumes to think—that I, in word or deed, or in the wildest 
dream, ever entertained remotely ‘the idea of Emma Hare- 
dale’s favouring the suit of one who was akin to you—in any 
way—I care not what—he lies. He lies, and does me 
grievous wrong, in the mere thought.” 

“*Haredale,” returned the other, rocking himself to and fro 
as in assent, and nodding at the fire, “it’s extremely manly, and 
really very generous in you, to meet me in this unreserved and 
handsome way. Upon my word, those are exactly my 
sentiments, only expressed with much more force and power 
than I could use—you know my sluggish nature, and will 
forgive me, I am sure.” 

_ “While I would restrain her from all correspondence with 
your son, and sever their intercourse here, though it should 
cause her death,” said Mr. Haredale, who had been pacing to’ 
and fro, “I would do it kindly and tenderly ifIcan. I havea 
trust to discharge which my nature is not formed to under- 
stand, and, for this reason, the bare fact of there being any 
love between them comes upon me to-night, almost for the: 
first. time.” 

“T am more delighted than I can. possibly tell you,” 

rejoined Mr, Chester with the utmost blandness, “‘to find my 
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own impression so confirmed. You see the advantage of our: 
having met. We understand each other. We quite agree. 
We have a most complete and thorough explanation, and we 
know what course to take.—Why ‘don’t you ‘taste your 
tenant’s wine? It’s really very good.” 

. “Pray who,” said Mr. Haredale, “have aided Emma, or your 
son? Who are their go-betweens, and agents—do you know?” 

‘All the good people hereabouts—the neighbourhood in 
general, I think,” returned the other, with his most affable 
smile. ‘‘The messenger I sent to you to-day, foremost 
among them ail.” 

“The idiot? Bamaby cig 

“You are surprised? I am glad of that, for I was rather so 
myself. Yes. I wrung that from his mother—a very decent 
sort of woman—from whom indeed, I chiefly learat how 
serious the matter had become, and so determined to ride out 
here to-day, and hold a parley with you on this neutral ground. 
—You’re stouter than you used to be, Haredale, but you look 
extremely well.” 

“Our business, I presume, is nearly at an end,” said Mr. 
Haredale, with an expression of impatience he was at no pains 
to conceal. ‘Trust me, Mr. Chester, my niece shall change 
from this time. I will appeal,’ he added in a lower tone, ‘to 
her woman’s heart, her dignity, her pride, her duty—” 

‘I shall do the same by Ned,” said Mr. Chester, restoring 
some errant faggots to their places in the grate with the toe of 
his boot. “If there is anything real in the world, it is those 
amazingly fine feelings and those natural obligations which 
must subsist between father and son. Ishall put it to him on 
every ground of moral and religious feeling. I shall represent 
to him that we cannot possibly afford it—that I have always 
looked forward to bis marrying well, for a genteel provision 
for myself in the autumn of life—that there are a great many 
clamorous dogs to pay, whose claims are perfectly just and 
right, anc who must be paid out of his wife’s fortune. Ia 
short, that the very highest and most honourable feelings of 
our nature, with every consideration of filial duty and affec- 
tion, and all that sort of thing, imperatively bee that he 
should run away with an heiress.” 

“And break her heart as speedily as possible?” said Mr. 

Haredale, drawing on his glove. 
. “There Ned will act exactly as he pleases,” returned the 
other, sipping his wine; “that’s entirely his. affair. I wouldn’t 
for the world interfere with my son, Haredale, beyond a 
certain point. The relationship between father and son, you 
know, is positively quite a holy kind of bond.—Won’t you let 
me persuade you to take one glass of wine? Well! as you 
please, as you please,” he added, helping himself again, _ 

“Chesier,” said Mr. Haredale, after a short silence, during 
which he had eyed his smiling face from time to time intently, 
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ption.”” 

“Your health!" said the mie: with anod “But I have 
interrupted you— 

“Tf now.” Sued Mr. Haredale, “we should find it difficult 
to ‘separate these young people, and break off their inter- 
course—if, for instance, you find it difficult on your side, what 
course do you intend to take?” 

“ Nothing plainer, my good fellow, nothing easier,” returned 
the other, shrugging his shoulders and stretching himself more 
comfortably before the fire. “I shall then exert those powers 
on which you flatter me so highly—though, upon my word, I 
don’t deserve’ your compliments to their full extent—and 
resort to a few little trivial subterfuges for rousing jealousy 
and resentment. You see?” 

“In short, justifying the means by the end, we are, as a last 
resource for tearing them asunder, to resort to treachery and 
—and lying,” said Mr. Haredale. 

*Oh dear no, Fie. fie!” returned the other, relishing a pinch 
of snuff extremely. ‘‘Not lying. Only a little management, 
a little diplomacy, a little—intriguing, that’s the word.” 

“J wish,” said Mr. Haredale, moving to and fro, and 
stopping, and moving on again, like one who was ill at ease, 
“that this -could have been foreseen or prevented. But as it 
has gone so far, and it is necessary for us to act, it is of no 
use shrinking or regretting. Well! I shall second your 
endeavours to the utmost of my power. There is one topic in 
the whole wide range of human thoughts on which we both 
agree. We shall act in concert, but apart. There will be no 
need, I hope, for us to meet again.’ 

““Are you going?’’ said Mr. Chester, rising with a graceful 
indolence. ‘Let me light you down the stairs.” 

- “Pray keep your seat,’”’ returned the other drily, “] know 
the way.” So, waving his hand slightly, and putting on his hat 
as he turned upon his heel, he went clanking out as he had come, 
shut the door behind him, and tramped down the echoing stairs. 

“Pah! A-very coarse animal, indeed!” said Mr. Chester, 
composing himself in the easy-chair again. ‘A rough brute, 
Quite a human badger!” 

John Willet and his friends, who had been listening intently 
for the clash of swords, or firing of pistols in the great room, 
and had indeed settled the order in which they should rush in 
when summoned—in which procession old John had carefully 
arranged that he should bring up the rear—were very much 
astonished to see Mr. Haredale come down without a scratch, 
call for his horse, and ride away thoughtfully at a foot-pace. 
After some consideration, it was decided that he had left ths 
gentleman above, for dead, and had adopted this stratagem 
to divert suspicion or pursuit. 

 - As this conclusion involved the necessity of their going up- 


94 BARNABY RUDGE’ 


stairs forthwith, they were about to ascend in the erder they 
had agreed upon, when a smart ringing at the guest’s bell, as. if 
he had pulled it. vigorously, overthrew alt their speculations, 
and involved them in great uncertainty and doubt. At length 
Mr. Willet agreed to go up-stairs himself, escorted by Hugh 
and Barnaby, as the strongest and stoutest fellows on the 
premises, who were to make their appearance under pretence 
of clearing away the glasses. 

Under this protection, the brave and. broad-faced John 
boldly entered the room, half a foot in advance, and received 
an order for a boot-jack without trembling. But when it was 
brought, and he leant his sturdy shoulder to the guest, Mr. 
Willet was observed to look very hard into his boots as he 
pulled them off, and, by opening his.eyes much wider than 
usual, to appear to express some surprise and disappointment. 
at not finding them full of blood.’ He took oceasion, too, to 
examine the gentleman as elosely as he could, expecting to 
discover sundry loopholes in his person, piereed by his 
adversary’s sword. Finding none, however, and observing in 
course of time that his guest was.as cool and unruffied, both in 
his dress and temper, as he had been all day, old John at last 
heaved a deep sigh, and began to think no duel had been 
fought that night. - 

“And now, Willet,” said Mr. Chester, “if the room's well 
aired, I'll try the merits of that famous bed.” 

“The room, Sir,” returned John, taking up a candle, and 
nudging Barnaby and Hugh to aceompany them, in case the 
gentleman should unexpectedly drop down faint or dead from 
some. internal wound, “the room’s as: warm. as any toast in a 
tankard. Barnaby, take you that other candle, and go om 
before. Hugh! Follow up, Sir, with the.easy-chair.” 

In this order—and still, in his earnest. inspection, holding 
his candle. very close to the guest; now making him feel ex- 
tremely warm about the legs, now threatening to set. his wig 
on fire, and constantly begging his pardon with great awkward- 
ness and embarrassment—John led the party to the best bed~ 
room, which was nearly as large as the chamber from which 
they had come, and beld, drawn out near the fire for warmth, a 
great old spectral bedstead, hung with faded brocade, and 
ornamented, at the top of’ each carved post, with a plume of 
feathers that had once been white, but. with dust and age had 
pow grown hearse-like and funereal. - 

“Good night, my friends,” said Mr. Chester with a sweet 
smile, seating himself, when he had surveyed the room from 
end te end, mm the easy-chair which his attendants wheeled. 
before the fire. “Good night! Barnaby, my good fellow, 
you say some prayers before you go to bed, L hope?” - 

Barnaby nodded. ‘He has some nonsense: that: he calls his: 

rayers, Sir,” returned old John, officiously. “Wm afraid 
here an’t mueh good in *em.’” : 
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“And Hug! ” said Mr. Chester, turning to Aim, 

“Not I,” che answered. “I know his ”—pointing to 
Barnaby— “they’re well enough. He sing ‘em sometimes in 
the straw. I listen.” 

“‘He’s quite a animal, Sir,” John whispered in his ear 
with dignity. “You'll excuse bim, I’m sure, If he has any 
soul at all, ‘Sir, it must be such a very small one that it don’t 
signify what he does or doesn’t in that way. -Good night, 
Sir! 

The guest rejoined “God bless you!” with a fervour that 
Was quite affecting; and John, beckoning his guards to go 
before, bowed himself out of the room, and left him to his)rest 
in the Maypole’s ancient bed. ; 


CHAPTER THE THIRTEENTH 
Tr Joseph Willet, the denounced and proscribed of *prentices, 
had happened to be at home when his father’s courtly guest 
presented himself before the Maypole door—that is, if it had 
not perversely chanced to be one of the half-dozen days in the 
whole year on which he was at liberty to absent himself for as 
many ‘hours without question or reproach—he would have 
contrived, by hook or crook, to dive to the very bottom of 
Mr. Chester’s mystery, and to come at his purpose with as 
much certainty as though he had been his confidential adviser; 
Jn that fortunate case, the lovers would have had quick warning 
of the ills that threatened them, and the aid of various timely 
and wise suggestions to boot; for all Joe’s readiness of thought 
and .action, and all his sympathies and good wishes, were 
enlisted in favour of the young people, and were staunch in 
devotion to their cause. Whether this disposition arose out of 
hisold prepossessions in favourof the young lady, whose history 
had surrounded her in his mind, almost from his cradle, with 
circumstances of unusual interest; or from his attachment 
towards the young gentleman, into whose confidence he had, 
through his shrewdness and alacrity, and the rendering of 
sundry important serviees as a spy and messenger, almost 
imperceptibly glided; whether they had their origin in either, 
of these sources, or in the habit natural to youth, or in the 
constant badgering and worrying of his venerable parent, or in 
any hidden little love affair of his.own which gave him some- 
thing of a fellow-feeling in the matter, it is needless to inquire 
—especially as Joe was out of the way, and had no opportunity 
on that particular occasion of testifying to his, sentiments 
either on one side or the other, 

It was, in fact, the twenty-fifth of March, which, as most 

people know to their cost,,is, and has been time out "of Tnind, 
one of those unpleasant epochs termed quarter-days. . On this 
twenty-fifth of March, it was John Willet’s pride annually te 
settle, in hard cash, his account with a certain vintner and 
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distiller in the city of London; to give into whose handsa 
eanvas bag containing its exact amount, and nota penny more _ __ 
or less, was the end and object of a journey for Joe, so surely 

as the year and day came round. 7 \ 

This journey was performed upon an old grey mare, con- 
cerning whom John had an indistinct set of ideas hovering 
about him, to the effect that she could win a plate or cup if she 
tried, She never had tried, and probably never would now, 
being some fourteen or fifteen years of age, short in wind, long 
in body, and rather the worse for wear in respect of her mane 
and tail. Notwithstanding these slight defects, John per- 
fectly gloried in the animal; and when she was brought round 
to the door by Hugh, actually retired into the bar, and there, 
in a secret grove of lemons, laughed with pride. __ 

“There’s a bit of horseflesh, Hugh!” said John, when he had 

recovered enough self-command to appear at the door again. 
“'There’s a comely creature! There’s high mettle! There’s 
bone!” , 
' There was bone enough beyond all doubt; and so Hugh 
seemed to think, as he sat sideways in the saddle, lazily 
doubled up with his chin nearly touching his knees; and heed- 
less of the dangling stirrups and loose bridle-rein, sauntered up 
and down on the little green before the door. 

“Mind you take good care of her, Sir,” said John, appealing 
from this insensible person to his son and heir, who now 
appeared, fully equipped and ready. ‘*Don’t you ride hard.” 

“*T should be puzzled todo that, I think, father,”’ Joe replied, 
easting a disconsolate look at the animal. 

“None of your impudence, Sir, if you please,” retorted old 
John. “What would you ride, Sir? A wild ass or zebra would 
be too tame for you, wouldn't he, eh Sir? “You'd like to ridea 
roaring lion, wouldn’t you, Sir, eh Sir? Hcld your tongue, 
Sir.’ When Mr. Willet, in his differences with his son, had 
exhausted all the questions that occured to him, and Joe had 
said nothing at all in answer, he generally wound up by bidding 
him hold his tongue. 

“And what does‘the boy mean,” added Mr. Willet, after he 
had stared at him for a little time, in a species of stupefaction, 
““by cocking his hat, to such an extent! Are you a going to 
kill the wintner, Sir?” 

“No,” said Joe, tartly; “I’m not. Now your mind’s at ease, 
father.” 

“With a milintary air, too!” said Mr. Willet, surveying him 
from top to toe; “with a swaggering, fire-eating, biling-water 
drinking sort of way with him! And what do you mean by 
pulling up the crocuses and snowdrops, eh, Sir?” ; 

“It’s only a little nosegay,” said Joe, reddening. ‘‘There’s 
to harm in that, I hope?” : 

“You're a boy of business, you are, Sir!”’ said Mr. Willet, dis- 
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Sainfully, “to go supposing that wintners care for nosegays.”** 
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" “E-don’t suppose anything of the kind,” returned”Joe. 
“Let them keep their red noses for bottles and ‘tankards, 
These are going to Mr. Varden’s house.” © BF ote! 

“And do you suppose he minds such things as crocuses?” 
demanded John. F 

“IT don’t know, and to say the truth, 1 don’t care,” said 
Joe: “Come, father, give me the money, and in the name of 
patience let me go.” - E 

“There it 1s, Sir,’ replied John; “and take care of it; and 
mind you don’t make too: much haste back, but give the mare a 
long rest.—Do you mind?” 

**Ay, I mind,” returned Joe. “She'll need it, Heaven 
knows." ’ 

* Ard don’t you score up too much at the Black Lion,” 
said John. “Mind that too.” ; 

“Then why don’t you let me have some money of my own?” 
retorted Joe, sorrowfully; ‘‘why don’t you, father? What do 
you send me into London for, giving me only the right to call 

‘or my dinner at the Black Lion. which you’re to pay for next 
time you go, as if I was not to be trusted with a few shillings? 
Why do you use me like this? It’s not right of you. You 
can’t expect me to be quiet under it.” ; 

“Let him have money!” cried John, in a drowsy reverie. 
“What does he call money—guineas? Hasn’t he got money? 
Over and above the tolls, hasn’t he one and sixpence?”’ 

“One and sixpence!”’ repeated his son contemptuously. 

“Yes, Sir,’ returned John, ‘‘one and sixpence. When I was 
your age, [ had never seen so much money, in a heap. A 
shilling of it is in case of accidents—the mare casting a 
shoe, or the like of that. The other sixpence is to spend 
in the diversions of London; and the diversion I recom- 
mend is going to the top of the Monument, and sitting there, 
There’s no temptation there, Sir—no drink—no young women 
—no bad characters of any sort—nothing but imagination. 
hat’s the way Tf enjoyed myself when I was your age, Sir.” 

‘To this, Joe made no answer, but beckoning Hugh, leaped 
into the saddle and rode away; and a very stalwart, manly 
horseman he looked, deserving a better charger than it was 
his fortune to bestride. John stood staring after him, or 
rather after the grey mare (for he had no eyes for her rider), 
unti) man and beast had been out of sight some twenty 
‘minutes, when he began to think they were gone, and slowly 
re-entering the house, fell into a gentle doze. 

' The unfortunate grey mare, who was the agony of Joe’s life, 
floundered along at her own will and pleasure until the May- 
pole was no longer visible, and then contracting her legs into 
what in 9 puppet would have been looked upon as a clumsy - 
and awkward imitation of a canter, mended her pace all ‘at 
once, and did it of her own accord. The acquaintance with her . 
rider’s: usual mode of proceeding, which suggested this im- 
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provement in hers, impelled her likewise to turn up.a bye-way, 
Jeading—not to London, but through lanes running parallel 
with the road they had come, and passing within a few hundred 
yards of the Maypole, which led finally to an inclosure sur- 
rounding a large, old, red-brick mansion—the same of which 
mention was made as the Warren in the first chapter of this 
history. Coming to a dead stop in the little copse thereabout, 
she suffered her rider to dismount with right good-will, and to 
tie her to the trunk of a tree. : 

“Stay there, old girl,” said Joe, “and let us see whether 
there’s any little commission for me to-day.” So saying, he 
left her to browse upon such stunted grass and weeds as hap- 
pened to grow within the length of her tether, and passing 
through a wicket gate, entered the grounds on foot. , 

The pathway, after a very few minutes’ walking, brought 
him close to the house, towards which, and especially towards 
one particular window, he directed many covert glances. It 
was 4 dreary,silent building, with echoing courtyards, desolated 
turret-chambers, and whole suites of rooms shut up and 
mouldering to ruin. 

The terrace-garden, dark with the shade of overhanging 
trees, had an air of melancholy that was quite oppressive. 
Great. iron gates, disused for many years, and red with rust, 
drooping on their hinges and overgrown. with long rank grass, 
seemed. as though they tried to sink into the ground, and hide 
their fallen state among the friendly weeds. .The fantastic 
monsters on the walls, green with age and damp, and covered 
here and there with moss, looked grim and desolate. There 
was a sombre aspect even on. that. part. of the mansion which 
was inhabited and kept in good repair, that struck the be- 
holder with a sense of sadness; of something forlorn and 
failing, whence cheerfulness was banished. It would have 
been difficult to imagine a bright. fire blazing in the dull and 
darkened rooms, or to picture any gaiety of heart or revelry 
that the frowning walls shut in. It seemed a place where 
such things had been, but could be no more—the very ghost of 
a house, haunting the old spot in its old outward form, and 
that. was all. , 

Much of this decayed and sombre look was attributable, no 
doubt, to the death of its former master, and the temper of its 
present occupant; but remembering the tale connected with 
the mansion, it seemed the very place for such a deed, and ons 
that might have been its predestined theatre years upon years 
ago. Viewed with reference to this legend, the sheet of water 
where the steward’s body had been found appeared to wear: 
black and sullen character, such as no other pool might own; 
the bell upon the roof that had told the tale of murder to the 
midnight wind, became a very phantom whose yoice would 
raise the listener’s hair on end, and every leafless bough that 
nodded to another, had its stealthy whispering of the erime. - 
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‘Joe: paced up and down the path, sometimes ‘stopping in 
effected Baltee potion of the building or the prospect, some- 
times leaning against a tree with an assumed air of idleness and 
indifference, but always keeping an eye upon the window he 
had singled out at first.' After-some quarter of an hour’s 
delay, a small white hand was waved to him for an instant 
from this casement, and the young man, with a respectful bow, 
departed ; saying under his breath as he crossed his horse 
again, **No errand for me to-day!”’ 

But the air of smartness, the cock of the hat to which John 
Willet had objected, and the spring nosegay, all betokened 
some little errand of his own, having a more interesting object 
than a vintner or even a locksmith. So, indeed, it turned out; 
for when he had settled with the vintner—whose place of 
business was down in some deep cellars hard by Thames Street, 
and who was as purple-faced an old gentleman as if he had all 
his life supported their arched roof on his head—when he had. 
settled the account, and taken the receipt, and declined more 
than three glasses of old sherry, to the unbounded astonish- 
ment of the purple-faced vintner, who, gimlet in hand, had 
projected an attack upon at least a score of dusty casks, and 
who stood transfixed, or morally gimleted as it were, to his 
own wall—when he had done all this, and disposed besides of 
a frugal dinner at the Black Lion in Whitechapel ; spurning the 
Monument and John’s advice, he turned his steps towards the 
locksmith’s house, attracted by the eyes of blooming Dolly 
Varden. 

Joe was by no means a sheepish fellow, but, for all that, 
when he got to the corner of the street in which the locksmith 
lived, he could by no means make up his mind to walk straight 
to the house. First, he resolved to stroll up another street for 
five minutes, then up another street for five minutes more, and 
so on until be had lost full half an hour, when he made a bold 
ther and found himself with a red face and a beating heart 

the smoky workshop. 

** Joe Willet, or his ghost?” said Varden, rising from the desk 
at which he was busy with his books, and looking at him 
under his spectacles. “*Which is it? Joe in the flesh, eh? 
That’s hearty. And how are all the Chigwell company, Joe?” 

“Much as usual, Sir—they and [ agree as well as ever.” 

. “Well, well!” said the locksmith. ‘‘We must be patient, 
oe, and bear with old folks’ foibles. How’s the mare, Joe? 
Does she do the four miles an hour as easily as ever? Ha, ha, 
ha! Does she; Joe? Eh?—What have we there, Joe—a 
cr ci 

“A very poor one, Sir—I thought Miss Dolly—” 

**No, no,” said Gabriel, dropping his voice and shaking his 
head, “*not Dolly. Give ’em to her mother, Joe, A ‘great 
deal better give ’em to her mother. Would you mind giving 
| oy po rage ce tacts ; ; Ti Bi 
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_ “Oh. no, Sir,” Joe replied, and, cadeayouring, but not-with 
the greatest possible success, to hide his disappointment. “I 
shall be very glad, I’m sure.” 

. “That’s right,” said the locksmith, patting him on the back, 
“It-don’t matter who has ’em, Joe?” 

“Not a bit, Sir.”—Dear heart, how the words stuck in hig 
throat! 1 0Q8 
_ “Come in,” said Gabriel. ‘‘I have just been called to tes. 
She’s in the parlour.” ‘ 5 & 
“She,” thought Joe. ‘Which of ’em, I wonder—Mrs. or 
Miss?”? The locksmith settled the doubt as neatly as if it had 
been expressed aloud, by leading him to the door, and saying, 
“Martha, my dear, here’s young Mr. Willet.” 

Now, Mrs. Varden, regarding the Maypoie as a sort of human 
mantrap, or decoy for husbands; viewing its proprietor, and 
all who aided and abetted him, in the light of so many poackers 
among Christian men; and believing, moreover, that the pub- 
licans coupled with sinners in Holy Writ were veritable 
licensed victuallers; was far from being favourably disposed 
towards her. visitor. Wherefore she was taken faint dircetly; 
and being duly presented with the crocuses and snowdrops, 
divined on further consideration that they were the occasion of 
the languor which had seized upon her spirits. “Dm afraid [ 
couldn’t bear the room another minute,” said the good lady, 
“if they remain here. Would you excuse my putting them 
out-of window?” Siig 

Joe begged she wouldn’t mention it on any account, and 
smiled feebly as he saw them deposited on the sill outside, 
If anybody could have known the pains he had taken to make 
up that despised and misused bunch of flowers !— + 

“I feel it quite a relief to get rid of them, I assure you,” said 
Mrs. Varden. ‘I’m better alzeady.” And indeed she did 
appear to have plucked up her spirits. 

Joe expressed his gratitude to Providence for this favourable 
dispensation, and tried to look as if he didn’t wonder where 
Dolly was. ‘ : 

““You’re sad people at Chigwell, Mr. Joseph,” said Mrs. V. 

“J hope not, ma’am,”’ returned Joe. " 

“You're the cruellest and most inconsiderate people in the 
world,” said Mrs. Varden, bridling. ‘‘ I wonder old Mr. Wiilet, 
having been a married-man himself, doesn’t know better than 
to, conduct. himself as he does. His doiag it for profit is ne 
excuse. I would rather pay the money twenty times over, 
and have Varden come home like a respectable and sober 
tradesman. If there is one character,” said Mrs, Varden with 
great emphasis, ‘that offends and disgusts me more thar 
another, it is a sot.” : ‘ HrcA 

“Come, Martha, my dear,” said the locksmith. cheerily, 
Jet us have tea, and. don’t let us talk about sots. ~There are 
none here, and Joe don’t want to hear about them, I dare say.’* 
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“At this crisis, Miggs appeared with toast. ~~ 

**T dare say he does not,” said Mrs. Varden, “and I dare say 
you do not, Varden. _It’s u-very unpleasant subject I have no 
doubt, though I won't say it’s persona]’’—Miggs coughed— 
“whatever I may be forced to think—’* Miggs sneezed 
expressively. ‘You never will know. Varden, and nobody at 
young Mr. Willet’s age—you’l] excuse me. Sir—can be ex+ 
pected to know, what a woman suffers when she is waiting at 
home under such cireumstances. ‘If you don’t believe me, as I 
know you don’t, here’s Miggs, who is only too often a witness 
of it—ask-her.”’ | 

*‘Oh! she .were very bad the other night, Sir, indeed she 
were,” said Miggs. *‘If you hadn’t the sweetness of an angel 
in you, mim, I don’t think you could abear it, I raly don’t.” 

““Miggs,” said Mrs: Varden. ‘you're profane.” 

“Begging your pardon. mim.” returned Miggs, with shri 
rapidity, ‘“‘such was not my intentions, and such I hope is not 
my character, though I am but a servant.” ’ 

“Answering me, Miggs, and providing yourself,” retorted 
her mistress, looking round with dignity, “‘is one and the same 
thing. How dare you speak of angels in connexion with your 
sinful fellow-beings—mere’’—said Mrs. Varden, glancing at 
herself in a neighbouring mirror, and arranging the ribbop of 
her cap in a more becoming fashion—“mere worms and 
grovellers as we are!” ; 

‘“*¥ did not intend, mim, if you please, to give offence,” said 
Miggs, confident in the strength of her compliment, and 
developing strongly in the throat as usual, ‘‘and J did not 
expect it would be took as such. I hope J know my own un< 
worthiness, and that I hate and despise myself and all my 
fellow-creatures as every practicable Christian should.” 
= “You'll have the goodness, if you please.” said Mrs. Varden 
loftily, ‘‘to step upstairs and see if Dolly has finished dressing, 
and to tel] her that the chair that was ordered for her will be 
here in a minute, and that if she keeps it waiting, I shall send it 
away that instant—lI’m sorry to see that you don’t take your 
tea, Varden, and that you don’t take yours, Mr. Joseph; 
though of course it would be foolish to expect that anything 
that can be had at home, and in the company of females, 
would please you.” ; 
- This pronoun was understood in the plural sense, and’ 
included both gentlemen,upon bothof whom it was rather hard 
and undeserved, for Gabriel had-applied himself to the mead 
with a very promising appetite. until it was spoilt by Mrs, 
Varden herself, and Joe had as great a liking for the female 
society of the locksmith’s house—or for a part of it at all. 
events—as man could well entertain. sie hae ; ” 
- But he had no ‘opportunity to say anything in his own 
defence, for at that moment Dolly ‘herself appeared, and struck 
him quite dumb with her beauty... Never had Dolly looked so 
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handsome as she did then, in all the glow and grace of youth, 
with: all her charms increased a hundredfold by a miost 
becoming dress, by a thousand little coquettish ways which 
nobody could assume with a better grace, and all the sparkling 
expectation of that accursed party. It is impossible to: tell 
how Joe hated that party wherever it was, and all the other 
people who were going to it, whoever they were. 

And she hardly looked at him—no, hardly looked at him. 
And when the chair was seen through the open door coming 
blundering into the workshop, she actually clapped her hands 
and seemed glad to go. But Joe gave her his arm—there was 
some comfort in that—and handed her intoit. To-see her seat 
herself inside, with her laughing eyes brighter than diamonds, 
and her hand—surely she had the prettiest hand in the world 
—on the ledge of the open window, and her little finger 
provokingly and pertly tilted up, as if it wondered why Joe 
didn’t squeeze or kiss it! To think how well one or two of the 
modest snowdrops would have become that delicate bodice, 
and howthey were lying neglected outside the parlour window! 
To see how Miggs looked on with a face expressive of knowing 
how all this loveliness was got up, and of being in the secret 
of every string and pin and hook and eye, and of saying it ain’t 
half as real as you think, and I could look quite as well myself 
if I took the pains! ‘To hear that provoking precious little 
scream when the chair was hoisted on its poles, and to catch 
that transient but not-to-be-forgotten vision of the happy face 
within—what torments and aggravations, and yet what de- 
lights were these! The very chairmen seemed favoured rivals 
as they bore her down the street. 

There never was such an alteration in a small room in @ 
small time as in that parlour when they went back to finish 
tea. So dark, so deserted, so perfectly disenchanted. It 
seemed such sheer nonsense to be sitting tamely there, when 
she was at a dance with more lovers than man could caleulate 
fluttering about her—with the whole party doting on and ador- 
ing her, and wanting to marry her. Miggs was hovering about 
too; and the fact of her existence, the mere circumstance of her 
ever having been born, appeared, after Dolly, such an un- 
accountable practical joke. It was impossible to talk. It 
eouldn’t be done. He had nothing left for it but to stir his tea 
round, and round, and round, and ruminate on all the fascina- 
tions of the locksmith’s lovely daughter. 

Gabriel was dull too. It-was a part of the certain uncertainty 
of Mrs. Varden’s temper, that when they were im this con- 
dition, she should be gay and sprightly. 

“T need have a cheerful disposition, I am sure,” said the 
smiling housewife, “‘to preserve any spirits at all; and how I do 
it I can scarcely tell.” 

“Ah, mim,” sighed Miggs, “‘begging your pardon for the 
interruption, there an’t a many like you.” PA 
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Take away, Miggs,” said Miss Varden, rising, “take away, 
pray. Iknow I’m arestraint here, and as I wish everybody to 
enjoy themselves as they best can, I feel I had better go.” 

“No, no, Martha,” cried the locksmith. “Stop here. I’m 
sure we shall be very sorry to lose you, eh Joe!” Joe started, 
and said “‘Certainly.” é i 

“Thank you, Varden, my dear,”’ returned his wife; “but I 
know your wishes better. ‘Tobacco and beer, or spirits, have 
much greater attractions than any J can boast of, and there- 
fore I shall go and sit up-stairs and look out of window, my 
love. Good night, Mr. Joseph, I’m very glad to have seen 
you, and only wish I could have provided something more 
suitable to your taste. Remember me very kindly if you 
please to old Mr. Willet, and tell him that whenever he comes 
here I have a crow to pluck with him. Good night!” 

Having uttered these words with great sweetness of manner, 
the good lady dropped a curtsey remarkable for its conde- 
scension, and serenely withdrew. . 

And it was for this Joe had looked forward to the twenty- 
fifth of March for weeks and weeks, and had gathered the 
flowers with so. much care, and had cocked his hat, and made 
himselfso smart! . This was the end of all his bold determina- 
tion, resolved upon for the hundredth time, to speak out to 
Dolly and tell her how he loved her! To see her for a minute 
—for but a minute—to find her going out to a party and glad 
to go; to be looked upon as a common pipe sek beer- 
bibber, spirit-guzzier, and tosspot! He bade farewell to his 
friend the locksmith, and hastened to take horse at the Black 
Lion, thinking as he turned towards home, as many another 
Joe has thought before and since, that here was an end to all 
his hopes—that the thing was impossible and never could 
be—that she didn’t care for him—that he was wretched for 
life—and that the only congenial prospect left him, was to 
go for a soldier or a sailor, and get some obliging enemy to 
knock his brains out as soon as possible. 


CHAPTER THE FOURTEENTH 
Jor Witter rode leisurely along in his desponding mood, 


-picturing the locksmith’s daughter going down long country- 


dances, and poussetting dreadfully with bold strangers— 
which was almost too much to bear—when he heard the 
tramp of a horse’s feet behind him, and looking back, saw a 
well-mounted gentleman advancing at a smart canter. As 
this rider passed, he checked his steed, and called him of the 
Maypole by his name. Joe set spurs to the grey mare, and 
was at his side directly. 

“I thought it was you, Sir,” he said, touching his hat, “A 
fair evening, Sir. Glad to see you out of doors again,” 
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The gentleman smiled and nedded... .‘‘ What. gay doings 
have been going on to-day, Joe? Is she as pretty as ever? — 
Nay, don’t blush, man.” ; - 

“Tf I coloured at all, Mr. Edward,” said Joe, “which I - 
didn’t know I did, it was to think I should have been such a 
fool as ever to have any hope of her. She’s as far out of my. 
reach as—as Heaven is.” : 

‘‘Well, Joe, I hope that’s not altogether beyond it,” said .. 
Bdward good-humouredly. “Eh?” ; 

“Ah!” sighed Joe. ‘It’s all very fine talking, Sir. 
Proverbs are easily made in cold blood. But it can’t be - 
helped. Are you bound for our house, Sir?” 

“Yes. As I am not quite strong yet, I shall stay the 
to-night, and ride home coolly in-the morning.” met 

“Tf you’re in no particular hurry,” said Joe after a short — 
silence, ‘‘and will bear with the pace of this poor jade, I shall 
be glad to ride on with you to the Warren Sir, and hold your 
horse when you dismount. Itll save you having to walk 
from the Maypole, there and back again. I can spare the 
time well, Sir, for I am too soon.” soul 

“And so am I,*’ returned Edward, ‘‘though I was uncon- 
sciously riding fast just now, in compliment I suppose to 
the pace of my thoughts, which were travelling post. We 
will keep together, Joe, willingly, and be.as good company 
as may be. And eheer up, cheer up, think of the locksmith’s 
daughter with a stout heart, and you shall win her yet.” 

Joe shook his head; but there was something so cheery in 
the buoyant hopeful manner of his speech, that his spirits 
rose under its influence, and communicated as it would seem 
some new impulse even to the grey mare, who, breaking from 
her sober amble into a gentle trot, emulated the pace of 
Edward Chester’s horse, and appeared to flatter herself that 

e was doing his very best. ; 

Tt was a fine dry night, and the light of a young moon, 
which was then just rising, shed around that peace and 
tranquillity which gives to evening time its most delicious . 
charm. The lengthened shadows of the trees, softened as if 
reflected in still water, threw their carpet on the path the 
travellers pursued, and the light wind stirred yet more softly 
than before, as though it were soothing Nature in her sleep.. 
By little and little they ceased talking, and rode on side by 
side in a pleasant silerice. r 

“The Maypole lights are brilliant to-night,” said Edward, 
as they rode along the lane from which, while the intervening 
trees were bare of leaves, that hostelry was Wisible, 

‘Brilliant indeed, Sir,’’ returned Joe, rising in his stirrups . 
to get a better view. ‘‘Lights in the large room, and a fire 
glimmering in the best bed-chamber? Why, what company 
can this be for, I wonder!”’ ‘ 2 


“Some benighted horseman - wending towards ‘London, 
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and deterred from going on to-night by the marvellous tales 
of my friend the highwayman, I suppose,” said. Edward. 

“He must be a horseman of good quality to heye such 
accommodations. Your bed too, Sir—!” 

“No matter, Joe. Any other room will do for me. But 
eome—there’s nine striking. We may push on.” as 

They cantered forward at as brisk a pace as Joe’s charger 
eould attain, and presently stopped in the little copse where 
he had left her in the morning. Edward dismounted, gave: 
his bridle to his companion, and walked with a light step 
towards the house. ; 

A female servant was waiting at a side gate in the garden- 
wall, and admitted him without delay. He hurried along 
the terrace-walk, and darted up a flight of broad steps 
leading into an old and gloomy hall, whose walls were 
ornamented with rusty suits of armour, antlers, weapons of 
the chase, and such-like garniture. Here he paused, but not 
tong; for as he looked round, as if expecting the attendant 
to have followed, and wondering she had not done so, a 
| lovely girl appeared, whose dark hair next moment. rested on 
his breast. Almost at the same instant a heavy hand was 
Jaid upon her arm, Edward felt himself thrust away, and Mr. 
Haredale stood between them. 

We regarded the young man sternly without removing his 
hat; with one hand clasped his niece, and with the other, in - 
which he held his riding-whip, motioned him towards the 
door. The young man drew himself up. and returned his gaze. 

“This is well done of you, Sir, to corrupt my seryants,, 
end enter my house unbidden and in secret, like a thief!"’ said 
Mr. Haredale,. “‘ Leave it, Sir, | and return no more.” 

“Miss Haredale’s presence,’ returned the young man, 
“and your relationship to her, give you a license which, if 
you are a brave man, you will not abuse. You have com~ 
pelled me to this course, and the fault is yours—not mine.’ 

‘““Tt is neither generous, nor honourable, nor the act of a 
true man, Sir,” retorted the other, ‘‘to tamper with the 
affections of a weak, trusting girl, while you shrink, in your. 
| unworthiness, from her guardian and protector, and ‘dare not 
meet the light of day. More than this I will not say to you, 
save that I forbid you this house, and require you to be 

one. $ ‘ 

“Tt is neither generous, nor honourable, nor the act of a 
true man to play the spy,” said Edward. ‘‘ Your words imply 
dishonour, and I reject them with the scorn they merit.” _, 

“You will find,” said Mr. Haredale, calmly, “‘your trusty ~ 
oe in waiting at the gate by which you entered. 

have played no spy’s part, Sir. I. chanced to see you pass 
the gate, and followed. You might have heard me knocking - 
_ for admission, had you been less swift of foot, or lingered. in, 

the garden. Please to withdraw. Your presence here is 
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offensive to me and distressful to my niece.” \ As he said these 
words, he passed his arm about the waist of the terrified and 
weeping girl, and drew her closer to him; and though the 
habitual severity of his manner was scarcely changed, there 
was yet apparent in the action an air of kindness and 
sympathy for her distress. : 

“Mr. Haredale,” said Edward, “your arm encircles her 
on whom I have set my every hope and thought, and to 
purchase one minute’s happiness for whom I would gladly 
lay down my life; this house is the casket that holds the 
precious jewel of my existence. Your niece has plighted her 
faith to me, and I have plighted mine to her. What have I 
done that you should hold me in this light esteem, and give 
me these discourteous words?”’ 

“You have done that, Sir,” answered Mr. Haredale, “which 
must be undone. ‘You have tied a lover’s-knot here which 
must be cut asunder. Take good heed of what Isay. Must. 
I cancel the bond between ye. I reject you, and all of your 
kith and kin—all the false, hollow, heartless stock.” 

‘High words, Sir,” said Edward scornfully. 

“Words of purpose and meaning, as you will find,” replied 
the other. ‘‘Lay them to heart.” 

“Lay you then, these,” said Edward. “Your cold and 
sullen temper, which chills every breast about you, which 
turns affection into fear, and changes duty into dread, has 
forced us on this secret course, repugnant to our nature and 
our wish, and far more foreign, Sir, to us than you. I am 
not a false, a hollow, or a heartless man; the character is 
yours, who poorly venture on these injurious terms, against 
the truth, and under the shelter whereof I reminded you 
just now. You shall not cancel the bond between us. I 
will not abandon this pursuit. I rely upon your niece’s 
truth and honour, and set your influence at naught. E 
leave -her with a confidence in her pure faith, which you will 
never weaken, and with no concern but that I do not leave 
her in some gentler care.” 

With that, he pressed her cold hand to his lips, and onee 
more encountering and returning Mr. Haredale’s steady look, 
withdrew. 

A few words to Joe as he mounted his horse sufficiently 
explained what had passed, and renewed all that young 
gentleman’s despondency with tenfold aggravation. They 
rode back to the Maypole without exchanging a syllabic, 
and arrived at the door with heavy hearts. 

Old John, who had peeped from behind the red curtain 
as they rode up shouting for Hugh, was out directly, and 
said with great importance as he held the young man’s stirrup, 
. “He’s comfortable in bed—the best bed, A thorougts 
gentleman; the smilingest, affablest gentleman I ever had 
to do with,” ' . 


BARNABY RUDGE 107 


™Who, Willet?*’ said Edward carelessly, as he dismounted. 

“Your worthy father, Sir,” replied John.  “ Your 
honourable, venerable father.” | 

“What does he mean?” said Edward, leaking writ a 
mixture of alarm and doubt at Joe. 

“What do you mean?” said Joe. ‘Don’t you see Mr. 
Edward doesn’t understand, father?” 

“Why, didn’t you know of it, Sir?” said John, opening bis 
eyes wide. “How very singular! Bless you, he’s been here 
ever since noon to-day, and Mr. Haredale has been having a 
long talk with him, and hasn’t been gone an hour.” 

“My father, Willet!” 

“Yes, Sir, he told me so—a handsome, slim upright gentle- 
man, in green- and-gold. In your old room up yonder, ‘Sir. 
No doubt you can go in, Sir,” said John, walking backwards 
into the road and looking up at the window. “He hasn't 
put out his candles yet, I see.” 

Edward glanced at the window also, and hastily murmuring 
that he had changed his mind—forgotten something—and 
must return to London mounted his horse again and rode 
away; leaving the Willets, father and son, looking at each 
other in mute astonishment. 


CHAPTER THE FIFTEENTH 

Ar noon next day, John Willet’s guest sat lingering over his 
breakfast in his own home, surrounded by a variety of 
comforts, which left the Maypole’s highest flight and utmost 
stretch of accommodation ‘at an’ infinite distance behind, 
and suggested comparisons very much to the disadvantage 
and disfavour of that venerable tavern. 

In the broad old-fashioned window-seat—as capacious 
as Many modern sofas, and cushioned to serve the purpose 
of a luxurious settee—in the broad old-fashioned window 
seat of a roomy chamber, Mr. Chester lounged, very much 
at his ease, over a well-furnished breakfast- table. He had 
exchanged his riding-coat. for a handsome morning-gown, 
his boots for slippers; had been at great pains to atone for 
the having been obliged to make his toilet when he rose 
without the aid of dressing-case and tiring equipage; and, 
having gradually forgotten through these means the dis- 
comforts of an indifferent night and an early ride, was in a 
state of perfect complacency, indolence, and satisfaction. 

The situation in which he found himself, indeed, was 
particularly favourable to the growth of these feelings; for, 
not to mention the lazy influence of a late and lonely break- 
fast, with the additional sedative of a newspaper, there was 
an air of repose about his place of residence peculiar to itself, 
_ and which hangs about it, even in these times, whem it is 

more bustling and busy than it was in days of yore, 
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There are, still. worse places than the Témple, on a sultry — 


day, for basking in the sun, or resting idly in the shade, 
There is yet a drowsiness in its courts, and a dreamy dulness 
in its trees and gardens; those who pace its lanes and squares 
may yet hear the echoes of their footsteps on the sounding 
stones, and read upon its gates, in passing from the tumult 
of the Strand or Fleet Street, ‘‘ Who enters here leaves noise 
behind.” There is still the plash of falling water in fair 
fountain Court, and there are yet nooks and corners where 
dun-haunted students may look down from their dusty 
garrets, on a vagrant ray of sunlight patching the shade of 
the tall houses, and seldom troubled to reflect a passing 
stranger’s form. There is yet, in the Temple, something of 
a clerkly monkish atmosphere, which public offices of law 
have not disturbed, and even legal firms have failed to seare 
away. In summer time, its pumps suggest to thirsty idlers, 
springs cooler, and more sparkling, and deeper than other 
wells; and as they trace the spillings of full pitchers on the 
heated ground, they snuff the freshness, and, sighing, cast 
sad looks towards the Thames, and think of baths and boats, 
and saunter on, despondent. 

It was in a room in Paper Buildings—a row of goodly 
tenements, shaded in front by ancient trees, and looking, 
at the back, upon the Temple Gardens—that this, our idler, 
lounged; now taking wp again the paper he had laid down a 
hundred times; now trifling with the fragments of his meal; 
now pulling forth his golden toothpick, and glancing leisurely 
about the room, or out at window into the trim garden walks, 
where a few early loiterers were already pacing to and fro, 
Gere a pair of lovers met to quarrel and make up; there a 
dark-eyed nursery-maid had better eyes for Templars than 
her charge; on this hand an ancient spinster, with her lap= 
dog in a string, regarded both enormities with scornful 
sidelong looks; on that a weazen old gentleman, ogling the 
nursery-maid, looked with like scorn upon the spinster, and 
wondered she didn’t know she was no longer young. Apart 
from all these, on the river’s margin two or three couple 
of business-talkers walked slowly up and down in earnest 
conversation; and one young man sat thoughtfully on a 
bench, alone. : 

“Ned is amazingly patient!” said Mr. Chester, glancing at 
this last-named person as he set down his teacup and plied 
the golden toothpick, “immensely patient! He was sitting 
yonder when I began to dress, and has scarcely changed his 
posture since. A most eccentric: dog!” 


Ashe spoke, the figure rose, and came towards him with 


a-rapid pace, - 5 
“Really, as if he had heard me,” said the father, resuming 
his newspaper with a yawn, ‘‘Dear Ned!” - — ‘ : 
Presently the room-door opened, and the young man 
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entered o whom his father gently waved his hand, and 

“Are you at leisure for a little conversation, Sir?” said 
Edward. ‘ sat } soe 

“Surely, Ned. I am always at leisure. You know my 
constitution.—Have you breakfasted?”” nee 

“Three hours ago.’ 

“What a very. early dog!” cried his, father, contemplating 
him from behind the toothpick, with a languid smile. - 

“The truth is,” said Edward, bringing a chair forward, 
and-seating himself. near the table, “that I slept but ill last 
night,.and was glad to rise. The cause of my uneasiness 
cannot but be known to you, Sir; and it is upon that L wish 
to speak.” 

“My dear boy,” returned his father, “confide in me, I 
beg, But you know my constitution—don’t be prosy, Ned.” 
. “T will be plain, and brief,” said Edward, 

. “Don’t say you will, my good fellow,” returned his father, 
crossing his legs, ‘‘or you certainly will not. You are going 
to tell me——” 

“Plainly this, then,” said the son, with an air of great 
concern, “that I know where you were last night—from 
being on the spot, indeed—and whom you saw, and what 
your purpose was.” 

“You don’t say so!’”’ cried his father. ‘I am delighted 
to hear it. It saves us, the worry, and terrible wear and 
tear of a long explanation, and is a great relief for both. 
At the very house! Why didn’t you come up? I should 
have been charmed to see you.’ 

“I knew that what I had to say would be better said after 
a night's refiection, when both of us were cool,” returned the 
son. 

“Fore Gad, Ned, ”* rejoined the father, “I was cool enough 
last night. . That detestable Maypole! By some infernal 
contrivance of the builder, it holds the wind, and keeps it 
fresh, You remember the sharp east wind that blew~so 
hard five weeks ago? I give you my honour it was rampant 


| . in that old house last night, though. out of doors there was a 


dead calm. But you were saying : 

“T was about to say, Heaven knows how seriously and 
earnestly, that you have made me wretched, Sir. Will you 
hear me gravely for a moment ?’’ 

“My dear Ned,” said his father, “I will hear you with the 
patience of an anchorite. Oblige me with the milk.” 

- “I saw Miss Haredale last night,” Edward resumed, when 
he had complied with this request; ‘her uncle, in her presence, 
immediately after your interview, and, as of course I know, ; 
in.consequence of it, forbade me the house, and, with cireum- 
stances of indignity. which are of. your creation r ‘am sure, 
commanded me to leave it on the instant.” gishel < 


re 
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“Ror his manner of doing so, I give you my honour, Ned,’ 
I am not accountable,” said his father. ‘That you must 
excuse. He is a mere boor, a log, a brute, with no address 
in life.—Positively a fly in the jug. The first I have seen 
this year.” ; 

Edward rose, and paced the room. His imperturbable 
parent sipped his tea. 

“Father,” said the young man, stopping at length before 

him, “we must not trifle-in this matter. We must not 
deceive each other, or ourselves. Let me pursue the manly, 
open part I wish to take, and do not repel me by this unkind 
indifference.” 
- “Whether I am indifferent or no,’? returned the other, “I 
leave you, my dear boy, to judge. A ride of twenty-five or 
thirty miles, through miry roads—a Maypole dmner—a 
téte-a-téte with Haredale, which, vanity apart, was quite a 
Valentine and Orson ‘business—a Maypole bed—a Maypole 
landlord, and a Maypole retinue of idiots and centaurs;— 
whether the voluntary endurance of these things looks like 
indifference, dear Ned, or like the excessive anxiety, and’ 
devotion, and all that sort of thing, of a parent, you shall 
determine for yourself.” 

“I wish you to consider, Sir,” said Edward, “in what a 
cruel situation I am placed. Loving Miss Haredale as | do ——” 

“My dear fellow,” interrupted his father with a ecom- 
passionate smile, ‘‘you do nothing of the kind. You don’t 
know anything about it. There’s no such thing, I assure you. 
Now, do take my word for it. You have good sense, Ned,— 
great good sense. I wonder you should be guilty of such 
amazing absurdities. You really surprise me.” 

“T repeat,” said his son firmly, “that I-love her. You 
have interposed to part us, and have, to the extent I have 
fust now told you of, succeeded. May I induce you, Sir, in 
time to think more favourably of our attachment, or is it 
your intention and your fixed design to hold us asunder if 
you can?”’ * 

“My dear Ned,” returned his father, taking a pinch of 
snuff and pushing his box towards him, “‘that is my purpose 
most undoubtedly.” 

“The time that has elapsed,’ rejoined his son, “‘sinee I 
began to know her worth, has flown in such ‘a dream that 
until now I have hardly once paused to reflect upon my true 
position. What is it? From my childhood I have been 
accustomed to luxury and idleness, and have been bred as 
though my fortune were large, and my expectations almost 
without a limit. The idea of wealth has been familiarised 
to me from my cradle. J have been taught to look upon those 
means, by which men raise themselves to riches and distine- 
tion; as being beyond my heeding, and beneath my care, 
I have been, as the phrase is, liberally educated, and am fig 
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for nothing; I find myself at last: wholly dependent. upon 
you, with no.resource but in your favour. In this momentous 
question of my life we do not, and-it would seem we never 
ean, agree. 1 have shrunk instinctively alike from those 
to whom you have: urged me to pay court, and from the 
motives of interest and gain which have rendered them in 
your eyes visible objects for my suit. If there never has 
been thus much plain-speaking between us before, Sir, the 
fault has not been mine, indeed. If I seem to speak. too 
plainly now, it is, believe me, father, im the hope that, there 
may be a franker spirit, a worthier reliance, and a kinder 
confidence between. us in time to come.” ; 

“My good fellow,” said his smiling father, ‘tyou quite 
affect me. Go on, my good Edward, I beg. But remember 
your promise. There is great earnestness, vast. eandour, 
a manifest. sincerity in all you say, but I fear I observe the 
faintest. indications of a tendency to prose.” 

““T am very sorry, Sir.” y 

“IT am very sorry too, Ned, but you know that E cannot 
fix my mind for any long period upon one subject... If youll 
come to the point at once, I'll imagine all that ought to go 
before, and conclude it said. Oblige me with the milk again. 
Listening invariably makes me feverish.” 

“What I would sey then, tends to this,” said Edward. 
*“T cannot bear this absolute dependence, Sir, even upon you. 
Time has been lost and opportunity thrown away, but I 
am yet a young man, and may retrieve it. Will you give 
me. the means of devoting such abilities and energies as I 
possess, to some worthy pursuit? Will you let. me try to 
make for myself an honourable path in life? For any term 
you please to name—say for five years if you will—I will 
pledge myself to move no further im the matter of our 
difference without your full concurrence. During that. period, 
I will endeavour earnestly and patiently, if ever man did, to 
oper some prospect for myself, and free you from. the burden 
you fear I should become if I married one whose worth and 
beauty are her chief endowments. Will you do this, Sir? 
At the expiration of the term we agree upon, let. us discuss 
this subject again. Till then, unless it, is revived by you, 
let. it never be renewed between us.” 

“My dear Ned,” returned his father, laying down the 
newspaper at which he had been glancing carelessly, and 
throwing himself back in the window-seat, ‘‘I believe you 
know how very much I dislike what are called family affairs, 
which are only fit for plebeian Christmas Days, and have 
no manner of business with people of our condition... But 
as you are proceeding upon a mistake, Ned—altogether upon 
a mistake—I will conquer my. repugnance to entering on such 
matters, and give you a perfectly plain and candid. answer, 
if you will do me the favour to-shut the. door.” =) «> 
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' Edward having obeyed him, he took an elegant little knife 
from his pocket, and paring his nails, continued: ‘ 
’ “¥ou have to thank me, Ned, for being of good family; 
for your mother, charming person as she was, and almost 
broken-hearted, and so forth, as she left me, when she was 
prematurely compelled to become immortal—had nothing to 
boast of in that respect.” : 

“Her father was at least an eminent lawyer, Sir,” said 
Edward. 

“Quite right, Ned; perfectly so. He stood high at the 
bar, had a great name and great wealth, but having risen 
from nothing—I have always closed: my eyes to the cireum- 
stance and steadily resisted its contemplation, but I fear his 
father dealt in pork, and that his business did once involve 
cow-heel and sausages—he wished to marry his daughter 
into a good family. He had his heart’s desire, Ned. 
‘was a younger son’s younger son, and I married her. We 
each had our object, and gained it. She stepped at once into 
the politest and best circles, and I stepped into a fortune 
which I assure you was very necessary to my comfort— 
quite indispensable. Now, my good fellow, that fortune is 
among the things that have been. It is gone, Ned, and has 
been gone—how old are you? | I always forget.” 

“Seven-and-twenty, Sir.” 

“Are you indeed?” cried his father, raising his eyelids in 
a languishing surprise. ‘‘So much! Then I should say, 
Ned, that as nearly as I remember, its skirts vanished from 
human knowledge, about eighteen or nineteen years ago. 
It was about that time when i came to live in these chambers 
(once your grandfather’s, and bequeathed by that extremely 
respectable person to me), and commenced to live upon an 
inconsiderable annuity and my past reputation.” 

“You are jesting with me, Sir.” said Edward. 

“Not in the slightest degree, I assure you,” returned his 
father with great\composure. ‘These family topics are so 
extremely dry, that I am sorry to say they don’t admit of 
any such relief. It is for that reason, and because they 
have an appearance of business, that I dislike them so very 
much. Well! You know the rest. A son, Ned, unless he 
is old enough to be a companion—that is to say, unless he is 
some two or three and twenty—is not the kind of thing to 
have about one. He is a restraint upon his father, his father 
is a restraint upon him, and they make each other mutually 
uncomfortable. Therefore, until within the last four years 
cr so—I have a poor memory for dates, and if I mistake, you 
~will correct me in your owa mind—you pursued your studies 
at a distance, and picked up a great variety of accomplish- 
ments. - Occasionally we passed a week or two together 
here; and disconcerted each other as only such near relations 
can, At last you came home.--I’ candidly tell’ you, my 
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dear boy, that if vou had been awkward and overgrown, 
I should have exported you to some distant part of the world,” 
. “T-wish with all my soul you had, Sir,” said Edward. 

“No you don’t, Ned,” rejoined his father cooliy; ** you are 
i mistaken, Tassure you. {found you a handsome, prepossess- 
ing, elegant fellow, and I threw you into the society I can 
still command. Having done that, my dear fellow, I consider 
that I have provided for you. in life, and rely on your doing 
something to provide for me in return.” 

“T do not understand your meaning, Sir.” 

“My meaning, Ned, is obvious—I observe another fly i in the 
cream-jug, but have the goodness not to take it- out as hina 
did the first, for their walk when their legs: are milixy, is 
extremely ungraceful and disagreeable—my meaning is, that 
you must do as I did; that you must marry well and make 
the most of yourself.” 

‘*A mere fortune-hunter!”’ cried the son, indignantly. 

“What in the devil’s name, Ned, would you be!” returned 
the father. * All men are fortune-hunters, are they not? 
The law, the church, the court, the eamp—sce how they are 
all crowded with fortune-hunters, jostling each other in the 
pursuit. The stock-exchange, the pulpit, the counting-house, 
the royal drawing-room, the senate—what but fortune- 
hunters are they filled with? A fortune-hunter! Yes. You 
are one; and you would be nothing else, my dear Ned, if you 
were the greatest courtier, lawyer, legislator, prelate, or 
merchant, in existence. If you are squeamish and moral, 
Ned, console yourself with the reflection that at the worst 
your fortune-hunting ean make but one person miserable or 
unhappy. How many people do you suppose these other 
kinds of huntsmen crush in following their sport—hundreds 
ata step? Or thousands?” 

The young man leant his head upon his hand, and made no 
answer. 

“T am quite charmed,” said the father rising, and walking 
slowly to and fro—stopping now and then to glance at himself 
in @ mirror, or survey a picture through his glass, with the air 
of a connoisseur, ‘“‘that we have had - this conversation, Ned, 
unpromising as it was. It establishes a confidence between 
us which is quite delightful, and was certainly necessary, 
though how you can ever have mistaken our position and 
designs, I confess I cannot understand. I conceived, until I 
found your fancy for this girl, that all these points were 
tacitly agreed upon between us.’ 
~ “*T knew you were embarrassed, Sir,” returned the son, 
raising his head for a moment, and then falling into his 
former attitude, “‘but I had no idea we were the beggared 
wretches you describe. How could I suppose it, bred as I 
have been; witnessing the life you have pel fe Ted; and + 
e@ppearance you have always-made?” = - 
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“My dear child,” said the father—‘‘for you really talk so 
like a child that TF must call you one—you were bred upon a 
careful principle; the very manner of your education, I 
assure you, maintained my eredit surprisingly. As to the 
life E lead, I must lead it, Ned. I must. have these little 
refinements about me. I have always been used to them and 
I cannot exist without them. They must surround. me, you 
observe, and. therefore they are here. With regard to our 
circumstances, Ned, you may set your mind at rest. upom that 
score. They are desperate. Your own appearance is: by no 
means despicable, and our joint packet-money alone devours 
our income. That’s the truth.” 

“Why have I never known this before? Why have you 
encouraged. me, Sir, to an expenditure and mode of life to 
which we have no right or title?” 

“My good fellow,” returned his father more compassion- 
ately than ever, ‘if you made no appearance how could you 
possibly sueceed in the pursuit for which I destined you? 
As to our mode of life, every man has a right to live in the best 
way he can; and to make himself as comfortable as he ean, 
or he is an unnatural scoundrel. Our debts, E grant, are very 
great, and therefore it the more behoves you, as a young man 
of principle and honeur, to pay them off as speedily as 
possible.” 

“The villain’s part,” muttered. Edward, “that I have 
unconsciously played! I to win the heart of Emma Haredale! 
I would, for her sake,. I had died first!’ 

“T am glad you see, Ned,” returned his father, “how 
perfectly self-evident it. is, that nothing can be done in that 
quarter. But apart from this, and the necessity of your 
speedily bestowing yourself in another (as you know you 
could to-morrow, if you chose), I wish you’d look upon it 
pleasantly. In. a religious point of view alone, how eould 
you ever think of uniting yourself to a Catholic, unless she 
was amazingly rich? You who ought to beso very Protestant, 
coming of such a ‘Protestant family as you do. Let us be 
moral, Ned, or we are nothing. Even if one could set, that 
objection aside, which is impossible, we come to. another 
which is quite conclusive. The very idea of marrying a girl 
whose father was killed, like meat! Good God, Ned, how 
disagreeable! Consider the impossibility of haying any 
respect for your father-in-law under such unpleasant eireum- 
stances—think of his having been ‘viewed’ by jurors, and 
‘sat upon’ by coroners, and of his very doubtful position in 
the family ever afterwards. It seems to me such an in< 
delicate sort of thing that.I really think the girl ought to. have 
been put to death by the State to prevent its happening, 
But I tease you perhaps. You would rather be alone? My 
dear Ned, most willingly. God bless you, I shall be going 
“wut presently, but we shall meet. to-night, or if not to-night, 
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certainly to-morrow. ‘Take care of yourself in the meantime, 
for both our sakes. You are a person of great consequence 
to me, Ned—of vast consequence indeed. God bless you!?’ 
With these words, the father, who had been arranging his 
eravat in the glass, while he uttered them in a disconnected 
careless manner, withdrew, humming a tune as he went. 
The son, who had appeared so lost in thought as not to hear 
or understand them, remained quite still and silent. After 
the lapse of half an hour or so, the elder'Chester, gaily dressed, 
went out. The younger still sat with his head resting on his 
hands, in what appeared to be a kind of stupor. : 


CHAPTER THE SIXTEENTH 
A series of pictures representing the streets of London in 
the night, even at the comparatively recent date of this tale, 
would present to the eye something so very different in 
character from the reality which is witnessed in these. times, 
that it would be difficult for the beholder to recognise his most 
familiar walks in the altered aspect of little more than half 
a century ago. - : 
They were, one and all, from the broadest and best to the 
narrowest and least frequented, very dark. ‘The oil and 
eotten jamps, though regularly trimmed twice or thrice in 
the long winter nights, burnt feebly at the best; and at a late 
hour, when they were unassisted by the lamps and candles 
fn the shops, cast but a narrow track of doubtful light upon 
the footway, leaving the projecting doors and house-fronts 
fn the deepest gloom. Many of the courts and lanes were left 
in total darkness; those of the meaner sort, where one glim- 
mering light twinkled for a score of houses, being favoured 
fn no slight degree. Even in these places, the inhabitants 
had often good reason for extinguishing their lamp as seon 
as it was lighted; and the watch being utterly inefficient and 
powerless to prevent them, they did so at their pleasure. 
Thus, in the lightest thoroughfares, there was at every turn 
some obscure and dangerous spot whither a thief might fly 
for shelter, and few would care to follow; and the city being 
belted round by fields, green lanes, waste. grounds, and lonely 
roads, dividing it at that time from the suburbs that have 
joined it since, escape, even where the pursuit was bot, was 
rendered easy. 
. It is no wonder that with these favouring circumstances in 
foll and constant operation, street robberies, often accem- 
panied by cruel wounds, and not infrequontly by loss of life, 
should have been of nightly occurrence in the very heart of 
London, or that quiet folks should have had great dread of 
traversing its streets after the shops were closed. It was not 
unusual for those who wended home alone at midnight, to 
_keep the middle ofthe road, the better to guard against 
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surprise from lurking footpads; few would venture to repair. 
at a late hour to Kentish Town or Hampstead, or even ta 
Kensington or Chelsea, unarmed and unattended; while he 
who had been loudest and most valiant at the supper-table or 
the tavern, and had but a mile or so to go, was glad to fee a 
link-boy to escort him home. , 

There were many other characteristics—not quite so 
disagreeable—about the thoroughfares of London then, with 
which they had been long familiar. Some of the shops, 
especially to the eastward of Temple Bar, still adhered to the 
old practice of hanging out a sign; and the creaking and 
swinging of these boards in their iron frames on windy nights, 
formed a strange and mournful concert for the ears of those 
who lay awake in bed or hurried through the streets. Tong 
stands of hackney-chairs and groups of chairmen, compare: 
with whom the coachmen of our day are gentle and polite, 
obstructed the way and filled the air with clamour; night- 
cellars, indicated by a little stream of light crossing the 
pavement, and stretching out half-way into the road, and by 
the. stifled roar of voices from below, yawned for the’ re- 
ception and entertainment of the most abandoned of both 
sexes; under every shed and bulk small groups of link-boys 
gamed away the earnings of the day; or one more weary than 
the rest gave way to sleep, and let the fragment of his torch 
fall hissing op the puddled ground. suf 

Then there was the watch with staff and lanthorn erying 
the hour, and the kind of weather; and those who woke up at 
his voice and turned them round in bed, were glad to hear it 
rained, or snowed, or blew, or froze, for very comfort’s sake. 
The solitary passenger was stariled by the chairmen’s cry of 
“By your leave there!” as two came trotting past him with 
their empty vehicle—carried backwards to show its being 
disengaged—and hurried to the nearest stand. Many a 
private chair too, inclosing some fine lady, monstrously hooped 
and furbelowed, and preceded. by running-footmen. bearing 
flambeaux—for which extinguishers are yet suspended before 
the doors of a few houses cf ihe better sort—made the way, 
gay and light as it danced along, and darker and more dismal 
when it had passed. It was not unusual for these running 
gentry, who carried it with a very. high hand, to quarrel 
in the servants’ hall while waiting for their masters and 
mistresses; and, falling to blows either there or in the strect 
without, to strew the place of skirmish with hair-powder, 
fragments of bag-wigs, and scattered nosegays. ms bap, I 
vice which ran so high among all classes, (the fashion being 
of course set by the upper), was generally the cause of these 
disputes; for cards and dice were as openly used, and worked 
as much mischief, and yielded as much excitement below 
stairs, as above. While incidents like these, arising out of 


drums and masquerades and parties at quadrille, were passing 
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at the West Kind of the town, heavy stage-coaches and scarce 
heavier waggons were lumbering slowly towards the City, the 
coachmen, guard, and passengers, armed to the teeth, and 
the coach—a day or so, perhaps behind its time, but that was 
nothing—despoiled by highwaymen ; who made oo scruple to: 
attack, alone and single-handed, a whole caravan of goods and 
Men, and sometimes shot a passenger or two and were some- 
times shot themselves, just as the case might be. On the 
morrow, rumours of this new act of daring on the road yielded 
matter for a few hours’ conversation through the town, and 
@ Public Progress of some fine gentleman (half drunk) to 
Tyburn, dressed in the newest fashion and damning the 
Ordinary with unspeakable gallantry and grace, furnished 
to the populace at once a pleasant excitement und a whole- 
some and profound example. f 
Among all the dangerous characters who, in such a state 
of society, prowled and skulked in the metropolis at night, 
there was one man from whom many as uncouth and fierce as 
he shrank with an involuntary dread. : Who he was, or whence: 
he came, was a question often asked, but which none could 
answer. His name was unknown, he had aever been seen 
until within eighi days or thereabouts, and was equally a 
stranger to the old ruffians, upon whose haunts he ventured 
fearlessly, as to the young. He could be no spy, for he never. 
removed his slouched hat to look about him, entered into’ 
conversation with no man, heeded nothing that passed, 
listened to no discourse, regarded nobody that came or went. 
But so surely as the dead of night set in, so surely this man’ 
was in the midst of the loose concourse in the night-cellar’ 
where outcasts of every grade resorted; and there he sat 
till morning. : 
- He was not only a spectre at their licentious feasts; a 
something in the midst of their revelry and riot that chilled 
and haunted them; but out of doors he was the same.- 
Directly it was dark, he was abroad—never in company with 
any one, but always alone; never lingering or loitering but 
always walking swiftly: and looking (so they said who had 
scen him) over his shoulder from time to time, and as he did 
so quickening his pace. In the fields, the lanes, the roads, in 
all quarters of the town—east. west, north, and’ south— 
that man was'seen gliding on, like ashadow. He was always 
hurrying away. Those who encountered him, saw him steal 
past, caught sight of the backward glance, and so lost him in 
the darkness. ‘ 3 F 
This constant restlessness, and flitting to and fro, gave rise: 
to strange stories. He was seen in such distant and remoic 
places, at times so nearly tallying with each other, that some 
doubted whether there were not two of them, cr more—some 
whether he had not unearthly: means of travelling from spot 
to spot.” The footpad hiding: in a ditch had marked him, 
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passing like a ghost along its brink; the vagrant had met him 
an the dark high-road; the beggar had seen him pause upon 
the: bridge to look down at the water, and then sweep on 
again; they who dealt in bodies with the surgeons could 
mwear he slept in churchyards, and that they had beheld him 
glide away among the tombs on their approach. And as they 
told these stories to each other, one who had laoked about 
him would pull his neighbour by the sleeve, and there he 
would be among them. 

' At last, one man—he was of those whose commerce 
lay among the graves—resolved’ to question this strange 
companion. Next night, when he had eat his poor meal vora- 
ciously (he was accustomed to do that, they had observed, 
as though he had no other in the day), this fellow sat down at 
bis elbow. 

“A black night, master!” 

“It is a black night.” 

“Blacker than last, though that was pitehy too. Didn’t 
i pass you near the turnpike in the Oxford-road?” 

“Tt’s like you may. I don’t know.” 

“Come, come, master,” cried the fellow, urged on by the 
locks of his comrades, and slapping him on the shoulder; 
““be more companionable and communicative. Be more the 
gentleman in this good company. ‘There are tales among us 
that you have sold yourself to the devil, and I know not 
wha’ Bee 

“We all have, have we not?” returned the stranger, 

looking up. “If we were fewer in number, perhaps he would 
give better wages.” 
’ “T¢ goes rather hard with you, indeed,” said the fellow, as 
the stranger disclosed his haggard unwashed face, and torn 
clothes. “‘What of that? Be merry, master. A stave of a 
rearing song now—” 

“Sing you, if you desire to hear one,” replied the other, 
shaking him roughly off; “‘and don’t touch me, if you’re a 
pmident man; I carry arms which go off easily—they have 
done so, before now—and make it dangerous for strangers 
who don’t know the trick of them, to lay hands upon me.” 

*“Do you threaten?” said the fellow. ' 

“Yes,” returned the other, rising and turning upon him, 
and looking fiercely round as if in apprehension of a general 
attack, . 

His voice, and look, and bearing—all expressive of the 
wildest recklessness and desperation—daunted while they 
repelled the bystanders. Although in a very different 
sphere of action now, they were not without much of the 
effect they had wrought at the Maypole Inn. 

“YT am what you all are, and live as you all do,” said the 
man sternly, after a short silence. “I am in hiding here 
like the rest, and if we were surprised would perhaps do my: 
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part with the best of ye. If it’s my humour to be left ts 
myself, let me have it. Otherwise”—and here he swore a 
tremendous oath—“there’l be mischief done in this piace 
there are odds of a score against me,” 

| A low murmur, having its origin perhaps in a dread of the 
man and the mystery that surrounded him, or perhap~ i a 
sincere opinion on the part of some of those present. that 
it would be an inconvenient precedent to meddle too curtcusly 
with a gentleman’s private affairs if he saw reason to conceal 
them, warned the fellow who had oceasioned this discussion 
that he had best pursue it ne further. After a short time the 
strange man lay down upon a bench to sleep, and when they 
thought of him again, they found that he was gone. 

Next night, as soon as it was dark, he was abroad again 
and traversing the streets; he was before the locksmith’s 
house more than once, but the family were out, and it was 
elose shut. This night he crossed London Bridge and passed 
into Southwark. As he glided down a bye street, a woman 
with a little basket on her arm, turned into it at the other end. 
Direetly he observed her, he sought the shelter of an archway, 
and stood aside until she had passed. Then he emerged 
eautiously from his hiding-place, and followed. 

She went into several shops to purchase various kinds of 
household necessaries, and round every place at which she 
stopped he hovered like her evil spirit ; following her when she 
reappeared. It was nigh eleven o "clock, and the passengers 
in the streets were thinning fast, when she turned, doubtless 
to go home. The phantom stil} followed her. 

She turned into the same bye street in which he had seen 
her first, which, being free from shops, and narrow, was 
extremely dark. She quickened her pace here, as though 
distrustful of being stopped, and robbed of such trifling 
property as she carried with her. He crept along on the other 
side of the road. Had she been gifted with the speed of wind, 
it seemed asifhis terrible shadow would have tracked her down. 

At length the widow—for she it was—reached her own door, 
and, panting for breath, paused to take the key from her 
basket. Ina flush and glow, with the haste she had made, and 
the pleasure 0: * being safe at home, she stooped to draw it out, 
when, raising her head, she saw him standing silently besids 
her: the apparition of a dream. 

His hand was on her mouth, but that was needless, for her 
tongue clove to its roof, and her power of utterance was gone. 
a have been looking for you many nights. Is the house 

ty? Answerme. Is any one inside?” ; ; 
‘She could only answer by a rattle in her throat. 

Shake me a sign.” : rr 

‘She seemed to indicate that there was no one thates He 
took the key, unlocked the door, carried Let. in, and secured 
it carefully behind them. 
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CHAPTER THE SEVENTEENTH 49 rey 
Ir was a chilly night, and the fire in the widow’s parlour had 
burnt low. Her strange companion placed her in a chair, and 
stooping down before the half-extinguished ashes, raked.them ~ 
together and fanned them with his hat. From time to time 
he glanced at her over his shoulder, as though to. assure him- 
self of her remaining quiet and making no effort to depart; and * 
that. done, busied himself about the fire again. ‘ 

Tt was not without reason that he took these pains, for his 
dress was dank and drenched with wet, his jaws rattled with 
cold, and he shivered from head to foot. It had rained hard © 
Curing the previous night and for some hours in the morning, 
but since noon it had been fine. _Wheresoever he had. passed 
the hours of darkness, bis condition sufficiently betekened » 
that many of them had been spent beneath the open sky. ~ 
Besmeared with mire; his saturated clothes clinging with a 
damp embrace about his limbs; his beard unshaven, his face 
unwashed, his meagre cheeks worn into deep hollows,—a 
more miserable wretch could hardly be, than this man who - 
now cowered down upon the widow’s hearth, and watched the 
struggling flame with bloodshot eyes. 

She had covered her face with her hands, fearing, as it 
seemed, to look towards him. So they remained for some short 
time in silence. Glancing round again, he asked at length: 

“Ts this your house?” . ; 

“Tt is. Why, in the name of Heaven, do. you darken it?” 

“Give me meat and drink,” he answered sullenly, ‘“‘or I 
dare do more than that. The very marrow in my bones is 
cold, with wet and hunger. I must have warmth and food, 
and J will have them here.” 

““You were the robber on the Chigwell road.” 

“T was.’ 

“And nearly a murderer then.” 

“The will was act wanting. There was one came upon me 
and raised the hue-and-cry, that it would have gone hard 
with, but for his nimbleness. I made a thrust at him.” 

“You thrust your sword at him /”’ eried the widow, looking 
upwards. “You hear this man! You hear and saw!” 

He looked at her, as, with her head thrown back, and her 
hands tight clenched tegether, she uttered these words in an 
agony of appeal. Then, starting to his feet as she had done, 
he advanced towards her. ; , 

“Beware!"’ she cried in a suppressed voice, whose firmness 
stopped him midway. ‘‘Do not so much as touch me with a 
finger, or you are lost; body, and soul, you are lost.” 

“Hear me,” he replied, menacing her with his hand. “I, ~ 
that in the form of a man live the life of a hunted beast; that 
in the body am a spirit a ghost upon the earth, a thing from 
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which all creatures shrink, save those curst beings of another 
world, who will not leave me;—I am, in my desperation of 
this night, past all fear but that of the hell in. which I exist 
from day to day. Give the alarm, ery out, refuse to shelter 
me. I will not hurt you. But I will not be taken alive; and 
#0 surely as you threaten me above your breath, I fall a ‘dead 

- man on this floor. The blood with which F sprinkle it, be on 
you and yours, in the name of the Evil Spirit that tempts men 
to their ruin!”’ 

As he spoke, he took a pistol from his breast, and firmly 
clutched it in his hand. 

“‘Remove this man from me, good Heaven!” cried the 
widow. “In thy grace and mercy, give him one minute’s 
penitence, and strike him dead!”’ . : 

“Yé has no such purpose,” he said, confronting hero) It 
is deaf. Give me to eat and drink, lest I do that it cannot 
help my deing, and will not do for you.” 

“Will you leave me, if [dethus much? Will you leave me 
and return no more?” ; 

“I will promise nothing,” he rejoined, seating himself at 
the table, “nothing but this—I will execute my threat if you 
betray me.” 

She rose at length, and going to a closet or pantry in the 
room, brought out some fragments of cold meat and bread 
and put them on the table. He asked for brandy, and for . 
water. These she produced likewise; and he ate and drank _ 
with the voracity of a famished hound. All the time he was 
so engaged she kept at the uttermost distance of the chamber, 
and sat there shuddering, but with her face towards him. 
She never turned her back upon him once; and although when . 
she passed him (as she was obliged to do in going to and from 
the cupboard) she gathered the skirts of her garment about her, 
as if tts touching his by chance were horrible to think of, 
still, in the midst of all this dread and terror, she kept her 
face directed to his own, and watched his every movement. 

His repast ended—if that can be called one, which was a 
mere ravenous satisfying of the calls of hunger—he moved 
his chair towards the fire again, and warming himself before . 
the blaze which had now sprung brightly up, accosted -her 
once more. 

.“T am an outcast, to whom a roof above his head is often 
an uncommon luxury, and the food a beggar would reject is 
delicate fare. You live here at your ease. Do you live 
alone?”’ i 

“J do not,” she made answer with an effort. 

“Who dwells here: besides?” 

*One—it is no matter who. You had best begabs, or rhe 
may find you here. Why do you linger?” . 

“For warmth,” he replied, spreading out his hands hefore 
the fire. . “For warmth, You are rich, perhaps?” 3 4. . 
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“Very,” she said faintly. ‘Very rich. No doubt 4 am 
very rich.” ‘ 

“At least you are not penniless. You have some money, 
You were making purchases to-night.” ; 

“T have a little left.. It is but a few shillings.” 

“Give me your purse. You had it in your hand at the 
door, Give it to me.” . 

She stepped to the table and laid it down. He reached 
across, took it up, and told the contents into his hand. Ag 
he was counting them, she listened for a moment, and sprang 
towards him, 

“Take what there is, take all, take more if more were there, 
but go before it is too late. I have heard a wayward step 
without, I know full well. It will return directly. Begone.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Do not stop to ask. I will not answer. Much as I 
dread to touch you, I would drag you to the door if I possessed 
the strength, rather than you should lose an instant. Miserable 
wretch! fly from this place.” 

“If there are spies without, I am safer here,” replied the 
man, standing aghast. ‘I will remain here, and will not fly 
till the danger is past.” 

“It is too late!” cried the widow, who:had listened for the 
step, and not to him. “Hark to that foot upon the ground. 
Do you tremble to hear it! It is my son, my idiot son!” 

As she said this wildly, there came a heavy knocking at 
the door. He looked at her, and she at him. 

“Let him come in,” said the man hoarsely. “I fear him 
less than the dark, houseless night. He knocks again. Let 
him come in!” 

“The dread of this hour,” returned the widow, “has been 
upon me all my life, and I will not. Evil will fall upon him, 
if you stand eye to eye. My blighted boy! Oh! all good 
angels who know the truth—hear a poor mother’s prayer, 
and spare my from knowledge of this man!” 

“He rattles at the shutters!” cried the man. *‘He calls 
you. That voice and cry! It was he who grappled with me 
in the road. Was it he?” 

She had sunk down upon her knees, and so knelt down, 
moving her lips, but uttering no sound. As he gazed upon 
her, uncertain what to do or where to turn, the shutters flew 
open. He had barely time to catch a knife from the table, 
sheathe it in the loose sleeve of his coat, hide in the el 
and do all with the lightning’s speed, when Barnaby tap 
at the bare glass, and raised the sash exultingly. 

“Why, who can keep out Grip and me!” he cried, thrust« 
aig in his head, and staring round the room. “Are you 
Es Aperiag! How long you keep us from the fire and 

ts? 


_ She stammered some excuse and tendered him her hand, 
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But Barnaby sprang lightly in without assistance, and putting 
his arms about her neck, kissed her'a hundred times. 

“We have been afield; mother—leaping ditches, scrambling 

through hedges, running down steep banks, up and away, 
and hurryingon, The wind has been blowing, and the rushes 
and young plants bowing and bending to it, lest it should do 
them harm, the cowards—and Grip—ha ha ha!—brave Grip, 
who cares for nothing, and when the wind rolls him over in 
the dust, turns manfully to bite it—Grip, bold Grip, has 
quarreiled with every little bowing twig—thinking, he told 
me, that it mocked hin——and has worried it like a bull-dog. 
Ha ha ha!” 
' The raven, in his little basket at his master’s back, hearing 
this frequent mention of his name in a tone of exultation, 
expressed his sympathy by crowing like a cock and after- 
wards running over his various phrases of speech with such 
rapidity, and in so many varieties of hoarseness, that they 
sounded like the murmurs of a crowd of people. _ 

“He takes such care of me besides!” said Barnaby. “Such 
eare,,mother! He watches all the time I sleep, and when I 
shut my eyes and make-believe to slumber, he practises new 
learning softly; but he keeps his eye on me the while, and 
if he sees me laugh, though never so little, stops directly. 
He won’t surprise me till he’s perfect.” , 

The raven crowed again in a rapturous manner, which 
plainly said, ‘Those are'certainly some of my characteristics, 
and I glory in them.” In the meantime, Barnaby closed the 
window and secured it, and coming to the fireplace, prepared 
to sit down with his face to the closet. But his mother 
prevented this, by hastily taking that side herself, and 
motioning him towards the other. 

“How. pale you are to-night!’ said Barnaby, leaning on 
his stick. ‘‘ We have been eruel, Grip, and made her anxious!”’ 

Anxious in good truth, and sick at heart! The listener held 
the door of his hiding-place open with his hand, and closely 
watched her son. Grip—alive to everything his master 
was unconscious of—had his head out of the basket, and in 
return was watching him intently with his glistening eye. 

“He flaps his wings,” said Barnaby, turning almost quickly 
enough to catch the retreating form and closing door, “as 
if there were strangers here; but Grip is wiser than to fancy 
that. Jump then!” 

Accepting this invitation with a dignity peculiar to himself, 
the bird hopped up on his master’s shoulder, from that to 
his extended hand, and so to the ground. Barnaby un- 
strapping the basket and putting it down in a corner with the 
lid open, Grip’s first care was to shut it down with all possible 
despatch, and then to stand upon it. Believing, no doubt, 
that he had now rendered it utterly impossible, and beyond 
the power of mortal man, to shut him up in it any more, he 
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drew a great many corks in triumph, and uttered a corres 
sponding number of hurrahs. , ast ; 

“Mother!” said Barnaby, laying aside his hat and stick, 
and returning to the chair from which he had risen, “IH 
tell you where we have been to-day, and what we have been 
doing,—shall 1?” i 

She took. his hand in hers, and holding it, nodded t' 
word she could not speak. ‘ 

“You mustn't tell,”.said Barnaby, holding up his finger, 
“for it’s a secret, mind, and only known to me, and Grip, 
and Hugh, We had the dog with us, but he’s not like Grip, 
clever as he is, and doesn’t guess it yet, PU wager.—Why do 
you look behind me so?” j 

“Did I!” she answered faintly. ‘I didn’t know I did. 
Come nearer me.” ; 

“You are frightened!” said Barnaby, changing colour, 
““Mother—you don’t see—” 

“See what?” ‘ 

“There’s—there’s none of this about, is there?”’ he answered 
in a whisper, drawing closer to her and clasping the mark 
upon his wrist. ‘I am afraid there is, somewhere. You 
make my hair stand en end, and my flesh creep. Why do you 
jook like that? Is it in the room as I have seen it in my 
dzeams, dashing the ceiling and-the walls with red? Tellme, 
Is:it?-.- ; ; 
Be fell into a shivering fit as he put the question, and 
shutting out the light with his hands, sat shaking in every 
limb until it had passed away. After a time, he raised hig 
head and looked about him. 

“Ts it gone?” 

“There has been nothing here,” rejoined his mother, 
soothing him. ‘Nothing indeed, dear Barnaby. Look! 
You see there are but you and me.” 

He gazed at her vacantly, and, becoming reassured by 
degrees, burst into a wild Jaugh. 

“But let us see,” he said, thoughtfully. “Were we talking? 
Was it you and me? Where have we been?” Fa 

“Nowhere but here.” 

“Ay, but Hugh, and I,” said Barnaby,—‘ that’s it, May- 
pole Hugh and I, you know, and Grip—we have been lying 
in the forest, and among the trees by the roadside, with a 
dark-lanthorn after night came on, and the dog in a nodse 
ready to slip. him when the man came by.” 

“What man?’ ‘ 

“The robber; him. that the stars winked at. We have 
waited for him after dark these many nights, and we shall 
have him. _1’d know him in a thousand. Mother, see here! 
This is the man. Look!” “a a x4 

He twisted his handkerchief round his head, pulled. his 
bat-upen his brow, wrapped his coat about him, and stood’ 
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up before her: go like the-origina) he counterfeited, that the. 
dark figure peering out behind bina might have passed for 
his own shadow. ~ 

. “Ha ha ha! We shall have him,” he vse tidding him- 
self of the semblance as hastily as he-had assumed iv. “© You 
shall see him, mother, bound hand and foot, and brought to 
London at.a saddie-girth ; and you shall hear of him at Tybura 
Tree if we have luck, So Hugh sayz. You're pale again, 
and trembling. And why do you look behind me so?”* — 

“Tt is nothing,” she answered. “I am oot: quite well. 
Go you to bed, dear, and leave me. here.” 

“To bed!” he answered. ‘‘] don’t like bed. I like to 
lie before the fire, watching the prospects in the burning 
eoals—the rivers, hills, and dells, in the deep, red sunset, 
and the wild faeces. JT am hungry too, and Grip has eaten 
nothing since broad noon. Let us to supper. Grip! To 
supper, lad!” 

The raven flapped his wings, and, croaking his satisfaction, 
hopped to the feet of his master. and there held his bill 
open, ready for snapping up such lumps cf meat as he should 
throw him. Of these he received about a score in rapid 
succession, without the smaliest discomposure. 

“That’s all,” said Barnaby. 

_ “More!” ctied Grip. “‘More!”’ 

But it appearing for a certainty that no more was to be 
had, he retreated with his store; and disgorging the morsels 
one by one from his pouch, hid them ia various corners— 
taking particular care, however, to avoid the closet, as being 
doubtful of the hidden man’s propensities and power of 
resisting temptation. When he had concluded these arrange- 
ments, he took a turn or two across the rocem with an elaborate 
assumption of having nothing on his mind (but with one eye 
hard upon his treasure all the time), and then, and not till 
then, began to drag it out, piece by piece, and eat it with the 
utmost relish. 

Barnaby, for his part, having pressed his mother to eat, in 
vain, made a hearty supper too. Once, during the progress 
of his meal, he wanted more bread from the closet and rose 
to get it. She hurriedly interposed to prevent him, and 
summoning her utmost fortitude, passed into the recess, and 
brought it, out herseif. 

« “Mother,” said Barnaby, looking at her stedfastly as she 
sat down beside him after doing so; ‘tis to-day my birthday?” 

“To-day!” she answered. “Don’t you recollect it was 
but a week or so ago, and that summer, autumn, and winter 
have.to pass before it comes again?” 

“TI remember that it has been so till now,” said Barnaby. 
_ *But I think to-day must be my-birthday too, for all that.” 

She asked him why?:“Vll-tell you why,” he said.: “3 
have always seen you—I didn’t let you know. it,. but: I have 
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on the evening of that day grow very sad. TE have seen’ 
you ery when Grip and I were most glad; and look frightened 
with no reason; and I have touched your hand, and felt that 
it was cold—as it is now. Once, mother (on a birthday 
that was, also) Grip and I thought of this after we went 
up-stairs to bed, and when it was midnight, striking one 
o’clock, we eame down to your door to see if you were well. 
You were on your knees. I forget what it was you said. 
Grip, what was it we heard her say that night?” 

'“Pm a devil!” rejoined the raven promptly. 

“No, no,” said Barnaby. “But you said something in 
prayer; and when you rose and walked about, you looked 
(as you have done ever since, mother, towards night on my 
birthday) just as you do now. I have found that out, you 
see, though I am silly. So I say you’re wrong; and this 
must be my birthday—my birthday, Grip!” 

The bird received this information with a crow of such 
duration as a cock, gifted with intelligence beyond all others 
of his kind, might usher in the longest day with. ‘Then, 
as if he had well considered the sentiment, and regarded it 
as apposite to birthdays, he cried, “Never say die!” a great 
many times, and flapped his wings for emphasis. ; 

The widow tried to make light of Barnaby’s. remark, and 
endeavoured to divert his attention to some new subject; 
too easy a task at all times, as she knew. His supper done, 
Barnaby, regardless of her entreaties, stretched himself on 
the mat before the fire; Grip perched upon his leg, and 
divided his time between dozing in the grateful warmth, 
and endeavouring (as it. presently appeared) to reeall a new 
accomplishment he had been studying all day. 

A long and profound silence ensued, broken only by some 
change of position on the part of Barnaby, whose eyes were 
still wide open and intently fixed upon the fire; or by an effort 
of recollection on the part ef Grip, who would ery in a low 
voice from time to time, “Polly put the ket—”’ and there stop 
short, forgetting the remainder, and go off in a doze again. 

After a long interval, Barnaby’s breathing grew more deep 
and regular, and his eyes were closed. But even then the 
unquiet spirit of the raven interposed. “Polly put the 
ket—” cried Grip, and his master was broad awake again. 

At length Barnaby slept soundly; and the bird with his 
bill sunk upon his: breast, his breast itself puffed out into a 
comfortable alderman-like form, and his bright eye growing 
smaller and smaller, really seemed to be subsiding into a 
state of repose. Now and then he muttered in a 
voice, “Polly put the ket— but very drowsily, and more 
like a drunken man than a reflecting raven. 

The widow, scarcely venturing to breathe, rose from her seat. 
The man glided from the closet, and extinguished the candle, 

‘tle on,’’ cried Grip, suddenly struck with an idea and 
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very much excited. ‘‘—tle on. Hurrah! . Polly put the 
ket-tle on, we'll all have tea; Polly put. the ket-tle on, we'll 
all have tea. Hurrah, hurrah, hurrah! I’m. a devil, ’m 
a devil, I’m a ket-tle on, Keep up your spirits, Never say 
die, Bow wow wow, I’m a devil, I’m a ket-tle, I’m a—Polly 
put the ket-tle on, we'll all have tea.” 

They stood rooted to the ground, as though it had been a 
voice from the grave. 

But even this failed to awaken the sleeper.. He turned 
over towards the fire, his arm fell to the ground, and his 
head drooped heavily upon it. The widow and her unwel- 
eome visitor gazed at him and at each other for a moment, 
and then she motioned him towards the door, 

““Stay,’? he whispered. ‘You teach your son well.” 

“JT have taught him nothing that you heard to-night. 
Depart instantly, or I will rouse him.”’ 

“You are free to do so. Shall J rouse him?” 

“You dare not do that.’’ 

“I dare do anything, I have told you. He knows me well, 
it seems. At least I will know him,’’ 

“Would you kill him in his sleep?” cried the widow, 
throwing herself between them. 

“Woman,’’ he returned between his teeth, as he motioned 
her aside, ‘I would see him nearer, and I will. If you want 
one of us to kill the other, wake him.”’ 

With that he advanced, and bending down over the 
prostrate form, softly turned back the head and looked into 
the face. The light of the fire was upon it, and its every 
lineament was revealed distinctly. He contemplated it for 
a brief space, and hastily uprose. 

“Observe,’’ he whispered, in the widow’s ear; “In him, of 
whose existence I was ignorant until to-night, I have you 
in my power. Be careful how you use me. Be careful how 
you use me. I am destitute and starving, and a wanderer 
upon the earth. I may take a sure and slow revenge,’’ 

“There is some dreadful meaning in your words, I do 
not fathom it.” 

“There is a meaning in them, and I see you fathom it to 
its very depth. You have anticipated it for years; you 
have told me,as much. I leave you to digest it. Do not 
forget my warning.”’ 

He pointed, ashe left her, to the slumbering form, and 
stealthily withdrawing, made his way into the street. She 
fell on her knees beside the sleeper, and remained like one 
stricken into stone, until the tears. which fear had frozen so 
long, came tenderly to her relief. 

Oh Thou,”’ she cried, “who. hast taught me such deep love 
for this one remnant of the promise of a happy life, out of 
whose affliction even perhaps the comfort springs that he is 

ever a relying, loving child to me—never growing old or cold 
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at heart, but needing my care and duty in his manly strength 
+28 in his cradle-time—help him, in his darkened- walk through 
this sad world, or be is doomed, and my poor heart is broken”? 


CHAPTER THE EIGHTEENTH v8 
Guiprna along the silent streets, and holding bis course 
where they were darkest and most gloomy, the man who had 
left the widow's house crossed London Bridge, and arriving 
in the City, plunged into the backways, tanes, and: courts, 
between Cornhill and Smithfield: with no more fixedness of 
urpose than to lose himself among their windings, and 
baile pursuit, if any one were dogging his steps. ; 
It was the dead time of the night, and al] was quiet. Now 
and then a drowsy watchman’s footsteps sounded on the 
pavement, or the lamp-lighter op his rounds went flashing 
past, leaving behind a little trach of smoke mingled with 
glowing morsels of his hot ced link. He hid himself even 
from these partakers of bis lonely walk, and, shrinking in 
some arch or doorway while they passed. issued forth again 
when they were gone and so pursued his solitary way. . 
To be shelterless und alone in the open country, hearing 
the wind moan and watching for day through the whole 
long weary vight: to listen to the falling cain, and crouch for 
warmth beneath the lee of some old barn or rick, or in the 
hollow of a tree; are dismaJ things—but aot so dismal as 
the wandering up and down where shelter is, and beds and 
sleepers are by thousands; a houseless rejected creature. To 
pace the echoing stones from hour to hour, counting the duli 
chimes of the clocks; to watch the lights twinkling in chamber 
windows, to think what happy forgetfulness each house shuts 
in; that here are children coiled together in their beds, Here 
youth, here age, here poverty. liere wealth. all equal in their 
sleep, and al) at crest; to have nothing in common with the 
slumbering world around, not even sleep. Heaven’s gift to 
all its creatures. and be akin to nothing but despair; to feel, 
by the wretched contrast with everything on every hand, 
more utterly alone and cast away than ina trackless desert; 
—this is a kind of suffering, on which the rivers of great cities 
elose full many a time, and which the solitude in crowds alone 
awakens. i 
The miserable man paced np and down the streets—so 
jong, so wearisome, <o like each other—and often cast a~ 
wistful look towards the east, hoping to sée thé first faint 
streaks of day. But obdurate uight had yet possession of 
the sky, and bis disturbed and restless walk found no relief, 
One house in a back street was bright with the cheerful 
glare of lights; there was the sound of music in it too, and 
the tread of dancers, and there were cheerful voices, and 
saany a burst of laughter. To this place—to be near somé 
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sins that was awake and glad—he returned again and again; 
and more than.one of those who left it when the merriment. 
was at its height, felt it a check.upon their mirthful mood 
to see him flitting to and fro like an uneasy ghost. At last 
the guests departed, one and all; and then the house was. 
close shut up, and. became as duli- and silent as the rest. ~~ 
His wanderings brought him at one time to the city jail. 

Instead of hastening from it as a place of ill omen, and one 
he had cause to shun, he sat down on some steps hard by, 
and, resting his ehin upon his hand, gazed upon its rough 
and frowning walls as though even they became a refuge in 
his jaded eyes.. He paced it round and round, came back 
to the same spot, and sat down again. He‘ did this often, 
and once, with a hasty movement; crossed: to where some 
men were. watching in the, prison. lodge, and had his foot 
upon the steps as though determined to accost them. But 
looking round, he saw that the day began to break, and 
failing in his purpose, turned and fied. 
. He was soon in the quarter he had lately traversed, and 
paeing to and fro again as he had done before. He was 
passing down a mean street, when from an alley close at hand 
some shouts of revelry arose, and there came straggling forth 
a dozen madcaps, whooping and calling to each other, who, 
parting noisily, took different ways and dispersed in smaller 
groups. 

Hoping that some low place of entertainment which would 

| afford him a safe refuge might be near at hand, he turned 
into this court when they were all gone, and looked about 
for a half-opened door, or lighted window, or other indication 
of the place whence they had come. It was so profoundly 
dark, however, and so ill-favoured, that he concluded they 
had but turned up there, missing their way, and were pouring 
out again when he observed them. . With this impression, 
and finding there was no outlet but that by. which he had 
entered, he was about to turn, when from a grating near his: 
feet a sudden stream of light appeared, and the sound of 
talking came. He retreated into a doorway to see who 
these talkers were, and to listen to. them. 

The light came to the level of the pavement as he did this, 

and! a man ascended, beating in his hand a torch. This 

|~ figure unlocked and held open the grating as for the passage 
of another, who presently appeared, in the form of a young 
man of small stature and uncommon self-importance, dressed: 
in an obsolete and very gaudy fashion. : 

“Good night, noble captain,” said he with the torch, 

| 4*¥arewell, commander. Good luck, illustrious general!” 

_ In return to these compliments the other bade him hold 

IS his mee sed keep his noise to himself; and laid upon him 

_ Inany injunctions;: with ae Bacay at wi aianones and 

| sternnéess of manner..;. 

| 


| 
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» “Commend me, captain, to the stricken Miggs,”” returned 
the torch-bearer in a lower voice. ‘‘My captain flies at 
higher game than Miggses. Ha, ha, ha! .My captainis an 
eagle, both as respects his eye and soaring wings. My captain 
breaketh hearts as other bachelors break eggs at breakfast.” 

“What a fool you are, Stagg!” said Mr. Tappertit, stepping 
on the pavement of the court, and brushing from hislegs the 
dust he had contracted in his passage upward. 

“His precious limbs!” cried Stagg, clasping one of his 
ankles. “Shall a Miggs aspire to these proportions! No, no, 
my captain. We will inveigle ladies fair, and wed them in 
our secret cavern, We will unite ourselves with blooming 
beauties, captain.” 

“Pli tell you what, my buck,” said Mr. Tappertit, re- 
leasing his leg, ‘*I’ll trouble you not to take liberties, and not 
to broach certain questions unless certain questions are 
broached to you. Speak when you’re spoke to on particular 
subjects, and not otherways. Hold the torch up till I’ve 
got to the end of the court, and then kennel yourself, do 
you hear?”’ 

“T hear you, noble captain.” 

“Obey then,” said Mr. Tappertit haughtily. “Gentiles 
men, lead on!” With which word of command (addressed 
toan imaginary staff or retinue) he folded his arms, and walked 
with surpassing dignity down the court. 

His obsequious follower stood holding the torch above his 
head, and then the observer saw for the first time, from his 
place of concealment, that he was blind. Some involuntary 
motion on his part caught the quick ear of the blind man; 
before he was conscious of having moved an inch towards 
him, for he turned suddenly and cried, “‘ Who’s there?” 

“A man,” said the other, advancing. “A friend.” 

tA stranger!” rejoined the blind man. “Strangers are 
not my friends... What do you do there?” 

“I saw your company come out, and waited here till they 
were gone. I want.a lodging.” 

“A lodging at this time!” returned Stagg, pointing towards 
the dawn as though he saw it. “Do you know the day is 
breaking?” 

“I know it,” rejoined the other, “te my cost, I have 
been traversing this iron-hearted town all night.’ 

“You had better traverse it again,” said the blind manj 
preparing to descend, ‘till you find some lodgings oat 
to your taste, I don’t let any.” 

. “Stay!” cried the other, holding him by the arm, " 

| “Vl beat this light about that hangdog face of yours (for 
hangdog it is, if it answers to your voice), and ‘rouse the 
neighbourhood besides, if you detain me,” said ‘the — 
man. “Let me go. Do you hear?” 

“Do you hear!” returned the other, chinking a iooaklllinds 
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together, and hurriedly. pressing them into his hand. 

of you. I will pay for the shelter you give } ee 
Death! Ts it much to ask of such as you! I have come from 
the eountry, and desire to rest where there are none to question 
me: I am faint, exhausted, worn out, almost dead. Let 
me lie down, like a dog, before your fire. I ask no more than 
that... If you would he rid of me, I will depart to-morrow.” 

“Tfa gentleman has been unfortunate on the road,’*muitered 
Stagg, yielding to the other, who, pressing on him, had already 
gained 2 footing on the steps—‘and can pay for his aecom- 
modation—” 

' “Eowill pay you with all I have. I am just now. past the 
want of food, God knows, and wish but to purchase shelter. 
What companion Je you below?” 

-»‘* None.” 

‘““"Phen fasten your grate there, and show me the way. 
Quick!” 

‘The blind man complied after 3 moment’s hesitation, and 
they descended together. The dialogue had passed as 
hurriedly as the words could be spoken, and they stood in 
his wretched room before he had had time to recover from 
his fizst surprise. 

. “May Isee where that door leads to, and what is beyond?” 

meee “0 man, glancing keenly round,  ‘* You’will not mind 

t 

' “JT will show you myself.. Follow me, or go before. Take 
ur choice.” 

He bade him lead the way, and, by the light of the toreli 
which his conductor held up for the purpose, inspected alk 
three cellars narrowly. Assured that the blind man had 
spoken truth, and that he lived there alone, the visitor 
returned with him to the first, in which a fire was burning, 
and flung himself with a deep groan upon the ground before it. 

His host pursued his usual occupation without seeming to 
heed him any further. But directly he fell asleep—and he 
noted his falling into a slumber, as readily as the’ keenest- 
sighted men could have done—he knelt down beside him, and 


_ passed his hand lightly but carefully over his face and person. 


f 


bs 


His sleep was checkered with starts and moans, and some- 
_ times with a muttered word ortwo. His hands were clenched, 
_ his brow bent, and his mouth firmly set. - All this, the blind 
man aceurately marked; and as if his curiosity were strongly 
awakened, and he had already some inkling of his. mystery, 
he sat watching him, if the expression may be used, and 
listening, until it was broad day. 


“CHAPTER THE NINETEENTH 
Dowty Varven’s pretty little head was yet wewildéied: by. 
oo recollections of the party, and her bright eyes were 
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yet dazzled: by a crowd of images, dancing before: them like - 
motes in the sunbeams, among which the effigy of one partner * 
in particular did especially figure, the same being a young 
coachmaker (a master in his own right) who had given her 
to understand when he handed her into the chair at parting, 
that it was his fixed resolve to neglect his business from that 
time, and die slowly for the love of her—Dolly’s head, and 
eyes, and thoughts, and seven senses, were all in a state of 
flutter and confusion for which the party was accountable, 
although it was now three days old, when, as she was sitting 
listlessly at breakfast, reading all manner of fortunes (that, 
is to say, of marricd and flourishing fortunes) in the grounds 
of her teacup, a step was heard in the workshop, and Mr, ° 
Kdward Chester was descried through the glass deor, standing 
among the rusty locks and keys, like Love among the roses 
—for which apt comparison the historian may by no means 
take any credit to himself, the same being the invention, in 
# sentimental mood, of the chaste and modest Miggs, who, 
beholding him from the doorsteps she was then cleaning, did, 
in her maiden meditation, give utterance to the simile, i 
The locksmith, who happened at the moment to have his 
eyes thrown upward and his head backward, in an intense 
communing with Toby, did not see his visitor, until Mrs, 
Varden, more watchful than the rest, had desired Sim Tapper- 
lit to open the glass door and give him admission—from 
which untoward circumstance the good lady argued (fer she 
could deduce a precious moral from the most trifling event) 
that to take a draught of small ale in the morning was to 
observe a pernicious, irreligious, and Pagan custom, the 
relish whereof should be left to swine, and Satan, or at least 
to Popish persons, and should be shunned by the righteous 
2s a work of sin and evil. She would no doubt have pursued 
her admonition much further, and would have founded on 
it a long list of precious precepts of inestimable value, bus 
that the young gentleman standing by in a somewhat uncom 
fortable and discomfited manner while she read her Spouse 
this lecture, occasioned her to bring it to a premature con- 
clusion. : : 
“I’m sure you'll excuse me, Sir,” said Mrs. Varden, rising 
and curtseying. ‘Varden is so very thoughtless, and needs: 
50 much reminding—Sim, bring a ‘chair here.” 
Mr. Tappertit obeyed, with a flourish implying that he 
did so under protest. i avi 
‘And you can go, Sim,” said the locksmith. f 
Mr. Tappertit obeyed again, still under protest; and be« 
taking himself to the workshop, began seriously to fear that 
he might find it necessary to poison his master, before his 
time was out. ’ ; Su 2h “(ae | 
- In the meantime, Edward returned suitable replies to: 
Mrs. Varden’s courtesies, and that lady brightened up: very 
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much; so that: when he accepted: a dish of tea from the fair 
hands of Dolly, sue was perfectly agreeable. : 

“YT am sure if there’s anything we can do,—Varden, or I,: 
or Doily either,—to serve you, Sir, at any time, you have 
only to say it, and it shall be done,” said Mrs. V. 

-¢Tam much obliged to you, I am sure,” returned Edward. 
“You encourage me to say that [ have come here now, to 
beg your good « offices.” : 

_ Mrs, Varden was delighted beyond measure. ? 

“Tt occurred to me that probably your fair daughter might 
_be going to the Warren, either to-day or to-morrow, ” said 
Vidward, glancing at Dolly; ‘‘and if so, and you will allow 
her to take charge of this letter, majam, you will oblige me: 
more than I'ean tell you. .The truth is, that while I am very 
anxious it should reach its destination, I have particular 
reasons for not. trusting:it to any other conveyance; so that 
without your help, I am wholly at a loss.” 

“She was not going that way, Sir, either to-day, or to- 
morrow, nor indeed all next week,” the lady graciously re- 
joined, “‘but we shall be very glad to put ourselves out of 
‘the way on your account, and if you wish it, you may depend 
upon its going to-day. You might suppose,” said Mrs.. 

| Varden, frowning at her husband, “from Varden’s sitting 
there so glum and silent, that he ‘objected to this arrange- 
meat; but you must not mind that, Sir, if you please. It’s 
his way at home. Out of doors, he can be cheerful and 
talkative enough.” 

Now, the fact was, that the unfortunate locksmith, blessing 
his stars to find his helpmate in such good humour, had been 
sitting with a beaming face, hearing this discourse with a 

| joy past all expression. Wherefore this sudden attack nai 

| took him by surprise. 

_ “My dear Martha—” he said, 

“Oh yes, I dare say,”’ interrupted Mrs. Varden, with a 
| smile of mingled scorn and pleasaniry: “Very dear! We all 
f know that.” 

“No, but my good soul,” said Gabriel; “you. are quite, 
| mistaken, You are indeed. I was delighted to find you so. 
| kind and ready. I waited, my dear, anxiously, I assure you, 
| to hear what you would say. : 

_ “You waited anxiously,” Poeijewiedst Mrs. V. ‘Yes! Thank, 
‘ou, Varden, You waited, as you always do, that I might 
ear the blame, if any came of it, But I am used to it,” 

said the lady with a kind of solemn titter, ‘‘and that’s my 

comfort!” 
“J give you my word, Martha—” said Gabriel. 

“Let me give you my. word, my dear,” interposed his: 
wife with a Christian smile, “that such discussions as these 
between married people, are much better left alone. -There- 
; fore, if you: aes Varden, we'll drop the subject, I have 
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no: wish’ te pursue it. I could. E might say a great. deal. 
But I would rather not. Pray don’t.say any more.” ; 

“E don’t want to say any more,” rejoimed the goad 
lecksmith. . 

‘Well then, don’t,” said Mrs. Varden. ; 

“Nor did I begin it, Martha,’’ added the locksmith, good- 
humouredly, ‘I must say that.” : 

“You did not begin it, Varden!” exclaimed his wife, open 
ing her eyes very wide and looking round upon the company, 
as though she would say, You hear this man! ‘You did 
not begin it, Varden! But you shall not say I was out of’ 
temper. No, you did not begin it, oh dear no, not you, 
my dear!” $ 

“Well, well,” said the locksmith. ‘That's settied then.” 

' “Oh yes,” rejoined his wife, “‘quite. If you like to say 
Dolly began it, my dear, I shall not contradict you. I know 
my duty. I need know it, I am sure. I am often obliged 
to bear it in mind, when my inclination perhaps would be 
for the moment to forget it. Thank you, Varden.” And 
so, with a mighty show of humility and forgiveness, she folded 
her hands, and looked round again, with a smile which plainly 
said “If you desire to see the first and foremost among female 
martyrs, here she is, on view!”’ 

This little incident, illustrative though it was of Mrs. 
Varden’s extraordinary sweetness and amiability, had so 
strong a. tendency to check the conversation and to diseoncert 
all parties but that excellent lady, that only a few mono-' 
syllables were uttered until Edward withdrew; which he 
presently did, thanking the lady of the house a great many 
times: for her condescension, and whispering in Dolly’s ear 
that he would call on the morrow, in case there should happen 
to be an answer to the note—which, indeed, she knew with- 
out his telling, as Barnaby and his friend Grip had dropped 
in on the previous night to prepare her for the visit which 
was then terminating. 

Gabriel, who had attended Edward to the door, eame back 
with his hands in his pockets; and, after fidgeting about the 
room in a very uneasy manner, and casting’ a great many 
sidelong looks at Mrs. Varden (who with the calmest coun- 
tenance in the world was five fathoms deep in the Protestant 
Manual), inquired of Dolly how she meant to go. Dolly 
supposed by the stage-coach, and looked at her lady mother, 
who finding herself silently appealed to, dived down at least 
another fathom into the Manual, and became unconscious of 
all earthly things. 

“Martha—” said the locksmith. he 

“T heat you, Varden,” said his wife, without rising to the 
surtace. j 
- “¥ am sorry, my dear, you have such an objection to the 
Maypole and old Jabn, for otherways as it’s a very fine . 
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morning, and Saturday’s nota busy day with us, we might 
haye all three gone to Chigwell in the pbs and had quite 
a happy day of it.” 

Mrs. Varden immediately closed the Manual, and bursting 

to tears, requested to be led up-stairs. 

ed is the matter now, Martha?” inquired the lock 
smith. 

To which Martha rejoined, “Oh! don’t speak to me,” and 
protested in agony that if anybody had told her so, she 
wouldn’t have believed it. 

“But, Martha,” said Gabriel, putting himself in the way 
as she was moving off with the aid of Dolly’s shoulder, 
““wouldn’t have believed what? Tell me what’s wrong now. 
Do tell me. Upon my soul I don’t know. Do you know, 
child? Damme!” cried the locksmith, plucking at his wig 
in a kind of frenzy, ‘‘nobody does know, I verily believe, but 


Ss 

“*Miggs,” said Mrs. Varden faintly, and with symptoms of 

approaching incoherence, ‘“‘is attached to me, and that is 
' sufficient to draw down hatred upon her in this house. She 
is a comfort to me, whatever she may be to others.” 

‘‘She’s no comfort to me,” cried Gabriel, made bold by 
despair. ‘‘She’s the misery of my life. She’s all the plagues 
of Hgypt in one.” 

‘*She’s considered so, I have no doubt,” said Mrs. Varden. 
**T was prepared for that; it’s natural; it’s of a piece with the 
rest. . When you taunt me as you do to my face, how can I 
wonder that you taunt her behind her back!’’ And here the 
incoherence coming on very strong, Mrs. Varden wept, and 
laughed, and sobbed, and shivered, and hiccoughed, and 
choked; and said she knew it was very foolish but she-couldn’t 
help it; and that when she was dead and gone, perhaps they 

- would be ‘sorry for it—which really under the circumstances 
'did not appear quite so probable as she seemed to think— 
with a great deal more to the same effect. In a word, she 
passed with great deceney through all the ceremonies in- 
cidental to such occasions; and being supported up-stairs, 
was deposited in a highly spasmodic state on her own bed, 
where Miss Miggs shortly afterwards flung herself upon the 


y: 

The philosophy of all this was, that Mrs. Varden wanted 
to go to Chigwell; that she did not want to make any con- 
cession or explanation; that she would only go on being 
implored and entreated so to do; and that she. would accept 
no other terms. Accordingly, after a vast amount of moan- 
| ing and crying up-stairs, and much damping of foreheads, 
| ‘and vinegaring of temples, and hartshorning of noses, and so 
peeing and after most pathetic: adjurations from Migs. 

assisted by warm brandy-and-water not oyer-weak, 
divers other cordials, also of a stimulating quality, iciueiodutanod 
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~at first-in:teaspoonfuls and. afterwards in increasing doses, 
“and of which Miss Miggs herself partook as a preventive 
measure (for fainting is infectious); after all these remedies, 
and many more too numerous to mention, but not to’take, 
had been applied; and many verbal consolations, moral, 
-religious, and miscellaneous, had been superadded thereto; 
the locksmith humbled himself, and the end was gained. 

“Tf it’s only for the sake of. peace and quietness, father,” 
said Dolly, urging him to go up-stairs. 

“Oh, Doll, Doll,” said her good-natured father. ‘If you 
‘ever have a husband of your own—” 

Dolly glanced at the glass. 

“Well, when you have,” said the locksmith, “never 
faint, my darling. More domestic unhappiness: has come 
cf easy fainting, Doll, than from all the greatest passions 
put together. Remember that, my dear, if you would be 
Teally happy, which you never can be, if your husband isn’t. 

And a word in your ear, my precious. Never have a Miggs 
-about you!” 

With this advice he kissed his blooming daughter on the 
cheek, and slowly repaired to Mrs. Varden’s room; where 
that lady, lying all pale and languid on her couch, was 

. refreshing herself with a sight of her last new bonnet, which 
Miggs, as a means of calming her scattered spirits, displayed 
to the best advantage at her bedside. 

“Here’s master, mim,” said Miggs. ‘Oh, what a happi- 
ess it is when man and wife come round again! Oh gragious, 
to think that him and her should ever have a word together!”” 
In the energy of these sentiments, which were uttered as an 
apostrophe to the Heavens in general, Miss Miggs perched 
the bonnet on the top of her own head, and folding her hands, 
turned on her tears. 

“TI can’t help it,” cried Miggs. ‘I couldn’t, if I was to be 
drownded in ’em. She has such a forgiving spirit!. Shell 
forget all that has passed, and go along with you, Sir—Oh, 
if it was to the world’s end, she’d go along with you.” - 

Mrs. Varden with a faint smile gently reproved her atten- 
dant for this enthusiasm, and reminded her at the same time 

. that she was far too unwell to venture out that day. 

“Oh no, you’re not, mim, indeed you’re not,” said Miggs; 
»“T repeal to master; master knows you’re not, mim. ‘Lhe 
hair, and motion of the shay, wiil do you good, mim, and 
you must’ not give way, you must not raly. She must keep 
up mustn’t she, Sir, for all our sakes? I was a telling her 
that, just now. She must remember us, even if she forgets 
herself. Master will persuade you, mim, I’m sure. There’s 
Miss Dolly’s a going you know, and master, and you, and all 
.so happy and so comfortable. Oh!” cried Miggs, turning on 
ithe tears again, previous to quitting the room in great 

.. emotion, “I never see such a blessed one as_she is for the 
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; forgiveness of her spirit, I never, never, never did. « Nor 
more did master neither; no, nor no‘one—never!”” 

For five minutes or thereabouts, Mrs. Varden remained 
mildly oppesed to all her husband’s prayers that she. would 
oblige him by taking a day’s pleasure, but relenting at length, 
she suffered Bhereslf to be persuaded, and granting him her 
free forgiveness (the merit whereof, she meekly said, rested 
with the Manual and not with her), “desired that Miggs might 
come and help her dress. The handmaid attended promptly, 
and it is but justice to their joint exertions to record that, 
when the good lady came downstairs in course of time, 
eompletely decked out for the journey, she really looked’ as 
if nothing had happened, and appeared in the very best 
‘health imaginable. 

As to Dolly, there she was again, the very pink and pattern 
of good looks, in a smart little cherry-coloured mantle, with 
@ hood of the same drawn over her head, and upon the top 
of that hood, a little straw hat trimmed with cherry-coloured 
ribbons, and worn the merest trifle on one side—just enough 
in short'to make it the wickedest and most provoking head- 
‘dress that ever malicious milliner devised. And not to speak 
of the manner in which these cherry-coloured decorations 
‘brightened her eyes, or vied with her lips, or shed a new bloom 
on her face, she wore such a cruel little muff, and.such a heart- 
rending pair of shoes, and was so surrounded and hemmed 
in; as it were,-by aggravations of all kinds, that when Mr. 
Tappertit, holding the horse’s head, saw her come out of the 
house alone, such impulses came over him to decoy her into 
the chaise and drive off like mad, that he would unquestion- 
ably have done it, but for certain uneasy doubts besetting 
him as to the shortest. way to Gretna Green; whether it was 
up the street or down, or up the right-hand turning or the 
‘left; and whether, supposing ali the turnpikes to be carried 
by storm, the blacksmith in the end would marry them on 
eredit; which by reason of his clerical office appeared, even 
to his excited imagination, so unlikely, that he hesitated. 
And while he stood hesitating, and looking postchaises-and- 
six at Dolly, out came his master and his mistress, and the 
constant’ Miggs, and the opportunity was gone for ever. 
For now the chaise creaked upon its springs, and Mrs. Varden 
was inside; and now it creaked again, and more than ever, 
‘and the locksmith was inside; and now it bounded once, as 
if its heart beat lightly, and Dolly was inside; and now it 
was gone and its place was empty, and he and that dreary 
Miggs were standing in the street together. 

The hearty locksmith was in as good a humour as if nothing 
‘had occurred for the last twelve months to put him out of 
-his oa Dolly was all smiles and graces, and Mrs. Varden 
‘was agreeable beyond all precedent.’ As they jogged through 
the'strects talking of this thing and of that, who should be - 
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descried upon the pavement but that very coach-maker, 
looking so genteel that nobody would have believed he had 
ever had anything to do with a coach but riding in it, and 
bowing like any nobleman. To be sure Dolly was confused 
when she bowed again, and to be sure the cherry-coloured 
ribbons trembled a little when she met his mournful eye, 
which seemed to say, ‘‘I have kept my word, I have begun, the 
business is going to the devil, and you're the cause of it.” 
There he stood, rooted to the ground: as Dolly said, like a 
statue; and as Mrs. Varden said, like a pump; till they turned 
the corner; and when her father thought it was like his 
impudence, and her mother wondered what he meant by it, 
Dolly blushed again till her very hood was pale. 

But on they went, not the less merrily for this, and there 
was the locksmith in the incautious fulness of his heart 
‘‘pulling-up”’ at all manner of places, and evincing a most 
intimate acquaintance with all the taverns on the road, and 
all the landlords and all the landladies, with whom, indeed, 
the little horse was on equally friendly terms, for he kept on 
stopping of his own accord. Never were people so glad to 
see other people as these landlords and landladies were to 
behold Mr. Varden and Mrs. Varden and Miss Varden; and 
wouldn’t they get out, said one; and they really must. walk 
up-stairs, said another; and she would take it ill and be 
quite certain they were proud if they wouldn’t have a little 
taste of something, said a third; and so on, that it really was 
quite a Progress rather than a ride, and one continued scene 
of hospitality from beginning to end. It was pleasant enough 
to be held in such esteem, not to mention the refreshments; 
so Mrs. Varden said nothing at the time, and was all affability 
and delight—but such a body of evidence as she collected 
against the unfortunate locksmith that day, to be used there- 
after as. occasion might require, never was got together for 
matrimonial purposes. 

In course of time—and in course of a pretty long time too, 
for these agreeable interruptions delayed them not a little, 
——they arrived upon the skirts of the Forest, and riding 
pleasantly on among the trees, came at last to the Maypole, 
where the locksmith’s cheerful ‘‘ Yoho!” speedily brought to 
the porch old John, and after him young Joe, both of whom 
were so transfixed at sight of the ladies, that for a moment 
they were perfectly unable to give them any welcome, and 
could do nothing but stare. 

It was.only for a moment, however, that Joe forgot himself, 
for speedily reviving he thrust his drowsy father aside—to 
Mr. Willet’s mighty and inexpressible indignation—and dart- 
ing out, stood ready to help them to alight. It was necessary 
for Dolly to get out first. Joe had her in his arms;—yes, 
though for a space of time no longer than you could count one 
in, Joe had her in his arms. . Here was.a glimpse of happiness} 
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“It would he difficult to describe what a'flat and common- 
place affair the helping Mrs. Varden out afterwards was, but 
did it, and did it too with the best in the world, 
ae old John, who, entertaining a dull and toggy sort of 
idea that Mrs. Varden wasn’t fond of him, had been in some 
doubt whether she might not have come for purposes of 
assault ‘and battery, took courage, hoped she was well, and 
offered to’ conduct her into the house. This tender’ being 
amicably received, they marched in together; Joe and Dolly 
eon, arm-in-arm (happiness again!), and Varden brought 
rear. 
"Pola John would have it that they must sit in the bar, 
and nobody objecting, into the bar they went. All bars are 
snug places, but the Maypole’s was the very snuggest, cosiest, 
and completest bar, that ever'the wit of man devised. Such 
amazing bottles in old oaken pigeon-holes; such gleaming 
tankards dangling from pegs at about the same inclination 
as thirsty men would hold them to their lips; such sturdy 
little Dutch kegs ranged in rows on shelves; so many lemons 
hanging in separate nets, and forming the fragrant grove 
already mentioned in this chronicle, ‘suggestive with goodly 
loaves of snowy sugar stowed away hard by, of punch, idealised 
beyond all mortal knowledge; such closets, such presses, such 
drawers full of pipes, such places for putting things away 
in hollow window-seats, all crammed to the throat with 
eatables, drinkables, or savoury condiments; lastly, and to 
crown ‘all, as typical of the immense resources of the estab- 
lishment, and its defiances to all visitors to cut and come 
again, such a stupendous cheese! 

It is a poor heart that never rejoices—it must have been 
the poorest, weakest, and most watery heart that ever beat, 
which would not have warmed towards the Maypole bar. 
Mrs. Varden’s did directly. She could no more have re- 
proached John Willet among those household gods, the kegs 
and bottles, lemons, pipes, and cheese, than she could have 
stabbed him with his own bright’ carving-knife. The order 
for dinner too—it might have soothed a savage. “A bit 
of fish,’ said John to the cook, “‘and ‘some lamb chops 
(breaded, with plenty of ketchup), and a good salad, and a 
roast spring chicken, with a dish of sausages and mashed 
potatoes, or something of that sort.”” Something of that 
sort! The resources of these inns! To talk carelessly about 
dishes, which in themselves were a first-rate holiday kind of 
dinner, suitable to one’s wedding-day, as something of that 
sort: meaning, if you can’t get a spring chicken, any other 
trifle in the way of poultry will do—such as a peacock, per- 
haps! The kitchen “too, with its great broad cavernous 
ehimney; the kitchen, where nothing in the way of aoe 
seemed impossible; where you could believe in 
eat, they chose to tell you of. Mrs. Varden returned fis 
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the contemplation of these wonders to the bar again, with a 
head quite dizzy and bewildered. Her housekeeping capacity 
was not large enough to comprehend them. She was obliged 
to go to sleep. Waking was pain, in the midst of such 
immensity. 

Dolly in the meanwhile, whose gay heart and head ran 
upon other matters, passed out at the garden door, and 
glancing back now and then (but of course not wondering 
whether Joe saw her), tripped away by a path across the 
fields with which she was well acquainted, to discharge her 
mission at the Warren; and this deponent hath been informed 
and verily believes, that you might have seen many less 
pleasant objects than the cherry-coloured mantle and ribbons 
as they went fluttering along the green meadows in the bright 
light of the day, like giddy things as they were. 


CHAPTER THE TWENTIETH i 
Tue proud consciousness of her trust, and the great impor« 
tance she derived from it, might have advertised it to all the 
house if she had had to run the gauntlet of its inhabitants; 
but as Dolly had played-in every dull room and passage 
weed and many a time, when.a child, and had ever since been 
the humble friend of Miss Haredale, whose foster-sister she 
was, she was as free of the building as the young lady herself. 
So, using no greater precaution than holding her breath and 
walking on tiptoe as she passed the library door, she went 
straight to Emma’s room as a privileged visitor. 

It was the liveliest room in the building. The chamber 
was sombre like the rest for the matter of that, but the 
presence of youth and beauty would make a prison cheerful 
(saving alas! that confinement withers them), and lend some 
charms of their own to the gloomiest scene. Birds, flowers, 
books, drawing, music, and a hundred such graceful tokens 
of feminine loves and cares, filled it with more of life and human 
sympathy than the whole house besides seemed made to 
hold. There was heart in the room; and who that has a 
heart, ever fails to recognise the silent presence of another! 
: Dolly had one undoubtedly, and it was not a tough one 
either, though there was a little mist of coquettishness about 
it, such as sometimes surrounds that sun of life in its morning, 
and slightly dims its lustre. Thus, when Emma rose to greet 
her, and kissing her affectionately on the cheek, told her, in 
her quiet way, that she had been very unhappy, the tears stood. 
in Dolly’s eyes, and she felt more sorry than she could tell; 
but next moment she happened to raise them to the 
and really there was something there so exceedingly agreeable, 
that as she sighed, she smiled, and felt mpuiea consoled. 
_ “Thave heard about it, Miss,’’ said Dolly, “and it’s very.sad 
indeed, but when things are at the worst they are sure to mend,’* 
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“But are-you sure they are at the worst?” asked Emma 
with a smile, 

“Why, I don’t. see how they can very well be more un 
promising than they are; I really: don’t,’’ said Dolly. ‘‘Ance 
I bring something to begin with,”’ 

“Not from Edward?” . 

Dolly nodded and smiled, and feeling in her pcelstn (there 
were pockets in those days) with an affectation of not being 
able to find what she wanted, which greatly enhanced her 
importance, at length produced the letter. As Emma 
hastily broke the seal and became absorbed in its contents; 
Dolly’s eyes, by one of those strange accidents for which 
there is no accounting, wandered to the glass again. She 
could not help wondering whether the coachmaker suffered 
very much and quite pitied the poor man. 

It was a long letter—a very long letter, written close on 
all four sides of the sheet of paper, and crossed afterwards; 
but it was not a consolatory Ietter, for as Emma read it she 
stopped from time to time to put her handkerchief to her 
eyes. To be sure Dolly marvelled greatly to see her in so 
much distress, for to her thinking a love affair ought to be 
one of the best jokes, and the slyest, merriest kind of thing 
in life. But she set it down in her own mind that all this 
came from Miss Haredale’s being so constant, and that if 
she would only take on with some other young gentleman 
—just in the most innocent way possible, to keep her first 
lover up to the mark—she would find herself inexpressibly 
comforted. 

“T am sure that’s what I should do if it was me,’’ thought 
Dolly. “To make one’s sweethearts miserable is well enough 
and quite right, but to be made miserable one’s self is a 
little too much!”’ 

However it wouldn’t do to say so, and therefore she sat 
looking on in silence. She needed a_ pretty -considerable 
stretch of patience, for when the long letter had been read 
once all through it was read again, and when it had been read 
twice all through it was read again. During this tedious 
process, Dolly beguiled the time in the most improving manner 
that occurred to her, by curling her hair on her fingers, with 
the aid of the looking-glass before mentioned, and giving 
it some killing twists. 

Everything has an end. . Even young ladies in love cannot 
read their letters for ever. In course of time the packet 
was folded up, and it only remained to write the answer. -- 

. But as this promised to be a work of time likewise, Emma 
said she would put it off until after dinner, and that Dolly 
must dine with her. » As: Dolly had made up her mind to do 
so before hand, she required very little pressing; and when 
they had settled this point, they went to walk in the garden. 
They strolled up and: down the terrace walks, talking 
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fineessantly—at least, Dolly never left off once—and making 
that quarter of the sad and mournful house quite gay: Not 
that they talked loudly or laughed much, but they were both 
so very handsome, and it was such a breezy day, and their 
light dresses and dark curls appeared so free and joyous in 
their abandonment, and Emma was so fair, and Dolly so 
rosy, and Emma so delicately shaped, and Dolly so plump, 
and—in short, there are no flowers for any garden like such 
flowers, let horticulturists say what they may, and both house 
and garden seemed to know it, and to brighten up sensibly. 

After this, came the dinner and the letter-writing, and some 
more talking, in’ the course of which Miss Haredale took 
oceasion to charge upon Dolly certain flirtish and ineonstant 
propensities, which accusations Dolly seemed to think very 
complimentary indeed, and to be mightily amused with. 
Finding her quite incorrigible in this respect, Emma suffered 
her to depart; but not before she had confided to her that 
important and never-sufficiently-to-be-taken-care-of answer, 
and endowed her moreover with a pretty little bracelet as 
akeepsake. Having clasped it on her arm, and again advised 
her half in jest and half in earnest to amend her roguish ways, 
for she knew she was fond of Joe at heart (which Dolly stoutly 
denied, with a great many haughty protestations that she 
hoped she could do better than that indeed! and so forth), 
she bade her farewell; and after calling her back to give her 
more supplementary messages for Edward, than anybedy 
with tenfold the gravity of Dolly Varden could be reasonably 
expected to remember, at length dismissed her. - ; 

Dolly bade her good-bye, and tripping lightly down the 
stairs arrived at the dreaded library door, and was about to 
pass it again on tiptoe, when it opened, and behold! there 
stood Mr. Haredale. Now, Dolly had from her childhood 
associated with this gentleman the idea of something grim 
and ghostly, and being at the moment conscience-stricken 
besides, the sight of him threw her into such a flurry that 
she could neither acknowledge his presence nor run away, 
so she gave a great start, and then with downcast eyes stood 
still and trembled. 

“Come here, girl,” said Mr. Haredale, taking her by the 
hand. “I want to speak to you.” 

“Tf you please, Sir, ’m in a hurry,” faltered Dolly, “and 
+you have frightened me by coming so suddenly upon me, 
Sir—I would rather go, Sir, if youll be so good as to let me.” 

““Tmmediately,”” said Mr. Haredale, who had by this time 
led her into the room and closed the door. ‘‘You shall go 
directly. You have just left Emma?” a 
' “Yes, Sir, just this minute ——Father’s waiting for me, Sit, 
if youll please te have the a i 

“TI know. I know,’’ said Mr. Haredale. “Answer mé a 
question. What did you bring here to-day?” + eS : 
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“Bring here, Sir?” faltered Dolly. . . 
. You will tell me the truth, I am-sure. “Yes,” : 

» Dolly hesitated for a little while, and somewhat efthidisbetiedk 
by his manner, said at last, “Well then, Sir. It was a 
letter.’” 

“From Mr. Edward Chester, of course. And you are the 
bearer of the answer?” 

. Dolly hesitated again, and not being able to decide upon 
any course of action, burst into tears. 

og rou alarm yourself without cause,” said Mr. Haredale. 

“ana you so foolish?, Surely you can answer me. 
Yeu w that I have but to put the question to Emma and 
learn the truth directly. Have you the answer with you?”’ 

Dolly had what is popularly called a spirit of her own, 
and being now fairly at bay, made the best of it. 

“Yes, Sir,” she rejoined, trembling and frightened as she 
was. “Yes, Sir, I have. You may kill me if you please, 
Sir, but I won’t give it up. I’m very sorry,—but I won’t. 
There, Sir.’ ; 

“¥ commend your firmness and your plain-speaking,’’ said 
Mr. Haredale. “Rest assured that I have as little desire to 
take your letter as your life. You are a very discreet messen-’ 
ger and a good girl.”’ 

Not feeling quite certain, as she afterwards said, whether 
he might not be “coming over her’? with these compliments, 
Doliy kept as far from him as she eould, cried again, and 
resolved to defend her pocket (for the letter was there) to 
the last extremity. 

“JT have some design,’ said Mr. Haredale after a short 
silence, during which a smile, as he regarded her, had struggled 

through the gloom and melancholy that was natural to his 
pers “of providing a companion for my niece; for her life is 
lonely one. Would you like the office? You are the 

oldest friend she has, and the best entitled to it.’ 

“T don’t know, Sir,’”’ answered Dolly, not sure but he was 
bantering her; “I can’t say. I don’t know what they might 
wish at home. I couldn’t give an opinion, Sir.” 

“If your friends had no objection, would you have any ?’”’ 
said Mry Haredale. “Come. There’s a plain question; and 
easy to answer.’’ 

“None at all that I know of, Sir,’’ replied Dolly.. “I should 
be very glad to be near Miss Emma of course, and always am.”” 

“That's well,” said Mr. Haredale. “That is all I had to 
say. You are anxious to go. Don’t let me detain you.” 

Dolly didn’t let him, nor did she wait for him to try, for 
the words had no sooner passed his lips than she was out 
of the room, out of the house, and in the fields again. - 

The first thing to be done, of course, when she came to 
herself, and considered what a flurry she had been in, was to 
ery afresh; and the next thing, when she reflected how well- 
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she had: got, over it, was to laugh heartily. The tears: once ~ 
banished gave place to the smiles, and at last Dolly laughed 
so much that she was fain to lean against a tree, and give 
vent to her exultation. When she could laugh no longer, 
and was quite tired, she put her head-dress to rights, dried her 
eyes, looked back very merrily and triumphantly at the Warren 
chimneys, which were just visible, and resumed her walk. 

The twilight had come on, and it was quickly growing dusk, 
but the path was so familiar to her from frequent traversing 
that she hardly thought of this, and certainly felt no uneasi- 
ness at being alone. Moreover, there was the bracelet to 
admire; and when she had given it a good rub, and held it 
out at arm’s length, it sparkled and glittered so beautifully 
on her wrist, that to look at it in every point of view and with 
every possible turn of the arm, was quite an absorbing busi- 
ness.. There was the letter too, and it looked so mysterious 
and knowing, when she took it out of her pocket, and it held, 
as she knew, so much inside, that to turn it over and over, 
and think about it, and wonder how it began, and how it 
ended, and what it said ail through was another matter of 
constant occupation. Between the bracelet and the letter, 
there was quite enough to do without thinking of anything 
else; and admiring each by turns, Dolly went on gaily. 

As she passed through a wicket-gate to where the path 
was narrow, and lay between two hedges garnished here 
and there with trees, she heard a rustling close at hand, 
which brought her to a sudden stop. She listened. All was 
very quiet, and she went on again—not absolutely frightened, 
but a little quicker than before perhaps, and possibly not 
quite so much at her ease, for a check of that kind is startling, 

She had no sooner moved on again, than she was conscious 
of the same sound, which was like that of a person tramping 
stealthily among bushes and brushwood. Looking towards 
the spot whenee it appeared to come, she almost fancied she 
could make out a crouching figure. She stopped again. 
All was quiet as before. On she went once more—decidedly 
faster now—and tried to sing softly to herself. It must be 
the wind. 

But how came the wind to blow only when she walked, 
and cease when she stood still? She stopped involuntarily 
as she made the reflection, and the rustling noise stopped 
likewise. She was really frightened now, and was yet 
hesitating what to do, when the bushes crackled and snapped, 
and a man came plunging through them, close before her. 


CHAPTER THE TWENTY-FIRST 
Ir was for the moment an inexpressible relief to Dolly, to. 
recognise in the person who foreed himself into the path so 
abruptly, and now stood directly in her way, Hugh of the . 
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Maypole,- whose “name she uttered in a tone of deligiived 
that came from her heart. : 

“Was it. you?” she said, “how glad I am to see you! and 
how could you terrify me sol”? 4 

In answer to which, he said nothing at all, but stood quite 
still, looking at her. ; , 

“Did you come to meet.me?”? asked Dolly. . 5 

Hugh nodded, and muttered something to the effect that he 
had: been waiting for her, and had expected her sooner. 

“I thought it likely they would send,’’ said Dolly, greatly - 
reassured by this. - 

“Nobody sent me,’? was “his faalfens answer. “I came of 
my own accord.’’ ; 

The rough bearing of this fellow, and his wild, uncouth 
appearance, had often filled the girl with a vague appre- 
hension even when other people were by, and had occasioned 
her to shrink from him involuntarily. The having him for . 
an unbidden companion in so solitary a place, with the dark- 
ness fast gathering about them, renewed and even increased 
the alarm she had felt at first. 

If his manner had been merely dogged and passively fierce, . 
as usual, she would have had no greater dislike to his company | 
than she always felt—perhaps indeed, would have been rather 
giad to have had him at hand. But there was something 
of coarse bold admiration in his look, which terrified her very 
much. She glanced timidly towards him, uncertain whether to 
go forward or retreat, and he stood gazing at her like a. 
handsome satyt; and so they remained for some short time 
without stirring or breaking silence. At length Dolly took 
courage, shot past him, and hurried on. 

“Why do you spend so much breath in avoiding me?” said 
Hugh, accommodating his pace to hers, and keeping close at 
her side. i 

eek wish to get back as » quickly as I. can, and you walk too 
near me,” answered Dolly. 

“Too near!’ said Hugh, stcoping over her so that she 
could feel his breath upon her forehead. “Why too near? 
You're always proud to me, mistress.” 

“Tam proudtonoone. You mistake me,” answered Dolly, 
“Fall back, if you please, or go'on.’ 

“Nay, mistress,” he rejoined, endeavouring to ‘draw her 
arm through his. “I walk with you.” f 

She released herself, and clenching her little hand, struck 
him with right good will. At this, Maypole Hugh burst into 

a roar ‘of laughter, and passing his arm about her waist, held 
heed in his ‘strong grasp as easily. as if she had been a, bird. 

“Via ha ha! Well done, mistress! Strike again. You 
shall beat my face, and tear my hair, and pluck my beard up 
by the roots, and welcome, for the sake of your. es Sd 0 3 
Strike again, mistress. Do. . Ha ha ha! -I like it,’ 4 
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_“*Eet me go,” she eried, endeavouring with both her hands 
to push him off. ‘‘Let me go this moment.” "i 

“You had as good be kinder to me, Sweetlips,’ said 
Hugh. ‘You had, indeed. Come. Telimenow. Why are 
you always'so proud? Edon’t quarrel with you forit. Llove 
you when you’re proud, Ha ha ha! You e€an’t hide your 
beauty from a poor fellow; that’s a comfort!” 

She gave him no answer, but as he had not yet cheeked 
her progress, continued to press forward as rapidly as she 
could. At length, between the hurry she had made, her 
terror, and the tightness of his embrace, her strength failed 
her, and she could go no further. 

“Hugh,” cried the panting girl, “good Hugh; if yow will 
leave me I will give you anything—everything I have—and 
never tell one word of this to any living creature.” 

“You had best not,” he answered. “Harkye, little dove, 
you had best not. All about here know me, and what I dare 
do if I havea mind. If ever you are going to tell, stop when 
the words are on your lips, and think of the mischief you'll 
bring, if you do, upon some innocent heads that you wouldn’¢ 
wish to hurt a hair of. Bring trouble on me, and Pik bring 
trouble and something more on themin return. Icareno more 
for them than for so many dogs; not so mueh—why should I? 
I'd sooner kill a man than a dog any day. Frye never been 
sorry for a man’s death in all my life, and I have for a dog’s.” 

There was: something so thoroughly savage in the manner 
of these expressions, and the looks and gestures by which 
they were accompanied, that her great fear of him gave her 
new strength, and enabled her by a sudden effort to extricate 
herself and run fleetly from him. But Hugh was as nimble, 
strong, and swift of foot, as any man in broad England, and 
it. was but a fruitless expenditure of energy, for he had her in 
his encircling arms again before she had gone a hundred yards. 

“Softly, darling—gently—would you fly from rough Hugh, 
that loves you as well as any drawing-room gallant?” 

“I would,” she answered, struggling to free herself again, 
“T will. Help!” 

“A fine for crying out,” said Hugh. ‘Haha ha! <A fine, 
pretty one, from your lips. I pay myselff Ha ha ha}” 

“Help! help! help!” As she shriecked with the utmost 
violence she could exert, a shout was heard in answer, and 
another, and another. eu 

“Thank Heaven!” cried the girl in an ecstasy. ‘Joe, 
dear Joe, this way. Help!” 

Her assailant paused, and stood irresolute for a mement, 
but. the shouts drawing nearer and coming quick upon. 
them, forced him to a speedy decision. He released her, 
whispered with a menacing look, “Tell him, and see what» 
foliows!”” and leaping the hedge, was gone in an instant. | 
Holly darted off, and fairly ran into Joe Willet’s open armsy- 
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“What is tlie matter? are you hurt? what was it? who was 
it? where is he? what. was he like?” with a great many 
encouraging expressions and assurances of safety, were the 
first words Joe poured forth. But poor little Dolly was so 
breathless and ‘terrified that for some time she was quite 
unable to answer him, and hung upon his shoulder, sebbing 
and crying as if her heart would break. j 

Joe had not the smallest objection to have her hanging on 
his shoulder; no, not the least, though it crushed the cherry- 
coloured ribbons sadly, and put the smart little hat out of 
all'shape. But he couldn’t bear to see her ery; it went to his 
very heart. He tried to console her, bent over her, whispered 
to her—some say kissed her, but that’s a fable. At any 
rate he said all the kind and tender things he could think of, 
and Dolly let him go on and didn’t interrupt him once, and 
#t was a good ten minutes before she was able to raise her 
head and thank him. a 

“What was it that frightened you?” said Joe. 

A man whose person was unknown to her had followed her, 
she answered; he began by begging, and went on to threats 
ef robbery; which he was on’ the point of carrying into 
execution, and would have executed, but for Joe’s timely 
eid. The hesitation and confusion with which she said this, 
Joe attributed 'to the fright she had sustained, and no suspicion 
of the truth occurred to him for the moment. exe 

**Stop when the words are on your lips.””. A hundred times 
that night, and very often afterwards, when the disclosure 
was rising to her tongue, Dolly thought of that, and repressed 
it. A deeply rooted dread of the man; the conviction that 
his ferocious nature, once roused, would stop at nothing; and 
the strong assurance that if she impeached him, the full 
measure of his wrath and vengeance would be wreaked on 
Joe, who had preserved her; these were considerations she 
had not the courage to overcome, and inducements to secreey 
too powerful for her to surmount. 

Joe, for his part, was a great deal too happy to inquire 
very euriously into the matter; and Dolly being yet too 
tremulous to walk without assistance, they went forward very 
slowly, ‘and in his mind very pleasantly, until the Maypole 
lights were near at hand, twinkling their cheerful welcome, 
when Dolly stopped suddenly and with a half scream ex- 
elaimed, 

“The letter!” 

“What letter?” eried Joe. 

“That I was carrying—I had it in my hand. My bracelet 
too,” she said clasping her wrist. ‘‘I have lost them both.” 

“To you mean just now?” said Joe. 

©“ither I dropped them then, or they were taken from 
me,” answered Dolly, vainly searching her pocket and 
fustling her dress. ‘‘They are gone, both gone. “What an 
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unhappy girl I am!” With these words puor Dolly, who to 
do her justice was quite as sorry for the loss of the letter as 
for her bracelet, fell a crying again, and bemoaned her fate 
most movingly. an os 

Joe tried to comfort her with the assurance that directly 
he had housed her safely in the Maypole, he would return to 
the spot with a lantern (for it was now quite dark) and make 
strict search for the missing articles, which there was great 
probability of his finding, as it was not likely that anybody 
had passed that way since, and she was not conscious of their 
having been forcibly taken from her. Dolly thanked him 
very heartily for this offer, though with no great hope of his 
quest being successful; and so, with many lamentations on 
her side, and many hopeful words on his, and much weakness 
on the part of Dolly and much tender supporting on the part of 
Joe, they reached the Maypole bar at last, where the locksmith 
and his wife and old John were yet keeping high festival. 

Mr. Wiilet received the intelligence of Dolly’s trouble with 
that surprising presence of mind and readiness of speech for 
which he was so eminently distinguished above all other men. 
Mrs. Varden expressed her sympathy for her daughter’s 
distress by scolding her roundly for being so late; and the 
honest locksmith divided himself between condoling with and 
kissing Dolly, and shaking hands heartily with Joe, whom he 
could not sufficiently praise or thank. 

In reference to this latter point, old John was far from 
agreeing with his friend; for besides that he by no means 
approved of an adventurous spirit in the abstract, it occurred 
to him that if his son and heir had been seriously damaged 
in a scuffie, the consequences would assuredly have been 
expensive and inconvenient, and might have proved detri- 
mental to the Maypole business. Wherefore, and because 
he looked with no favourable eye upon young girls, but 
rather considered that they and the whole female sex were 
a kind of nonsensical mistake on the part of Nature, 
he took occasion to retire and shake his head in private 
at the boiler; inspired by which silent oracle, he was moved 
to give Joe various stealthy nudges with his elbow, as a 
paternal reproof and gentle admonition to mind his own 
business and not make a fool of himself. 

Joe, however, took down the lantern and lighted it; and 
arming himself with a stout stick, asked whether Hugh was 
in the stable. ay i ; 

‘“*Hfe’s lying asleep before the kitchen fire, Sir,” said Mr. 
Willet. ‘* What do you want with him?” ; 

- “JT want him to come with me to look after this bracelet 
and letter,” answered Joe. ‘‘Halloa there! Hugh!” : 

Dolly turned pale as death, and felt as if she must faint 
forthwith, After a few moments, Hugh came staggering oe 
stretching himself and yawning according to custom, 
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pemaerers omery, Sppesrance of having been roused from a 
sound nap. - 

“Here, sleepy-head, ” said Joe, giving him the lantern, 
“Carry this, and bring the dog, and that small cudgel of 
yours. And woe betide the fellow if we come upon him.” 

“What fellow?” growled Hugh, rubbing his eyes and shake 
ing: himself. . 

“What fellow!” returned Joe, who was in a state of great 
valour and bustle; ‘a fellow you ought to know of, and be 
more alive about. It’s well for the like of you, lazy giant 
that you are, to be snoring your time away in chimney- 
corners, when honest men’s daughters can’t cross even our 
quiet meadows at nightfall without being set upon by foot- 
pads, and frightened out of their priceless | lives.” 

“They never rob me,” cried Hugh with a laugh. ‘I have 
got nothing to lose.. But I’d as lief knock them at head as 
any other man. How many are there?” — 

: ‘Only one,” said Doily faintly, for everybody looked. at 
her. 

‘And what was he like, mistress?’’ said Hugh with a 
glance at young Willett, so slight and momentary that the 
scowl it conveyed was lost on all but her. ‘ About my height?”’ 

““No—not so tall,’ Dolly replied, scarce knowing, what 
she said. 

“His dress,” said Hugh, looking at her keenly, “‘like—like 
any of ours now? I know all the people hereabouts, and 
maybe could give a guess at the man, if I had anything to 
guide me.’ 

Dolly faltered and turned paler yet; then answered that he 
was wrapped in a loose coat and. had his face hidden by a 
por asceea ay and that she could give no other description 
of him. 

..“You wouldn’t know him if you saw him then, belike?™* 
said Hugh with a malicious grin. 

**T should not,” answered Dolly, bursting into tears again. 
“TI don’t wish to see him. I can’t bear to think of him. If 
ean’t talk about him any more. _ Don’t go to look for these 
things, Mr. Joe, pray don’t. I entreat you not to go with 
that man.” ; 

“Not to go with me!”’ cried Hugh. ‘I’m too rough for 
them all.. They’re all afraid of me. Why, bless you, 
mistress, I’ve the tenderest heart alive. I love all the ladies, 
ma’am,”’ said Hugh, turning to the locksmith’s wife. . 

Mrs. "Varden opined that if he did, he ought to be ashamed. 
of himself; such sentiments being more consistent (so she 
argued) with a benighted Mussulman or a wild Islander than 
with a stanch Protestant. Arguing from this imperfect 
state of his morals, Mrs. Varden further opined. that he had 
never studied the Manual. Hugh admitted om he saagabes had, 
and moreover that he couldn’t read, Mrs,. le 
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with much severity, that he ought to be even more ashamed 
of himself than before, and strongly recommended him to 
save up his pocket-money for the purchase of one, and 
further to teach himself the contents with all convenient 
diligence. She was still pursuing this train of discourse, when 
Hugh, somewhat unceremoniously and irreverently, followed 
his young master out, and left her to edify the rest of the 
company. This she proceeded to do, and finding that Mr. 
Willet’s eyes were fixed upon her with an appearance of deep 
attention, gradually addressed the whole of her discourse to 
him, whom she entertained with a moral and theological 
lecture of considerable length, in the conviction that great 
workings were taking place in his spirit. The simple truth 
was, however, that Mr. Willet, although his eyes were wide 
open and he saw a woman before him whose head by long and 
steady looking at seemed to grow bigger and bigger until it 
filled the whole bar, was to all other intents and purposes fast 
asleep; and so sat leaning back in his chair with his hands in 
his pockets until his son’s return caused him to wake up with 
a deep sigh, and a faint impression that he had been dreaming 
about pickled pork and greens—a vision of his slumbers 
which was no doubt referable to the circumstance of Mrs. 
Varden’s having frequently pronounced the word “‘Grace” 
with much emphasis; which word, entering the portals of 
Mr. Willett’s brain as they stood ajar, and coupling itself 
with the words “before meat,” which were there ranging 
about, did in time suggest a particular kind of meat together 
with that description of vegetable which is usually its eom- 
panion. 

The search was wholly unsuccessful. Joe had groped 
along the path a dozen times, and among the grass, and in 
the dry ditch, and in the hedge, but all in vain. Dolly, who 
was quite inconsolable for her loss, wrote a note to Miss Hare- 
dale giving her the same account of it that she had given 
at the Maypole, which Joe undertook to deliver as soon as 
the family were stirring next day. That done, they sat down 
to tea in the bar, where there was an uncommon display of 
buttered toast, and—in order that they might not grow faint 
for want of sustenance, and might have a decent halting- 
place or half-way house between dinner and supper—a few 
savoury trifles in the shape of great rashers of broiled ham, 
which being well cured, done to a turn, and smoking hot, sent 
forth a tempting and delicious fragrance. 

Mrs. Varden was seldom very Protestant at meals, unless 
it happened that they were under-done, or over-done, or 
indeed that anything occurred to put her out’ of humour. 
Her spirits rose considerably on beholding these goodly pre- 
parations, and from the nothingness of good works, she 
passed to the somethingness of ham and toast with great 
eheerfulness. Nay, under the influence of these wholesome 
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stimulants, she sharply reproved her daughter for-being low 
and despondent (which she considered an unacceptable frame 
of mind), and. remarked, as she held her own plate for a fresh 
supply, that it would be well for Dolly, who pined over the 
loss of a toy and a sheet of paper, if she would reflect upon 
the yoluntary sacrifices of the missionaries in foreign parts 
who lived chiefly on salads. 

The proceedings of such a day occasion various fluctuations 
in the human thermometer, and. especially in instruments so 
sensitively and delicately constructed as Mrs. , Varden. 
Thus, at dinner Mrs. V. stood at summer heat; genial, 
smiling, and delightful. After dinner, in the sunshine of the 
wine, she went up at least half-a-dozen degrees, and was 
perfectly enchanting. As its effect subsided, she fell rapidly, 
went to sleep for an hour or so at temperate, and woke at 
‘something below freezing. Now she was at summer heat 
again, in the shade; and when tea was over, and old John, 
producing a bottle of cordial from one of the oaken cases, 
insisted on her sipping two glasses thereof in slow succession, 
she stood steadily at ninety for one hour and a quarter. 
Profiting by experience, the locksmith took adyantage of 
this. genial weather to smoke his pipe in the porch, and in 
consequence of this prudent management, he was fully 
prepared, when the glass went down again, to start home- 
wards directly. 

The horse was accordingly put in, and the chaise brought 
round to, the door. Joe, who would on no account be dis- 
suaded from escorting them until they had passed the most 
dreary and solitary part of the road, led out the grey mare at 
the same time; and having helped Dolly into her seat (more 
happiness!) sprang gaily into the saddle. .Then, after many 
good nights, and admonitions to wrap up, and glancing of 
lights, and handing in of cloaks and shawls, the chaise rolled 
away, and Joe trotted beside it—on Dolly’s side, no doubt, 
and pretty close to the wheel too, 


CHAPTER THE TWENTY-SECOND 

Ir was a fine bright night, and for all her lowness of spirits 
Dolly kept looking up at the stars in a manner so. bewitching 
(and she knew it!) that Joe was clean out of his senses, and 
plainly showed that if ever a man were—not to say over head 
and ears, but over the Monument and the top of Saint Paul’s 
in love, that man was himself. The road was a very good 
one}; not at all a jolting road, or an uneven one; and yet Dolly 
held the side of the chaise with one little hand, ail the way. 
If there had been an executioner behind him with an uplifted 
‘axe ready to chop off his head if he touched that hand, Joe 
couldn’t have helped doing it. From putting his own, hand 
upon it as if by chance, and taking it away again afters 


152 BARNABY RUDGE 


minute or so, he got to riding along without taking it off at 
all; as if he, the escort, were bound to do that as an important 
‘part of his duty, and had come out for the purpose. The 
‘most curious circumstance about this little incident was 
that Dolly didn’t seem to know of it.. She looked so innocent 
and unconscious when she turned her eyes on Joe, that it was 
quite provoking. 

She talked though; talked about her fright, and about 
Joe’s coming up to rescue her, and about her gratitude, and 
about her fear that she might not have thanked him enough, 
and about their always being friends from that time forth— 
and about all that sort of thing. And when Joe said, not 
friends he hoped, Dolly was quite surprised, and said not 
enemies she hoped; and when Joe said, couldn’t they be 
“something much better than either, Dolly all of a sudden 
“found out a star which was brighter than all the other stars, 
and begged to call his attention to the same, and was ten 
thousand times more innocent and unconscious than ever. 

In this manner they travelled along, talking very little 
-above a whisper, and wishing the road could be stretched 
out to some dozen times its natural length—at least that was 
‘Joe’s desire—when, as they were getting clear of the forest 
‘and emerging on the more frequented road, they heard 
behind them the sound of horse’s feet, at a round trot, which 
growing rapidly louder as it drew nearer, elicited a scream 
‘from Mrs. Varden, and the cry ‘“‘a friend!’’ from the rider, 
who now came panting up, and checked his horse beside them, 

“This man again!’ said Dolly shuddering. 

“Hugh!** said Joe. “What errand are you upon?” 

“T come to ride back with you,” he answered, glancing 
covertly at the locksmith’s daughter. ‘He sent’ me.”’ 

“My father!’ said poor Joe; adding under his breath, with 
a very unfilial apostrophe, ‘Will he never think me man 
enough to take care of myself!” 

“Ay!” returned Hugh to the first part of the inquiry. 
“The roads are not safe just now,” he says, “and you’d better 
have a companion.” 

‘Ride on then,” said Joe. “I’m not going to turn yet.’ 

Hugh complied, and they went on again. It was his whim 
or humour to ride immediately before the chaise, and from 
this position he constantly turned his head, and looked back. 
_ Dolly felt that he looked at her, but she averted her eyes and 
feared to raise’ them once, so great was the dread with which 
‘he inspired her. 

This interruption, and the consequent wakefulness of 
Mrs. Varden, who had been nodding in her sleep up to this 
_ point, except for a minute or two at a time, when she roused 
herself to scold the locksmith ‘for audaciously taking hold 
of her to prevent her nodding herself out of the chaise put 

‘*a@ restraint upon the whispered conversation, ahd made. it 


‘BARNABY RUDGE 153 


difficult of resumption. Indeed, before they ‘had. gone 
-another mile, Gabriel stopped at his wife’s desire, and that 
» good lady protested she would not hear of Joe’s going a step 
- further on any account. whatever. It was in vain for Joe 
to protest on the other hand that he was by no means tired, 
and would turn back presently, and would see them safely 
past such and such a point and so forth. Mrs. Varden was 
obdurate, and being so was not to be overcome by mortal 
agency. 
“Good night—if I must say it, ” said Jce, sorrowfully. 
“Good night,” said Dolly. She would have added “Take 
care of that man, and pray don’t trust him,’’ but he had 
«turned his horse’s head, and was standing close to them. 
_ he had therefore nothing for it but to suffer Joe to give her 
shand a gentle squeeze, and when the chaise’ had gone on 
_ for some distance, to leok‘back and wave it, as he still lingered 
/on the spot where they had parted, with the tall dark figure 
of Hugh beside him. 

What she thought about going home; and whether the 
coach-maker held as favourable a place in her meditations as 
he had occupied in the morning, is unknown. They reached 

home at last—at last, for it was a long way, made none the 
shorter by Mrs. Varden’s grumbling. _Miggs hearing the sound 
of wheels was at the door immediately. 

“Here they are, Simmun! Here they are!” cried Miggs, 
clapping her hands, and. issuing forth to help her mistress to 
alight. “Bring a chair, Simmun. Now, ain’t you the better 
for it, mim? Don’t you feel more: yourself than you would 
have done if you’d have stopped at home? Oh, gracious! how 
cevld you are! Goodness me, Sir, she’s a perfect head of ice.” 

~ “I ean’t help it, my good girl. You had better take her in 
to the fire,’’ said the locksmith. 

‘Master sounds unfeeling, mim,’’ said Miggs, in a tone of 
commiseration, ‘but such is not his intentions, I’m sure. 
After what he has seen of you this day, I never will believe 
- but that he has a deal more affection in his heart than to. speak 
unkind.: Come in and sit yourself down by the fire; there’s a 
}good dear—do.”’ 

Mrs. Vardon complied. The locksmith followed with his 
‘hands in his pockets, and Mr. Tappertit trundled off with the 
-chaise.to a neighbouring stable. 

) . “Martha, my dear,”’ said the locksmith, when ae reached 
the parlour, ¢ if you'll look to Doliy yourself, or let somebody 
else do it, perhaps it will be only kind and reasonable. She 
. has been frightened, you know, and is not at all well to-night.”’ 
In fact, Dolly had thrown herself upon the sofa, quite 
less of all the little finery of which she had been so 
“proud in the morning, and with her face buried i in ine nace 

‘ *was erying very much. 
At. first sight of this. phenomenon. (for ‘Dolly. was by no 
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means accustomed. to displays of this sort, rather learning 
from her mother’s example to avoid them as muchas possible) 
Mrs. Varden expressed her belief that never was any woman 
so beset as she; that her life was a continued scene of trial; 
that whenever she was disposed to be well and cheerful, so 
sure were the people around her to throw, by some means or 
other, a damp upon her spirits; and that, as she had enjoyed 
herself that day, and Heaven knew it was very seldom she did 
enjoy herself, so she was now to pay the penalty. To all such 
propositions Miggs assented freely. Poor Dolly, however, 
grew none the better for these restoratives, but rather worse, 
indeed; and seeing that she was really ill, both Mrs. Varden 
and Miggs were moved to compassion, and tended her in 
earnest. 

But even then, their very kindness shaped itself into their 
usual course of policy, and though Dolly was in a swoon, it 
was rendered clear to the meanest capacity that Mrs. Varden 
was the sufferer. Thus when Dolly began to get a little 
better, and passed into that stage in which matrons hold that 
remonstrance and argument may be successfully applied, her 
mother represented to her, with tears in her eyes, that if she 
had been flurried and worried that day, she must remember 
it was the common lot of humanity, and in especial of women- 
kind, who through the whole of their existence must expect 
no less, and were bound to make up their minds to meek 
endurance and patient resignation. Mrs. Varden entreated 
her to remember that one of these days she would, in all 
probability, have to do violence to her feelings so far as to be 
married ; and that marriage, as she might see every day of her 
life (and truly she did) was a state requiring great fortitude 
and forbearance. She represented to her in lively colours, 
that if she (Mrs. V.) had not, in steering her course through 
this vale of tears, been supported by a strong principle of duty 
which alone upheld and prevented her from drooping, she 
must have been in her grave many years ago; in which case 
she desired to know what would have become of that errant 
spirit (meaning the locksmith), of whose eye she was the very 
apple, and in whose path she was, as it were, a shining light 
and guiding star? , 

Miss Miggs also put in her word to the same effect. She said 
that indeed and indeed Miss Dolly might take pattern by her 
blessed mother, who, she always had said, and always would 
say, though she were to be hanged, drawn, and quartered for 
it next minute, was the mildest, amiablest, forgivin, * 
spirited, longest-sufferingest female as ever she could 
believed; the mere narration of whose excellencies had 
‘worked such a wholesome change in the mind of her own 
sister-in-law, that, whereas, before, she and her husband lived 
Mike cat and dog, and were in the habit of exchanging brass 
windlesticks, pot-lids, flat-irons, and other suoh . Strong 
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resentments, they were now the happiest. and affectionest 
couple upon earth; as could be proved any day on application 
at Golden Lion Court, number twenty-sivin, second bell- 
handle-on the right-hand door-post.. After glancing at herself 
as a comparatively worthless vessel, but still as one of some 
desert, she besought. her to bear in mind that her aforesaid 
dear and only mother was of a weakly constitution and 
excitable temperament, who had constantly to © sustain 
afflictions in domestic life, compared with which thieves and 
robbers were as nothing, and yet never sank down or gave way 
te despair or wrath, but, in prize-fighting phraseology, always 
came up to time with a cheerful countenance, and went in to 
win as if nothing had happened. When Miggs had finished 
her solo, her mistress struck in again, and the two together 
performed a duet to the same purpose; the burden being, that 
Mrs. Varden was persecuted perfection, and Mr. Varden, as 
the representative of mankind in that apartment, a creature 
of vicious and brutal habits, utterly insensible to the blessings 
he enjoyed. Of so refined a character, indeed, was: their 
talent of assault under the mask of sympathy, that when 
Dolly, recovering, embraced her father tenderly, as in vitidica- 
tion of his goodness, Mrs. Varden expressed her solemn hope 
that this would be a lesson to him for the remainder of his‘ life, 
and that he would do some little justice to a. woman’s nature 
ever afterwards—in which aspiration Miss Miggs, by divers 
sniffs and coughs, more significant than the longest oration, 
expressed: her entire concurrence. 

But the great joy of Miggs’s heart was, that she not only 
picked up a full account of what had happened, but had the 
exquisite delight of conveying it to Mr. Tappertit for his 
jealousy and torture. For that gentleman, on account of 
Dolly’s indisposition, had been requested to take his supper 
in the workshop, and it was conveyed thither by Miss Miggs’s 
own fair hands. 

“Oh Simmun!” said the young lady, “such goings on 
to-day! Oh, gracious me, Simmun!** 

Mr. Tappertit, who was not in the best of humours, and 
who disliked. Miss Miggs more when she laid her hand on her 
heart and panted for breath than at any other time, as her 
deficiency of outline was most apparent under such cireum- 
stances, eyed her over in his loftiest style, and deigned to 

ress no curiosity whatever. - bi ; 

“IT never heard the like, nor nobody else,” pursued Miggs. 
*“‘The idea of interfering with her. What people cam sce in 
her to make it worth their while to do so, that’s the joke— 
he, he, he!”’ 

Finding there was a lady in the case, Mr. Tappertit 
haughtily requested his fair friend to be more explicit, and 
demanded to know what she meant: by “‘her.’” 3 

Why, that Dolly,” said Miggs, with an extremely:sharp: 
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emphasis on the name. ‘‘‘ But, oh upon my word and honour, * 
young Joseph Willet is a brave one; and he do deserve her, - 
that he do.” ars 

“Woman!” said Mr. Tappertit, jumping off the counter 
on which he was seated; ‘‘beware!”’ : i 

“My stars, Simmun!” cried Miggs, in affected astonish- - 
ment. ‘You frighten me'to death! What's the matter?” 

“There are strings,” said Mr. Tappertit, flourishing his: 
bread-and-cheese knife in the air, “Sin the human heart that 
had better not be wibrated. That’s what’s the matter.” 

“Oh, very well—if you’re in a huif,” cried Miggs, turning 
away. - 

“Haft or no huff,” said Mr. Tappertit, detaining her by the 
wrist. ‘What do you mean, Jezebel? What were you going 
to say? Answer me!” 

Notwithstanding this uncivil exhortation, Miggs gladly 
did as she was required; and told him how that their young 
mistress, being alone in the meadows after dark, had been 
attacked by three or four tall men, who would have certainly - 
borne her away and perhaps murdered her, but for the timely 
arrival of Joseph Willet, who with his own single hand put 
them ali to flight, and reseued her; to the lasting admiration 
of his fellow-creatures generally, and to the eternal love and 
gratitude of Dolly Varden. 

“Very good,” said Mr. Tappertit, fetching a long breath 
when the tale was told, and rubbing his hair up till it stood ° 
stiff and straight on end all over his head. ‘His days are: 
numbered.” 

“Oh, Simmun!” ; 

“T tell you,” said the ’prentice, ‘His days are numbered. » 
Leave me. Get along with you.” 

Miggs departed at his bidding, but less because of his 
fidding than because she desired to chuckle in secret. When 
she had given vent to her satisfaction, she returned to the- 
parlour; where thé locksmith, stimulated by quietness and 
Toby, had become talkative, and was disposed to take a’ 
cheerful view of: the ‘occurrences of the day. But Mrs. 
Varden, whose practical religion (as is not uncommon) was° 
usually of the retrospective order, cut him short by declaiming 
on the sinfulness of such junketings, and holding that it was 
high time to go to bed. ‘To bed therefore she withdrew, with 
an aspect as grim and gloomy as that of the Maypole’s owa - 
state couch; and to bed the rest of the establishment soon 
afterwards repaired. : : ‘ 


CHAPTER THE TWENTY-THIRD eh 

Twuicur had given place to night some hours, and it was 
high noon in those quarters of the town in which “the world” 
condescended to dwell—the world béing then, as now, of very. 
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limited dimensions and easily lodged—whea Mr.. Chester 
reclined upon-a sofa in his dressing-room in the Temple, enter- 
taining himself with a book. Sgr 

He was dressing, as it seemed, by easy stages, and having 
performed half the journey was. taking a long rest. Com- 
pletely attired as to his legs and-feet in the trimmest fashion 
of the day, he had yet-the remainder of his toilet to perform, 
The coat was stretched, like a refined scarecrow, on its 
separate horse; the waistcoat was displayed to the best 
advantage; the various ornamental articles of dress were 
severally set out. in most alluring order; and yet he lay 
dangling his legs between the sofa and the ground, as intent 
upon his book as if there were nothing but bed before him. 

“Upon my honour,” he said, at length raising his eyes to 
the ceiling with the air of a man who was reflecting seriously. 
oa what he had read; ‘‘upon my honour, the most masterly 
eomposition, the most delicate thoughts, the finest code of 
morality, and the most gentlemanly sentiments in the 
universe!’ Ah, Ned, Ned, if you would but form your mind 
by such precepts, we should have but one common feeling 
on every subject that could possibly arise between us!” 

This apostrophe was addressed, like the rest of his remarks,; 
to empty air: for Edward was not present, and the father 
was quite alone. P 

“My Lord Chesterfield,” he said, pressing his hand tenderly’ 
upon the book as he laid it down, “if I could but have profited 
by your genius soon enough to have formed my sen on the: 
model you have left to all wise fathers, both he and I would 
have been rich men. Shakspeare was undoubtedly very 
fine in his way; Milton good, though prosy; Lord Bacon 
deep, and decidedly knowing; but the writer who should be 
his country’s pride, is my Lord Chesterfield.” 2 

He became thoughtful again, and the toothpick was in 
requisition. ; 

“I thought I was tolerably accomplished as a man of the 
world,’’ he continued, “I flattered myself that I was. pret 
well versed in all those little arts and graces which distingui 
men of the world from boors and peasants, and separate their 
character from those intensely vulgar sentiments which are 
called the national character... Apart from any natural 
prepossession in my own favour, I believed I was. Still, in 
every page of this enlightened writer, I find some captivating 
hypocrisy which has never occurred to me before, or some 
superlative piece of selfishness to which I was utterly a 
stranger. I should quite blush for myself before this stupen~ 
dous creature, if, remembering his precepts, one might blush 
at anything. An amazing man! a nobleman indeed! and 
King or Queen may make.a Lord, but. only the Devil himself, 
—and the Graces—can make a Chesterfield.” BAG fa. 
_ Men who are thoroughly false and hollow, seldom try to 
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hide these vices from themselves; and yet in the very act 
of avowing them, they lay claim to the virtues they most: 
feign to despise. ‘‘For,” say they, “this is honesty, this is 
truth. . All: mankind are like us, but. they have not the 
candour.ta avow it.” The more they affect to deny the 
existence of any sincerity in the world, the more they would 
he thought to possess it in its boldest shape; and this is an 
unconscious compliment to Truth on the part of these 
philosophers, which will turn the laugh against them to the 
Day of Judgment. i 

Mr. Chester, having extolled his favourite author as above 
recited, took up the book again in the excess of his admiration 
and was composing himself for a further perusal of its sublime 
morality, when: he was disturbed by a noise at the outer door; 
oecasioned as it seemed by the endeavours of his. servant to 
obstruct the entrance of some unwelcome visitor. 

“A late hour for an importunate creditor,” he said, raising 
his eyebrows with as indolent an expression of wonder as if 
the noise were in the street, and one with which he had not 
the smallest personal concern. ‘‘Much after their accustomed 
time. The usual pretence, I suppose. No doubt a heavy 
payment to make up to-morrow. . Poor fellow, he loses time, 
and time is money as the good proverb says—I never found 
it out though. Well. What now? You know I am not at 
home.” 

“A man, Sir,” replied the servant, who was to the full as 
cool and negligent: in his way as his master, “has brought 
home the riding-whip you lost the other day. I told him 
you were cut, but. he said he was to wait while [ brought it 
in, and wouldn’t go till [ did.” 

“He was quite right,” returned his master, ‘tand you're a 
blockhead, possessing no judgment. or discretion whatever, 
Teli him to come in, and see that he rubs his shoes for exactly 
five minutes first.” 

The man laid the whip on a chair, and withdrew. The 
master, who had only heard his foot upon the ground and 
had not taken the*trouble to turn round and look at him, 
shut. his book and pursued the train of ideas his entranee had 
disturbed. 

“Tf time were money,” he said, handling his snuff-box, “I 
would compound with my creditors, and give them—let me 
see—how much a day? There’s my nap after dinner—an 
hour—they’re extremely welcome to that, and to make the 
most of it. In the morning, between my breakfast and the 
paper, I could spare them another hour; in the evening, before 
dinner, say another. Three hours a day. They might pay 
themselves in calls, with interest, in twelve months. I think F 
shall propose it to them. Ah, my centaur, are you there?” » 

“Here I am,” replied Hugh, striding im, followed by a dog, 
as rough and: sullen as himself; ‘‘and- trouble enough I’ve 
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had to get here. What do you ask ‘me to come oR and keep 
Ine out when I do come?” 

“My good fellow,” returned the other, raising his head a 
little from the cushion and carelessly surveying him from top 
to toe, “I am delighted to see you, and to have, in your being 
a the best proof that you are not kept out. How are 
you 

“Tm weil enough,”’ said Hugh impatiently. 

“You look a perfect marvel of health, Sit down,” | 

“Vd rather stand,” said Hugh, 

“Please yourself, my good fellow,” returned Mr. Chester 
rising, slowly pulling off the loose robe he wore, aad sitting 
down before the dressing-glass. ‘‘Please yourself by all 
means,” 

Having said this in the politest and Dlandest tone possible, 
he went on dressing, ‘and took no further notice of his guest, 
who stood in the same spot as uncertain what to do next, 
eyeing him suikily.from time to time. 

“Are you going to speak to me, master?” he said, after a 
long silence. 

“My worthy creature,” returned Mr. ‘Chester, “you are. a 
little ruffled and out of humour. me wait till you're quite 
yourself again, Tam in no hu : 

This ‘behaviour had its satgudid effect. It humbled and 
abashed the man, and made him still more irresolute and 
uncertain. Hard words he could have returned, violence he 
would have repaid with interest; but this cool, complacent, 
contemptuous, self-possessed reception, caused him to feel his 
inferiority more completely than the most elaborate argu- 
ments. Everything contributed to this effect. His own 
rough speech, contrasted with the soft persuasive accents of 
the other; his rude bearing, and Mr. Chester's polished 
manner; the disorder and negligence of his ragged dress, and 
the elegant attire he saw before him; with all the unac- 
eustomed luxuries and comforts of the room, and the silence 
that gave him leisure to observe these things, and feel how 
ill at ease they made him; all these influences, which have 
too often some effect on tutored minds and become of almost 
resistless power when brought to bear on such a mind as his, 
quelled Hugh completely. He moved by little and little 
nearer to Mr, Chester’s chair, and glancing over his shoulder 
at the reflection of his face in the glass, as if seeking for some 
encouragement in its expression, said at length, with a rough 
attempt at conciliation, 

“ Are you going to speak to me, master, er am I to go 
away?” 

ee Break you,” said Mr. Chester, “speak you, good fellow. 
T have spoken, have Inot? 1am waiting for you.’ 

“Why, look’ee, Sir,” returned Hugh with increased embar- 
rassment, “Am I the man that you privy left your whip 
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with before :you rode away from the Maypole, and told to 
bring it back whenever he might want to see you on a certain - 
subject?” ‘ eG 

“No doubt the same, or you have a twin brother,’ said Mr. 
Chester, glancing at the reflection of his anxious face; ‘‘which 
is not, probable, I should say.” 

“Phen I have come, Sir,” said Hugh, “and I have brought 
it back, and something else along with it. A letter, Sir, it is, 
that I took from the person who had charge of it.” As he 
spoke, he laid upon the dressing-table, Dolly’s Jost epistle. 
The very letter that had cost her so much trouble. 

“Did you obtain this by force, my good fellow?” said Mr. 
Chester, casting his eye upon it without the least perceptible 
éurprise or pleasure. +o naan 

“Wot quite,” said Hugh. “Partly.” 

“Who was the messenger from whom you took it?”? 

; “A woman. One Varden’s daughter.’ 

“Oh indeed!” said Mr. Chester gaily. ‘What else did 
you take from her?” 

“What else?” 

“Yes,” said the other, in a drawling manner, for he was 
fixing a very small patch of sticking-plaster on a very small 
pimple near the corner of his mouth, ‘‘ What else?” 

‘ Wella kiss,” replied Hugh, after some hesitation, 

“And what else?” 

“Nothing.” 

“I think,” said Mr. Chester, in the same easy tone, and 
smiling twice or thrice to try if the patch adhered—“ I think 
there was something else. I have heard a trifle of jewelle 
spoken of—a mere trifle—a thing of such little value, indeed, 
that you may have forgotten it, Do you remember anything 
‘of the kind—such as a bracelet, now, for instance?” 

Hugh with a muttered oath thrust his hand into his breast, 
and wing the bracelet forth, wrapped in a scrap of hay, 
wes about to lay it on the table likewise, when his patron 
stopped his hand and bade him put it up again. 

“You took that for yourself, my excellent friend,” he said, 
“and may keep it. I am neither a thief, nor a receiver. 
Don’t show it to me, You had better hide it again, and lose 
no time. Don’t let me see where you put it either,” he 
added, turning away his head, 

“You're not a receiver!” said Hugh bluntly, despite the 
increasing awe in which he held him. ‘tWhat do you call 
that, master?” striking the letter with his heavy hand. _. 

“*T call that quite another thing.” said Mr, Chester coolly. 
“T shall prove it presently, as you will see. You are thirsty, 
I suppose?” ; 

Hugh drew his sleeve across his lips, and gruffly answered yea. 

“Step to that closet, and bring me a bottle you will sce 
there, and a glass,” ’ Hoes 
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_ He oheyed. His patron followed him with his eyes, and 
when his back was turned, smiled as he had never done. when 
he stood beside the mirror,. On his return he filled the glass, 

-and bade him drink. That dram despatched, he poured him 
out another, and another. —- 

“How many can you bear?” he said, filling the glass again.” 

“As many as you like. to give me. Pour on, Fill high. 
_A bumper with a bead in the middle! Give me enough of 
this,” he added, as he tossed it down his hairy throat, “‘and 
Ti do murder if you ask me!” 

**As I don’t mean to ask you, and you might possibly do it © 
without being invited if you went on much further,” said 

.Mr, Chester with great composure, ‘we will stop, if agreeable 
to you my geod friend, at the next-glass,— You were drinking © 
before you came here.” 

“TI always am when I can get it,” cried Hugh boisterously, 
waving the empty glass above his head, and throwing himself 
into a rude dancing attitude. .““I always am. Why not? 
Ha ha ha! What’s so good to me as this? What ever has 
been? What else has kept away the cold on bitter nights, and 

-driyen hunger off in starving times? What else has given me 

the strength and courage of a man, when men would have 
Ieft me to die, a puny child? I should never have had a 
man’s heart but for this. I should have died in a ditch, 
Where’s he who when I was a weak and sickly wretch, with 
trembling legs and fading sight, bade me cheer up, as this 
did? I never knew him; not I. I drink to the drink, 
master. Haha hal” - 

“You are an exceedingly cheerful young man, .” gaid Mr, 
Chester, putting on his cravat with great deliberation, and 
‘slightly moving his head from side to side to settle his chin 
in its proper place. “Quite a boon companion.’ 

“Do you see this hand master,” said Hugh, ‘‘and this 
arm?” baring the brawny limb to ‘the elbow. “It was once 
mere skin and bone, and would have been dust in some poor 
churchyard by this time, but for the drink.” 

“You may cover ii,” said Mr. Chester, ‘‘it’s sufficiently 
real in your sleeve.” ‘ 

“I should never have been spirited up to take a kiss from 

the ‘proud littie’ beauty, master, but for the drink,” cricd 
Hugh. '“Ha ha ha! It was a good one. As sweet as 
honey-suckle I warrant you. I thank the drink for it. Tu 
drink to the drink again, master. . Fill me one more. Come, 
One more!” 
} “You are such a promising fellow,” said his patron, putting 
on his waistcoat with great nicety, and taking no heed of this 
request, ‘“‘that I must caution you against having too many. 
impulses from the drink, and getting hung before ae time, 
What's 's.your age!”? 

*¥ don’t know,” : ; ih C6 THE BOs DE TS 
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“At any rate,” said Mr. Chester, “you are young enough to 
‘escape what I may call a natural death for some years to 
come. How can you trust yourself in my hands-on ‘so short 
‘an. acquaintance, with a halter round your neck. What a 
confiding nature yours must be!” i 

Hugh fell back a pace or two and surveyed him with a 
Jook of mingled terror, indignation, and:surprise. Regarding 
himself in the glass with the same complacency as before, and 
‘speaking as smoothly as if he were discussing some pleasant 
chit-chat of the town, his patron went.on: { 

“Robbery on the king’s highway, my young friend, is a 
very dangerous and ticklish oceupation. It is pleasant, 1 
have no doubt, while it lasts; but like many other pleasures 
in this transitory world, it seldom lasts long. And really if, 
in the ingenuousness of youth, you open your heart so readily 
on the subject, I am afraid your career will be an extremely 
short one.” ; 

“‘How’s this?” said Hugh. ‘“‘What do you talk of, master? 
Who was it set me on?” 

“Who?” said Mr. Chester, wheeling sharply round, and 
looking full at him for the first time. ‘‘I didn’t hear you. 
Who was it?” 

ike faltered, and muttered something which was ‘not 
audible. 

“Who was it? Iam curious to know,” said Mr. Chester, 
with surpassing affability. ‘‘Some rustic beauty perhaps? 
But ‘be cautious, my good friend. ‘They are not always to 
be trusted. Do take my advice now, and be careful of 
yourself.” With these words he turned to the glass again, 
and went on with his toilet. 3 

Hugh would have answered him that he, the questioner 
himself, had set him on, but the words stuck in his throat. 
The consummate art with which his patron had led him to 
this point, and managed the whole conversation, perfectly 
baffled him. He did not doubt that if he had made the 
retort which was on his lips when Mr. Chester turned round 
and questioned him so keenly, he would straightway have 
given him into custody, and had him dragged before a justice 
with the stolen property upon him; in which case it wa’ as 
certain he would have been hung as it was that he had been 
born. The ascendancy which it was the purpose of the man 
of the world to establish over this savage instrument, was 
gained from that time. Hugh’s submission was complete. 
He dreaded him beyond description; and felt that accident 
and artifice had spun a web about him, which ata touch from 
such a master-hand as his, would bind him to the gallows. 

With these thoughts passing through his mind, and yet 
wendering at the very same time how he who came there 
rioting in the confidence of this man (as he thought), should 
be so soon and se thoroughly subdued, Hugh stood cowering 
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before him, regarding him uneasily from time to time, while 
he finished? dressing. When he had done so, he took up the 
letter; broke the: seal, and: throwing himself back in his cha, 
read: it: leisurely through. 

“Very neatly worded upon my life! Quite a woman’s, 
letter, full’ of what people eall: tenderness, and disinterested- 
neas, and heart, and all that sort of thing!” . 

As he spoke, he twisted it up, and glaneing lazily round at. 
Hugh as though he would say ‘‘ You: see this?” held it. in 
the flame of the candle. When it. was in a full blaze, he 
tossed it into the grate, and there it smouldered away. 

“Tt was directed te my son,” he said, turning to: Hugh, 

“and. you. did quite right to bring it here. I opened it on 
my own responsibility and you see what I have done with 
it. eae this, for your trouble.” 

stepped forward to receive the piece: of money he 
held out to him. As he put it in his hand, he added: 

“Tf you should. happen to find anything else: of this: sort, 
or to pick up any kind of information you may think I would 
like to have, bring it here, will you, my good fellow?’” 

This was said with a smile which implied—or Hugh thought 
it did—‘‘fail to do sa at your peril!” He answered that he 
would. 

““And don’t,” said his patron, with an air of the very kindest 
patronage, “don’t. be at all downcast or uneasy respecting 
that. little rashness we have been speaking of. Your neck is 
as safe in my hands, my good fellow, as though a baby’s 
fingers clasped it, I assure you.—Take another glass. You 
are quieter now.’ 

Hugh accepted it from his hand, and looking stealthily at 
his smiling face, drank the contents in silence. 

_ “Don’t you—ha, ha!—don’t: you drink to the drink any 
more?” said Mr. Chester, in his: most. winning manner. 

'“To you, Sir,” was the sullen answer, with something 
approaching te a bow. “I drink to you.” 

“Thank you. God bless you. By the bye, what is your 
name, my good soul? You are called Hugh, I know, of 
course—your other name?” 

“T have no other name.” 

“A very strange fellow! Do you mean that you never 
knew one, or that you don’t choose to tell it? Which?” 

“Pad tell it if L could,” said Hugh quickly. ‘‘I can’t. I 
have heen always called Hugh; nothing more. I never 
knew, nor saw, nor thought about a father; and I was. a boy 
of six—that’s not. very old—when they hung my mother up 
at Tyburn for a couple of thousand men to stare at. They 
might have let her live. She was poor enough.” 

‘How very sad!” exclaimed his patron, with a conde-~ 
seénding smile, ‘I have no doubt she was an exceedingly 
pueten weman.”= . 
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«“VYou see that dog of mine?” said Hugh, abruptly. «~ 

“Faithful, I dare say?” rejoined his patron, looking at 
him through his glass; ‘‘and immensely clever? Virtuous 
and gifted animals, whether man or beast, always: are so 
very hideous.” ; ; 

- “Such a dog as that, and one of the same breed, was the 

-only living thing except me that howled that day,’ said 
Hugh. ‘Out of the two thousand odd—there was a-larger 
crowd for its being a woman—the dog and I alone had any pity. 
If he’d ,have been a man, he’d have been glad to be quit of 
her, for she had been forced to keep him lean and half-starved; 
but being a dog, and not having a man’s sense, he was sorry.” 

“It was dull of the brute, certainly,” said Mr. Chester, 
‘tand very like a brute.” . . 

Hugh made no rejoinder, but whistling to his dog, who 
sprang up at the sound and came jumping and sporting about 
him, bade his sympaihising friend good night. 

-“*Good night,”’ he returned. ‘Remember; you're safe 
with me—quite safe. So long as you deserve it, my good 
fellow, as I hope you always will, you have a friend in me, on 
whose silence you may rely. Now do be careful of yourself, 
pray do, and consider what jeopardy you might have steod 
in. Good night! bless you!” 5 

Hugh trueckled before the hidden meaning of these words 
as much as such a being could, and crept out of the door so 
submissively and subserviently—with an air, in. short, so 
Gifferent from that with which he had entered—that his 
patron on being left alone, smiled more than ever. 

“And yet,’ he said, as he took a pinch of snuff, “I do not 
like their haying hanged his mother. ‘The fellow has a fine 
eye, and I am sure she was handsome. But very probably 
she was coarse—red-nosed, perhaps, and had clumsy fect. 
Aye, it was all for the best, no doubt.’’ 

With this comforting reflection, he put on his coat, took a 
farewell glance &t the glass, and summoned his man, who 
promptly attended, followed by a chair and its two bearers. 

“Foh!” said Mr. Chester. ‘Zhe very atmosphere that 
centaur has breathed, seems tainted with the cart and ladder. 
Here, Peak. Bring some scent and sprinkle the fioor; and 
take away the chair he sat upon, and air it; and dash a little 
of that mixture upon me. I am stifled!’’ 

The man obeyed; and the room and its master being both 
purified, nothing remained for Mr. Chester but to demand 
his hat, to fold it jauntily under his arm, to take his seat in 
the chair and be carried off: humming a fashionable tune, 


CHAPTER THE TWENTY-FOURTH ’ 
How the accomplished gentleman. spent the evetug in 
the midst of a dazzling and brilliant circle; how he ens’ 
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chanted all'those with whom: he mingled-by the grace of his - 
deportment, “the politeness: of his manner, the vivacity of 
his conversation, and the sweetness of his voice;, how it was 
observed: in every. corner, that Chester was a: man of that 
happy disposition that nothing ruffied him, that he was one 
on whom the world’s cares and errors sat lightly as his dress, 
and in whose smiling face a calm and tranquil mind was 
constantly reflected; how honest men, who by instinct 
knew him better, bowed down before him nevertheless, 
deferred to his every word, and courted his favourable 
notice; how people, who really had good in them, went. with 
the stream, and. fawned end flattered, and approved, and 
despised themselves while they did so, and yet had not the 
courage to resist; how, in short, he was one of those who are 
received and cherished in society (as the phrase is) by scores- 
who individually would shrink from and be’ repelled by the 
object of their lavish regard; are things of course, which will 
Suggest themselves. Matter so common-place needs but a 
passing glance, and there an end. ~ 

The despisers of mankind—apart from the mere fools and 
mimics of that creed—are of two sorts. They who believe 
their merit neglected and unappreciated, make up one class; 
they who receive adulation and flattery, knowing their own 
worthlessness, compose the other. Be sure that the coldest 
hearted misanthropes are ever of this last order. 

Mr. Chester sat up in bed next morning, sipping his coffee, 
and remembering with a kind of contemptuous satisfaction 
how he had shone last night, and how he had been caressed 
and courted, when his servant brought in a very small scrap 
of dirty paper, tightly sealed in two places, on the inside 
whereof was inscribed in ‘pretty large text these words. 
“A friend. Desiring of a conference, Immediate. Private. 
Burn it when you've read it.’’ : 

““Where in the name of the Gunpowder Plot did you pick 
up this?” said his master. 

It was given him by a person then waiting at the door, the 
man replied. : 

“With a cloak and dagger?’’ said Mr. Chester. 

‘With nothing more threatening about him, it appeared, 
than a leather apron and a dirty face. ‘Let him come in.’’ 
In he came—Mr. Tappertit; with his hair still on end, and 
a great lock in his hand, which he put down on the floor in 
the middle of the chamber as if he were about to go through 
some performances in which it was a necessary agent. 

‘Sir,’ said Mr. Tappertit with a low bow, “I thank you 
for this condescension, and am glad to see you. Pardon the 
menial office in which I am engaged Sir, and extend your 
sympathies to one, who, humble as his appearance is, | 
inn’ard workings far above his station.” 

Mr, Chester held the bed-curtain farther back, and looked 
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at him with a vague impression that he was some maniac, 
who had not only broken open the door of his place of confine- 
ment, but had brought.away the lock. Mr. Tappertit bowed 
again, and displayed his legs to the best advantage. 

“You have heard, Sir,’ said Mr. Tappertit, laying his 
hand upon his breast, “of G. Varden locksmith and bell- 
hanger and repairs neatly executed in town and country, 
Clerkenwell, London?” 

“What then?’ asked Mr. Chester. 

“T am his ’prentice, Sir.’* 

“What then ?”? 

“Ahem!’? said Mr. Tappertit. ‘Would you permit me to 
shut the door, Sir, and will you further, Sir, give me your 
honour bright, that what passes between us is in the strictest 
confidence ?”’ 

Mr. Chester laid himself calmly down in bed again, and 
turning a perfectly undisturbed face towards the strange 
apparition, which had by this time closed the door, begged 
him to speak out, and to be as rational as he could, without 
putting himself to any very great personal inconvenience. 

“In the first place, Sir,” said Mr. Tappertit, producing a 
small pocket-handkerchief, and shaking it out of the folds, 
“as I have not a card about me (for the envy of masters 
debases us below that level) allow me to offer the best 
substitute that circumstances will admit of. If you will 
take that in your own hand, Sir, and cast your eye on the 
right-hand corner,’ said Mr. Tappertit, offering it with a 
graceful air, “you will meet with my credentials.” 

“Thank you,’’ answered Mr. Chester, politely accepting it, 
and turning to some blood-red characters at one end. 
“*Four. Simon Tappertit. One.’ Is that the—? 

“Without the numbers, Sir, that is my name,” replied the 
*prentice. ‘They are merely intended as directions to the 
washer-woman, and have no connexion with myself or family. 
Your name, Sir,” said Mr. Tappertit, looking very hard at 
his nightcap, “is Chester, I suppose? You needn’t pull it 
off, Sir, thank you. I observe E. C. from here. We will take 
the rest for granted.” __ 

“Pray, Mr. Tappertit,’’ said Mr. Chester, “has that 
complicated piece of ironmongery which you have done 
me the favour to bring with you any immediate connexion 
with the business we are to discuss?” 

“¥t has not, Sir,” rejoined the ’prentice. “It’s going to 
be fitted on a ware*us-door in Thames Street.” 

“Perhaps, as that is the case,’’ said Mr. Chester, “‘and as 
it has a stronger flavour of oil than I usually refresh my 
bedroom with, you will oblige me so far as to put it outside 
the door?” “ 

, “By all means, Sir,” said Mr. Tappertit, suiting the action 
fo the word, , tec 
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“You'll excuse my mentioning it, I hope?” 
Enea apologise, Sir, I beg. And now, if you please, to 


During the whole of this dialogue, Mr. Chester had suffered 
nothing but his smile of unvarying serenity and politeness to 
appear upon his face. Sim Tappertit, who had far too good 
an opinion of himself to suspect that anybody could be playing 
upon him, thought within himself that this was something 
like the respect to which he was entitled, and drew a com- 
parison from this courteous demeanour of a stranger, by no 
Means favourable to the worthy locksmith. 

“From what passes in our house,’’ said Mr. Tappertit, ‘I 
am aware, Sir, that your son keeps company with a young 
lady against your inclinations. Sir, your son has not used 
me well.” 

“Mr. Tappertit,” said the other, ‘‘you grieve me beyond 
description.” 

“Thank you, Sir,” replied the *prentice. “I’m glad to 
hear you say so. He’s very proud, Sir, is your son; very 


“Tam afraid he is haughty,” said Mr. Chester. ‘*Do you 
know I was really afraid of that before; and you confirm me.” 

“To recount the menial offices I’ve had to do for your son, 
Sir,” said Mr. Tappertit; ‘‘the chairs I’ve had to hand him, 
the coaches I’ve had to call for him, the numerous degrading 
duties, wholly unconnected with my indenters, that I’ve had 
to do for him, would fill a family Bible. Besides which, Sir, 
he is but a young man himself, and I do not consider ‘thank’ee 
Sim,’ a proper form of address on those occasions.’ 

ff Mr. Tappertit, your wisdom is beyond your years. Pray 

on.’ 

£5 coal you for your good opinion, Siz,” said Sim, much 
gratified, ‘‘and will endeavour so to do. Now, Sir, on this 
aecount (and perhaps for another reason or two which 1 
needn’t go into) I am on your side. And what I tell you is 
this—that as long as our people go backwards and forwards, 
to and fro, up and down, to that there jolly old Maypole, 
lettering, and messaging, and fetching and carrying, you . 
couldn’t help your son keeping company with that young 
lady by deputy,—not if he was minded night and day by all 
the Horse Guards, and every man of ’em in the very fullest 
uniform. 

Mr. Tappertit stopped to take breath after this, and then 
started fresh again. 

“Now, Sir, I am a coming to the point. You will inquire 
of me, ‘how is this to be prcocnted tie Tu tell you how. a 
an honest, civil, smiling gentleman like you— 

“Mr. Tappertit—really— 

“No, no, I’m serious,” rejoined the ’prentice, “I am, upon 
my soul. If an honest, civil, smiling gentleman like you, 
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was to talk but ten minutes to our old woman—that’s Mrs. 
Varden—and flatter her up a bit, you’d gain her over for 
ever. Then there’s this point got—that her -daughter 
Dolly,”—here .a flush came over Mr. Tappertit’s face— 
“‘wouldn’t be allowed to be a go-between from that time 
forward; and till that point’s got, there’s nothing ever will 
prevent her. Mind that.” ; ii 

“Mr, Tappertit, your knowledge of human nature—” 

“Wait a minute,” said Sim, folding his arms with a dreadful 
calmness. ‘‘Now I come to Tae point. Sir, there is a villain 
at that Maypole, a monster in human shape, a vagabond of 
the deepest dye, that unless you get rid of, and have kidnapped. 
and carried off at the very least—nothing less will do—wili 
marry your son to that young woman, as certainly and surely 
as. if he was the Archbishop of Canterbury himself. He will, 
Sir, for the hatred and malice that he bears to you; let alone 
the pleasure of doing a bad action, which to him is its own 
reward. If you knew how this chap, this Joseph Willet— 
that’s his name—comes backwards and forwards to our 
house, libelling, and denouncing, and threatening you, and 
how I shudder when I hear him, you’d hate him worse than 
I do,—worse than I do, Sir,” said Mr. Tappertit wildly, 
putting his hair up straighter, and making a crunching noise 
with his teeth; “if sich a thing is possible.” . 

‘A little private vengeance in this, Mr. Tappertit?” 

“Private vengeance, Sir, or public sentiment, or both 
combined—destroy him,” said Mr. Tappertit. ‘‘Miggs says 
so too. Miggs and me both say so. We can’t bear the 
plotting and undermining that takes place. Our souls 
recoil from it. Barnaby Rudge and Mrs. Rudge are in it 
likewise; but the villain, Joseph Willet, is the ringleader. 
Their ‘plottings and schemes are known to me and Miggs. 
If you want information of ’em, apply to us. Put Joseph 
Willet down, Sir. Destroyhim. Crushhim. And be happy.” 

With these words, Mr. Tappertit, who seemed to expect 
no reply, and to hold it as a necessary consequence of his 
eloquence that his hearer should be utterly stunned, dumb- 
foundered, and overwhelmed, folded his arms so that the 
palm of each hand rested on the opposite shoulder, and 
disappeared after the manner of those mysterious warners 
of whom he had read in cheap story-books. 

“That fellow,” said Mr. Chester, relaxing his face when 
he was fairly gone, ‘‘is good practice. I have some command 
of my features, beyond all doubt. He fully confirms what I 
suspected, though; and blunt tools are sometimes found of 
use, where sharper instruments would fail. I fear I may be 
obliged to make great hayoc among these worthy people, 
A troublesome necessity! I quite feel for them.” - ; 

With that he fell into.a quiet slumber :—subsided inte such 

.@ gentle, pleasant sleep, that it was quite'infantine. © + — 
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CHAPTER: THE TWENTY-FIFTH s 

Lavine .the favoured, and well-received,’ and~ flattered of 

the woritd; him of the ‘world most worldly, who never com- | 
promised himself by an ungentlemanly action and was ‘never 

guilty of a manly one; to lie smilingly asleep—for even sleep, 

‘working but little change in his dissembling face became 

with him a piece of cold, conventional hypoerisy—we follow 

in the steps of two slow travellers on foot, making towards 

Chigwell. ~ 

Barnaby and his mother. Grip in their company, of course, 

The widow, to whom each painful mile seemed longer than 
the last, toiled wearily along; while Barnaby, yielding to 
every inconstant impulse, fluttered here and there, now 
Jeaving her far behind, now lingering far behind himself, 
now darting into some by-lane or path and leaving her to 
pursue her way alone, until he stealthily emerged again and 
came upon her with a wild shout of merriment, as his wayward 
‘and capricious nature prompted. Now he would call to her 
from the topmost branch of some high tree by the roadside; 
now using his tall staff as a leaping-pole, come flying over 
ditch or hedge or five-barred gate; now run with surprising 
swiftness for a mile or more on the straight road, and halting, 
sport upon a patch of grass with Grip till she came up. These 
were his delights; and when his patient mother heard his 
merry voice, or looked into his flushed and healthy face, she 
would not have abated them by one sad word or murmur, 
though each had been to her a source of suffering in the same 
degree as it was to him of pleasure. " 

It is something to look upon enjoyment, so that it be free 
and wild and in the face of nature, though it is but the 
enjoyment of an idiot. “It is something to know that Heaven 
has left the capacity of gladness in such a creature’s breast; 
it is something to be assured that, however lightly men may 
-erush that faculty in their fellows, the Great Creator of 
mankind imparts it even to his despised and slighted work, 
| Who would not rather see a poor idiot happy in the eualighs, 
‘than a wise man pining in a darkened jail! 

Ye men of gloom and austerity, who paint the face of. 
‘Infinite Benevolence with an eternal frown; read in the 
Everlasting Book, wide open to your view, the lesson it would 
‘teach. Its pictures are not in black and sombre hues, but 
bright and glowing tints; its music—save when ye drown it— 
is not in sighs and groans, but songs and cheerful sounds, 
Listen to the million voices in the summer air, and find one 
dismal as your own, Remember, if ye can, the sense of hope 
‘and pleasure which every glad return of day awakens in the 
‘breast of: all your kind who have not changed their nature; 
sand learn same ‘wisdom even from ‘the witless, when’ their 
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hearts are lifted up they know not why, by all the mirth and 
happiness it brings. _ 

The widow’s breast was full of care, was laden heavily 
with secret dread and sorrow; but her boy’s gaiety of heart 
gladdened her and beguiled the long journey. Sometimes he 
would bid her lean upon his arm, and would keep beside her 
steadily for a short distance; but it was more his nature to 
be rambling to and fro, and she better liked to see him free 
and happy, even than to haye him near her, because she 
loved him better than herself. 

She had quitted the place to which they were travelling, 
directly after the event which had changed her whole 
existence; and for two-and-twenty years had never had 
courage to revisit it. It was her native village. How many 
recollections crowded on her mind when it appeared in sight! 

Two-and-twenty years. Her boy’s whole life ‘and history. 
The last time she looked back upon those roofs among the 
trees, she carried him in her arms, an infant. How often 
since thattime had she sat beside him night and day, watching 
for the dawn of mind that never came; how had she feared, 
and doubted, and yet hoped, long after conviction forced 
itself upon her! The little stratagems she had devised to 
try him, the little tokens he had given in his childish way— 
not of dullness but of something infinitely worse, so ghastly 
and unchild-like in its cunning—came back as vividly as if 
but yesterday had intervened. The room in which they 
used to be; the spot in which his cradle stood; he, old and 
elfin-like in face, but ever dear to her, gazing at her with a 
wild and vacant eye, and crooning some uncouth song as 
she sat by and rocked him; every circumstance of his infancy 
came thronging back, and the most trivial, perhaps, the 
most distinctly. 

His older childhood, too; the strange imaginings he had; his 
terror of certain senseless things—familiar objects he endowed 
with life; the slow and gradual breaking out of that one horror, 
in which, before his birth, his darkened intellect began; how, 
in the midst of all, she had found some hope and comfort in his 
being unlike another child, and had gone on almost believing in 
the slow development of his mind until he grew a man, and 
then his.childhood was complete and lasting; one after another, 
all these old thoughts sprang up within her, strong after their 
long slumber and bitterer than ever. 

She took his arm and they hurried through the village street. 
It was the same as it was wont to be in old times, yet different 
too, and wore another air. The change was in herself; not it; 
but. she never thought of that, and wondered at its alteration, 
and where it lay, and what it was. ; 

The people all knew Barnaby, and the children of the place 
came. flocking round. him—as she remembered to have. done 
with their fathers and mothers round some silly beggarman, 
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each well-remembered house, and yard, and homestead; and 
striking into the fields, were soon alone again. - 

The Warren was the end of their journey. Mr. Haredale 
was walking in the garden, and seeing them as they passed 
the iron gate, unlocked it, and bade them enter that way. 

‘*At length you have mustered heart to visit the old place,” 
he said to the widow. ‘I am glad you have.” ~ 

“For the first time, and the last, Sir,” she replied. 

“The first for many years, but not the last?” 

“““Phe very last.” ; 

“You mean,” said Mr. Haredale, regarding her with some 
surprise “‘that having made this effort, you are resolved not to 
persevere and are determined to relapse? This is unworthy 
of you. Ihave often told you, you should return here, You 
would be happier here than elsewhere, I know. As to Barnaby, 
it’s quite his home.” 

“And Grip’s,” said Barnaby, holding the basket open. 
The raven hopped gravely out, and perching on his shoulder 
and addressing himself to Mr. Haredale, cried—as a hint, 
perhaps, that some temperate refreshment would be accept- 
able—‘Polly put the ket-tle on, we'll all have tea!” 

““Hear me, Mary,” said Mr. Haredale kindly, as he motioned 
her to walk with him towards the house. ‘‘ Your life has been 
an example of patience and fortitude, except in this one par- 
ticular which has often given me great pain. It is enough to 
know that you were cruelly involved in the calamity which 
deprived me of an only brother, and Emma of her father, 
without being obliged to suppose (as Isometimes am) that yeu 
associate us with the author of our joint misfortunes.” 

“Associate you with him, Sir!” she cried. 

“Indeed,” said Mr, Haredale, “I think you do. I almost 
\believe that because your husband was bound by so many 
ties to our relation, and died in his service and defence, you 
have come in some sort to connect us with his murder.” 

“Alas!” she answered. ‘You little know my heart, Sir. 
You little know the truth!” 

“It is natural you should do so; it is very probable you may, 
without being conscious of it,” said Mr. Haredale,. speaking 
more to himself than her. “We are a fallen house. Money, 

| dispensed with the most lavish hand, would be a poor recom- 

pense for sufferings like yours; and thinly scattered by hands 
so pinched and tied as ours, it becomes a miserable mockery. 
I feel it so, God knows,” he said hastily. “Why should I 
wonder if she does!” ; 

You do me wrong, dear Sir, indeed,” she rejoined with 
great earnestness; “and yet when you come to hear what'I 

ire your leave to say—” 
' “¥ shall find my doubts confirmed?” he said, observing that 
slic faltered and e confused, ‘‘ Well!” 


172 BARNABY RUDGE ; 


He quickened this pace for a few steps, but fell back again .to 
her side, and said: i me ere 

“And haye you come all this way at last, solely to speak to 
me?” 

She answered, ‘‘ Yes.” 

“A curse,” he muttered, ‘‘upon the wretched state of us 
proud beggars} from whom the poor and rich are equally at a 
distance; the one being forced to treat us with a show of cold 
respect; the other condescending to us in their every deed and 
word, and keeping more aloof, the nearer they approach us.— 
Why, if it were pain to you (as it must have been) to break for 
this slight purpose the chain of habit forged through two-and- 
twenty years, could you not let me know your wish, and beg 
me to come to-you?” 

“There was not time, Sir,” she rejoined... ‘tI took my reso- 
lution but last night, and taking it, felt that I must not lose a 
day—a day! an hour—in having speech with you.” 

They had by this time reached the house. Mr, Haredale 
paused for a moment, and looked at her as if surprised by the 
energy of her manner, Observing, however, that she tock no 
heed of him, but glanced up, shuddering, at the old walls with 
which such horrors were connected in her mind, he led her by a 
private stair into his library, where Emma was seated in a 
window, reading. 

The young lady, seciig who approached, hastily rose and 
laid aside her book, and with many kind words, and not with- 
out tears, gave her a warm and earnest welcome. _ But the 
widow shrank from her embrace as though she feared her, and 
sank down trembling on a chair. 

“It is the return to this place after so long an absence,” said 
Emma gently. ‘‘Pray ring, dear uncle—or stay—Barnab 
will run himself and ask for wine—” . 

“Not for the world,” she cried. ‘“‘It would have another 
taste—I could not touch it. I want but a minute’s rest. 
Nothing but that,” 

Miss Haredale stood beside her chair, regarding her with 
silent pity. She remained for a little time quite still; then 
rose and turned to Mr. Haredale, who had sat down in his 
easy-chair, and was contemplating her with fixed attention. 

The tale connected with the mansion borne in mind, it 
seemed, as has been already said, the chosen theatre for such 
a deed asit had known, The room in which this group were 
now assembled—hard by the very chamber where the act was 
done—dull, dark, and sombre; heavy with worm-eaten books ; 
deadened and shut in by faded hangings, mufiling every sound, 
shadowed mournfully by trees whose rustling boughs gave 
eyer and anon a spectral knocking at the glass; wore, beyond, 
all others in the house, a ghostly, gloomy air. Nor.were the 
group assembled there, unfitting tenants of the spot. The 
. widow, with her marked and startling face and downcast eyes; - 
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‘Mr. Haredale, stern and despondent ever; his niece ‘beside him, 
like, yet most unlike, the picture of her father, which gazed 
reproachfully down upon them from: the: blackened wall; 
Barnaby, with his vacant look and restless eye; were all in 
keeping with the place, and actors in the legend. Nay, the 
very tayen, who had hopped upon the table and with the air 
of some old necromancer appeared to be profoundly studying 
a great folio volume that lay open on a desk, was strictly in 
unison with the rest, and looked like the embodied Spirit of 
Evil biding his’ time of mischief. 

. Tf searcely know,” said the widow, breaking silence, “how 
to begin. You will think my mind disordered.” B 

“The whole tenor of your quiet and reproachless life:since 
you were last here,”’ returned Mr. Haredale mildly, “‘shall bear 
witness for you. Why do you fear.to awaken such a sus- 
picion? You do not speak to strangers. You have not to 
claim our interest or consideration for the first time. Be 
more yourself, “Take heart.. Any advice or assistance that I 
can give you, you. know is yours of right, and freely yours.” 

. “What if I came, Sir,”’ she rejoined, “I, who: have but one- 
other friend on earth, to reject your aid from this moment, 
and/to say that henceforth I launch myself upon the world, 
alone and unassisted, to sink or swim as Heaven may decree!” 

“You would have, if you came to me for such a.purpose,” 
said Mr, Haredale calmly, ‘some reason to assign for conduct 
60 extraordinary, which—if one may entertain the possibility 
of anything so wild and strange—would have its weight, of 
course.” 

“That, Sir,” she answered, “is the misery of my distress, I 
can give no reason whatever. My own bare word is all that 
Tecan offer. It is my duty my imperative and bounden duty. 
Tf I did not discharge it, I should be a base and guilty wretch, 
Waving said that, my lips are sealed, and I can say no more.’ 

As though she felt relieved at having said so much, and had 
nerved herself to the remainder of her task, she spoke from 
this time with a firmer voice and heightened courage. . 

. “Heaven is my witness, as my own heart is—and yours, 
dear young lady, will speak for me, I know—that I have lived, 
since that time we all have bitter reason to remember, in 
unchanging devotion, and gratitude to this family. . Heaven is 
my witness that go where I may, I shall preserve those feelings 
unimpaired. As it is my witness, too, that they alone impel 
me to the course I must take, and’ from which morhing ss now 
shall turn me, as I hope for mercy.” ; 

“These are strange riddles,” said Mr. Haredale.. 

. “In this world, Sir,” she replied, ‘“they may, perhaps, never 
be explained. In another, the Truth will be discovered in its 
own good time.» And may that time,’ she added inva low 
oad “be far distant!’’ 

“Let me be sure,” said Mr. Haredale, “that I understand 
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you, for E am doubtful of my own senses. Do you mean that 
you are resolved voluntarily to deprive yourself of those 
Means of support you have received from us so long—that you 
are determined to resign the annuity we settled on you twenty 
years ago—to leave house, and home, and goods, and begin 
life anew—and this, for some secret reason or monstrous fancy 
which is ineapable of explanation, which only now exists, and 
has been dormant all this time? In the name of God, under 
what delusion are you labouring?”* 

“As I am deeply thankful,” she: made answer, ‘“‘for the 
kindness of those, alive and dead, who have owned this house; 
and as I would not have its roof fall down and crush me, or 
its. very walls drip blood, my name being spoken in their 
hearing; I will never again subsist upon their bounty, or let it 
help me to subsistence. You do not know,” she added, 
suddenly, “‘to what uses it may be applied; into what hands 
it may pass. I do, and I renounce it.” ‘ 

“Surely,” said Mr. Haredale, “‘its uses rest with you.” 

“They did. They rest with me no longer. It may be—it 
is—devoated to purposes that mock the dead im their graves. 
It never can prosper with me. It will bring some other heavy 
judgment on the head of my dear son, whose ‘innocence will 
suffer for his mother’s guilt.” 

‘““What words are these!” cried Mr. Haredale, regarding 
her with wonder. ‘‘Among what associates have you fallen? 
Into what guilt have you ever been betrayed?” 

“T am guilty, and yet innocent; wrong, yet right; good in 
intention, though constrained to shield and aid the bad. Ask 
me no more questions, Sir; but believe that Lam rather to be 
pitied than condemned. I must leave my house to-morrow, 
for while I stay there, it is haunted. My future dwelling, if I 
am to live in peace, must be a secret. If my poor boy should 
ever stray this way, do not tempt him to disclose it or have 
him watched when he returns; for if we are hunted, we must 
fly again. And now this load is off my mind, I beseech you— 
and you, dear Miss Haredale, too—to trust me if you can, and 
think of me kindly as you have been used to do. If I die and 
cannot tell my secret even then (for that may come to pass), 
it will sit the lighter on my breast in that hour for this day’s 
work; and on that day, and every day until it comes, I will 
pray for and thank you both, and trouble you no more.” 

With that, she would have left them, but they detained her, 
and with many soothing words and kind entreaties besought. 
her to consider what she did, and above all to repose more 
freely upon them, and say what weighed so sorely on her mind. 
Finding her deaf to their persuasions, Mr. Haredale suggested, 
as a last resource, that she should confide in Emma, of whom, 
as a young person and ore of her own sex, she might stand m 
less dread than of himself. From this proposal, however, she 
recoiled with the same indescribable repugnance she had 
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manifested when they met. "The utmost that could be wrung 
from her was, a promise that she would receive Mr. Haredale at 
her own house next evening, and in the meantime reconsider 
her determination and their dissuasions—though any change 
on her part, as she told them, was quite hopeless. This con- 
dition made at last, they reluctantly suffered her to depart, 
sinee she would neither eat nor drink within the house; and 
she, and Barnaby, and Grip, accordingly went out as they had 
come, by the private stair and garden-gate; seeing and being 
seen of no one by the way. 

It was remarkable in the raven that during the whole inter- 
view he had kept his eye on his book with exactly the air of a 
very sly human rascal, who, under the mask of pretending to 
read hard, was listening to everything. He still appeared to 
have the conversation very strongly in his mind, for although, 
when they were alone again, he issued orders for the instant 
preparation of innumerable kettles for purposes of tea, he was 
thoughtful, and rather seemed to doso from an abstract sense 
of duty, than with any regard to making himself agreeable, or 
being what is commonly called good company. 
| They were to return by the coach. As there was an interval 
of full two hours before it started, and they needed rest and 
some refreshment, Barnaby begged hard for a visit to the 
Maypole. But his mother, who had no wish to be recognised 
by any of those who had known her Jong ago, and who feared 
besides that Mr. Haredale might, on second thoughts, despatch 
some messenger to that place of entertainment in quest of her, 
proposed to wait in the churchyard instead. As it was easy 
for Barnaby to buy and carry thither such humble viands as 
they required, he cheerfully assented, and in the churehyard 
they sat down to take their frugal dinner. 

Here again, the raven was in a highly reflective state; walk- 
ing up and down when he had dined, with an air of elderly 
complacency which was ‘strongly suggestive of his having his 
hands under his coat-tails; and appearing to read the tomb- 
stones with a very critical taste. Sometimes, after a long 
inspection of an epitaph, he would strop his beak upon the 
grave to which it referred, and cry in his hoarse voice, “I’m a 
devil, I’m a devil, I’m a devil!’’ but whether he addressed his 
observations to any supposed person below, or merely threw 
them off as a general remark, is matter of uncertainty. 

It was a quiet pretty spot, but a sad one for Barnaby’s 
mother; for Mr. Reuben Haredale lay there, and near the vault 
in which his ashes rested, was a stone to the memory of her 
own husband, with a brief inscription recording how and when 
he had lost his life. She sat here, thoughtful and apart, until 
their time was out, and the distant horn told that the coach 
was coming. — ; 

Barnaby, who had been sleeping on the grass, sprang up 
quickly at the sound; and Grip, who appeared to understand 
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it equally well, walked into his basket straightway, entreating 
society in general (as though he intended a kind of satire upon 
them:in connexion with churchyards) never to say die‘on any 
-terms.: They were soon on the coach-top and rolling along 
the road... ~ : ECT 

It went’ round by the Maypole, and stopped at the door. 
Joe was from home, and Hugh came sluggishly out to hand up 
the parcel that it called for. There was no fear of old John 
coming out. They could see him from the coach-roof fast 
asleep in his cosey bar.. It wasa part of John’s character. He 
made‘a point of going to sleep atthe coach’s time. He despised 
gadding about; he looked upon coaches as things that ought 
to be indicted; as disturbers of the peace of mankind; as 
restless, bustling, busy, horn-blowing contrivances, quite 
beneath the dignity of men, and only suited to giddy girls that 
did nothing but chatter and go a-shopping. ‘We know 
nothing about coaches here, Sir,” John would say, if any 
unlucky stranger made inquiry touching the offensive vehicles ; 
“‘we don’t book for em; we'd rather not; they’re more trouble 
than they’re worth, with their noise and rattle. . If you like 
to wait for ’em you can; but we don’t know anything about 
*em; they may call and they may not—there’s a carrier—he 
was looked upon as quite good enough for us, when I was a 

2 P 

-She dropped her veil as Hugh climbed up, and while he hung 
behind, and talked to Barnaby in whispers. But neither he 
nor any other person speke to her, or noticed her, or had any 
curiosity about her; and so, an alien, she visited and left the 
village where she had been born, and had lived a merry child, 
a comely girl, a happy wife—where she had known all her 
enjoyment of life, and had entered on its hardest sorrows. + 


CHAPTER THE TWENTY-SIXTH ‘ 

“AnD you’re not, surprised to hear this, Varden?” said Mr. 
Haredale. ‘Well! You and she have always been the best 
friends, and you should understand her if anybody does.” 

“TI ask your pardon, Sir,” rejoined the locksmith. “I 
didn’t say I understood her. I wouldn’t have the presump- 
tion to say that of any woman. It’s not so easily done. But 
I am not so much surprised, Sir, as you expected me to be, 
certainly.’’. 

. “May I ask why not, my good friend?” 

- “Tohave seen, Sir,” returned the locksmith with evident 
reluctance, ‘‘I have seen in connexion with her, something 
that has filled me with distrust and uneasiness. She has made 
bad friends; how, or when, I don’t know; but that her house 
is a refuge for one robber and cut-throat at least, I am certain, 
There; Sir! Now it’s. out.” 4 Leder, et : 
sutVardenl? ..00 5 
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«> “My own eyes, Sir,are. my. witnesses,..and for her sake J 
would be willingly half-blind, if I could but have the pleasure 
of mistrusting.’cm... I have kept the secret till now, and it 
will go no-further than yourself, I know; but I tell you.that 
with my own eyes—broad awake—I saw in the passage of her 
house one evening after dark, the highwayman who robbed. 
and wounded Mr. Edward. Chester; and on the same night 
‘threatened me.’’ d ‘ aie) i ) 

“And you made no effort to detain him?’ said Mr. Haredale 
quickly. . q evil 

“Sir,’”? returned the locksmith, “she herself prevented me— 
held me with all her strength, and. hung about me. until he 

‘had got clear off.’ And having gone so far, he related cireum- 
stantially all that had passed upon.the night in question. 

‘This. dialogue was held in alow tone in the locksmith’s little 
parlour, into which honest. Gabriel had shown his visitor on his 
arrival. Mr. Haredale. had called upon him: to entreat his 

.company to the widow’s, that he might have the assistance of 
‘his persuasion and influence; and out of this circumstance the 
‘econyersation had arisen. j 

“YT forbore,”’ said Gabriel, “from repeating one word of this 
to anybody, as it could do her no good and might do her great 
harm. I thought and hoped, to say the truth, that she would 
come to me, and talk to me about it, and tell me how it was; 
but though I have purposely put myself in her way more than 
onee or twice, she has never touched. upon the subject— 
except by a look, And indeed,” said the good-natured lock- 
smith, ‘there was a good deal in the look, more than could 
have been put into a great many words. It said among other 
matters ‘Don’t ask me anything’ so imploringly, that I didn’t 
ask her anything.. You'll think me an old fool I know, Sir. 
Tf it’s any relief to call me one, pray do.” 

“I arm greatly disturbed by what you tell me,’? said Mr. 
Haredale, after a silence. ‘What meaning do you attach to 
it?” 

The locksmith shook his head, and looked doubtfully out of 
window at the failing light. ‘ , 

‘She cannot have married again,”’ said Mr. Haredale. 

“Not without our knowledge surely, Sir.’’ : 

“She may have done so, in the fear that it would lead, if 
known, to some objection or estrangement. Suppose she 
married incautiously—it is not improbable, for her existence 
has been a lonely and monotonous one for many years—and 
the man turned out a ruffian, she would be anxious to screen 
him, and yet would revolt from his crimes. This might be, 
It bears strongly on the whole drift of her discourse yesterday, 
and ‘would quite explain her conduct. Do you suppose 
‘Barnaby is privy to these circumstances?” 

“Quite impossible to say, Sir,’ returned‘ the locksmith, 
shaking his head again: “‘and next to impossible ‘to. find out 
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from him. If what you suppose is really the ease, I tremble 
for the lad—a notable person, Sir, to put to bad uses—” 

“Jt is not possible, Varden,’’ said Mr. Haredale, in a still 
lower tone of voice than he had spoken yet, “that we have 
been blinded and deceived by this woman from the beginning? 
It is not possible that this connexion was formed in her hus- 
band’s lifetime, and led to his and my brother’s—” 

“Good God, Sir,’ cried Gabriel, interrupting him, “don’t 
entertain such dark thoughts for a moment. Five-and- 
twenty years ago, where was there a girl like her? A gay, 
handsome, laughing, bright-eyed damsel! Think what she 
was, Sir. It makes my heart ache now, even now, though I’m 
an old man, with a woman for a daughter, to think what she 
was, and what she is. We all change, but that’s with Time; 
Time does his work honestly, and I don’t mind him. A fig 
for Time, Sir. Use him well, and he’s a hearty fellow, and 
scorns to have you ata disadvantage. But care and suffering 
(and those have changed her) are devils, Sir—secret, stealthy, 
undermining devils—who tread down the brightest flowers in 
Eden, and do more havoc in a month than Time does in a year. 
Picture to yourself for one minute what Mary was before they 
went to work with her fresh heart and face—do her that justice 
—and say whether such a thing is possible.”’ 

“You're a good fellow, Varden,” said Mr. Haredale, “and 
are quite right. I have brooded on that subject so long, that 
see breath of suspicion carries me back to it.. You are quite 
right.”’ 

“It isn’t, Sir,’ cried the locksmith with brightened eyes, 
and sturdy, honest voice; “‘it isn’t because I courted her before 
Rudge, and failed, that I say she was too good for him. She 
would have been as much too good for me. But she was too 
good for him; he wasn’t free and frank enough for her. I 
don’t reproach his memory with it, poor fellow; I only want to 
put her before you as she really was. For myself I'll keep her 
old picture in my mind; and thinking of that, and what has 
altered her, I'll stand her friend, and try to win her back to 
peace. And damme, Sir,’’ cried Gabriel, ‘“‘with your pardon 
for the word, I’d do the same if she had married fifty high- 
waymen in a twelvemonth; and think it in the Protestant 
Manual too, though Martha said it wasn’t, tooth and nail, till 
doomsday !”’ 

If the dark little parlour had been filled with a dense fog, 
which, clearing away in an instant, left it all radiance and 
brightness, it could not have been more suddenly cheered than 
by this outbreak on the part of the hearty locksmith, Ina 
voice nearly as full and round as his own, Mr. Haredale cried 
‘Well said!’’ and bade him come away without more parley. 
The locksmith complied right willingly; and both getting inte 
a hackney-coach which was waiting at the door, drove off 
straightway. : 
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They alighted ‘at the street corner, and dismissing their eon- 
veyance, walked to the house. To their first knoek at the 
door there was no response. A second met with the like 
result. But in answer to the third, which was of a more 
vigorous kind, the parlour window-sash was gently raised, and 
@ musical voice cried: é 

“Haredale, my dear fellow, I am extremely glad to see you. 
How very much) you have improved in your appearance since 
our last meeting!. I never saw you looking better. How do 
you do?” 

Mr. Haredale turned his face towards the casement whence 
the voice proceeded, though there was no need to do so, to 
recognise the speaker, and Mr. Chester waved his hand, and 
smiled a courteous. welcome. 

“The door will be opened immediately,”’ he said. ‘‘There is 
nobody but a very dilapidated female to perform such offices. 
You will excuse her infirmities? If she were in a more ele- 
vated station of society, she would be gouty. Being but. a 
hewer of wood and drawer of water, she is rheumatic. My dear 
Haredale, these‘are natural class distinctions, depend uponit.’’ 

Mr. Haredale, whose face resumed its lowering and distrust- 
ful look the moment he heard the voice, inclined his head 
’ stiffly, and turned his back upon the speaker. : 

‘Not opened yet,’’ said Mr. Chester. ‘“‘Dear me! I hope 
the aged soul has not caught her foot in some unlucky cobweb 
by the way. She is there at last! Come in, I beg!” 4 

Mr. Haredale entered, followed by the locksmith. Turning 
with a look of great astonishment to the old woman who had 
opened the door, he inquired for Mrs. Rudge—for Barnaby. 
They were both gone, she replied, wagging her ancient head, 
for good. There was a gentleman in the parlour, who perhaps 
eould tell them more. That was all she knew, 

““Pray, Sir,”? said Mr. Haredale, presenting himself before 
this new tenant, ‘“‘where is the person whom I came here to 
Bee?”’ 

“My dear friend,’’ he returned, ‘‘I have not the least idea.’ 

“Your trifling is ill-timed,’’ retorted the other in a sup- 
pressed tone and voice, ‘‘and its subject ill-chosen. 
it for those who are your friends, and do not expend it on me. 
IT lay no claim to the distinction, and have the self-denial to . 
reject it.” Saive 

“My dear, good Sir,” said Mr. Chester, “you are heated with 
walking. Sit down, I beg. Our friend is—’ 

“Ts a plain honest man,’* returned Mr, Haredale, “and . 
quite unworthy of your notice.”’ ; } ‘ 

“Gabriel Varden by name, Sir,”’ said the locksmith bluntly. _ 

“A worthy English yeoman!”’ said Mr. Chester, ‘‘A moat 
worthy yeoman, of whom I have frequently heard my son 

ing fellow—speak, and have often wished to see. 
‘Varden, my good friend, I ani glad to know you. You wondes » 


160 BARNABY RUDGE ~ 


now,” he said, turning languidly to Mr. Haredale, “to sec mie 
here. / Now, I am sure you do.” : : 

“Mr, Haredale glanced at him—not fondly or admiringly— — 
smiled, and held his peace. ~ i tt ue 

“The mystery is solved in a moment,’ said Mr. Chester; 
“in a moment. Will you step aside with me one instant. 
You remember our little compact in reference to Ned, and 
your dear niece, Haredale? You remember the list of assist- 
ants in their innocent intrigue? You remember these two 
people being among them? My dear fellow, congratulate 

ourself, and me. I have bought them off.”’ 

“You have done what?” said Mr. Haredale. 

“Bought them off,” returned his smiling friend. ‘I have 
found it necessary to take some active steps towards setting 
this boy aid-girl attachment quite at rest, and have begun by 
removing these two agents. You are surprised? Who can 
withstand the influence of a little money! They wanted it, 
and have been bought off. We have nothing more to fear 
from them. They are gone.” 

““ Gone!” echoed Mr. Haredale. ‘* Where?” ; 

-©My dear fellow—and you must permit me to say again, 
that you never looked so young; so positively boyish as you do 
to-nizht—the Lord knows where; I believe Columbus himself 
wotldn’t find them. Between you and me they have their 
hidden reasons, but upon that point I have pledged myself to 
secrecy. She appointed to see you here to-night I know, but 
found it inconvenient, and couldn’t wait. Here is the key of 
the door. Lam afraid you'll find it inconvenienily large; but 
ag the tenement is yours, your good-nature will excuse that, 
Ifaredale, I am certain!” 


CHAPTER THE TWENTY-SEVENTH 

Mn. Hanepane stood in the widow’s parlour with the door-key 
in his hand, gaziny by turns at Mr. Chester and at Gabriel 
Varden, and occasionally glancing downward at the key as in 
the hope that of its own accord it would unlock the mystery; 
until Mr. Chester, putting on his hat and gloves, and sweetly 
inquiring whether they were walking in the same direction, 
recalled him to himself. 

“No,” he said. ‘Our roads diverge—widely, as you know. 
For the present, I shall remain here.” 

“You will be hipped, Haredale; you will be miserable, 
melancholy, utterly wretched,” returned the other. “It's a 
place of the very last description for a man of your temper. I 
know it will make you very miserable.” 

“Tet it,” said Mr. Haredale, sitting down; “and thrive upon 
the thought. Good night!” 

‘Feigning to be wholly unconscious of the abrupt wave of the 
hand which rendered this farewell tantamount to a dismissal ~ 
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Mr. Chester retorted with a bland and heart-felt benediction, 
and inquired of Gabriel in what. direction he was going. 

“Yours, Sir, would be too much honour for the like of me,” 
replied the locksmith, hesitating. ‘ : 

“I wish you to remain here a little while, Varden,” said Mr. 
Hiaredale, without looking towards them. “‘I have a word or 
two to say to you.” 

._ “TI will not intrude upon your conference another moment,”’ 
said Mr. Chester with inconceivable politeness. ‘May it be 
. Satisfactory to you both! God bless you!’’ So saying, and 
Palowng upon the locksmith a most refulgent smile, he left 
them. : ; ; 

“A deplorably constituted creature, that rugged person,” 
he said, as he walked along the street; “‘he is an atrocity that 
carries its own punishment along with it—a bear that gnaws 
himself. And here is one of the inestimable advantages of 
having a perfect command. over one’s inclinations. I have 
been tempted in these two short interviews, to draw upon that 
fellow, fifty times. Five men in six would have yielded to the 
impulse, By suppressing mine, I wound him deeper and more 
keenly than if I were the best swordsman in all Kurope,-and he 
the worst. You are the wise man’s very last resource,” he 
said, tapping the hilt of his weapon; ‘‘ we can but appeal to you 
when all else is said and done.. To come to you before, and 
thereby spare our adversaries so much, is a barbarian mode of 
warfare, quite unworthy of any man with the remotest pre- 
tensions to delicacy of feeling, or refinement.” 

He smiled so very pleasantly as he communed with himself 
after this manner, that a beggar was emboldened to follow him 
for alms, and to dog his footsteps for some distance. He was 
gratified by the circumstance, feeling it complimentary to his 
power of feature, and as a reward suficred the man to follow 
him until he called a chair, when he graciously dismissed him 
with a fervent blessing. 

‘Which is as easy as cursing,”’ he wisely added, as he took 
his seat, “‘and more becoming to the face.—To Clerkenwell, 
my good creatures, if you please!” The chairmen were ren- 
dered quite vivacious by haying such a courteous burden, and 
to Clerkenwell they went at a fair round trot. 

Alighting at a certain point he had indicated to them upoa 
the road, and paying them something less than they had 
expected from a fare of such gentle speech, he turned into the 
street in which the locksmith dwelt, and presently stood 
beneath the shadow of the Golden Key. Mr. Tappertit, who 
was hard at work by lamplight, in a corner of the workshop, 
remained unconscious of his presence until a hand upon his 
shoulder made him start and turn his head. 

“Industry,” said Mr. Chester, “‘is the soul of business, and 
the keystone of prosperity. Mr. Tappertit, I shall expect you 
to invite me to dinner when you are Lord Mayor of London.’”* 
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“Sir,” returned the “prentice, laying down his hammer, and 
rubbing his nose on the back of a very sooty hand, “I scorn 
the Lord Mayor and everything that belongs to him. We 
must have another state of society, Sir, before you catch me 
heing Lord Mayor. How de do, Sir?” 

“The better, Mr. Tappertit, for looking into your ingenuous 
face once more. I hope you are well.” 

“T am as well, Sir,” said Sim, standing up to get nearer to 
his ear, and whispering hoarsely, ‘“‘as any man can be under 
the aggrawations to which Iam exposed. My life’s a burden 
tome. If it wasn’t for wengeance, I'd play at pitch and toss 
with it on the losing hazard.” 

_ “Ts Mrs. Varden at home?” said Mr. Chester. 

“Sir,” returned Sim, eyeing him over with a look ef con- 
centrated expression,—“she is. Did you wish to see her?” 

Mr. Chester nodded. 

“Then come this way, Sir,” said Sim, wiping his face upon 
his apron. “Follow me, Sir.—Would you permit me to 
whisper in your ear, one half a second?” 

“By all means.” , 

Mr. Tappertit raised himself on tiptoe, applied his lips to 
Mr. Chester’s ear, drew back his head without saying anything, 
looked hard at him, applied them to his ear again, again drew 
back, and finally whispered—‘The name is Joseph Willet. 
Hush! I say no more.” 

’ Having said that much, he beckoned the visitor with a 
mysterious aspect to follow him to the parlour door, where he 
announced him in the voice of a gentleman-usher. ‘“‘Mr. 
Chester.” 

*“And not Mr. Ed’dard, mind,” said Sim, looking into the 
door again, and adding this by way of postscript in his own 
person; “it’s his father.” 

“But do not let his father,” said Mr. Chester, advancing hat 
in hand, as he observed the effect of this last explanatory 
unnouncement, “do not let his father be any check or restraint 
on your domestic occupations, Miss Varden.” 

- “Oh! Now! There! An’t [ always a saying it!” exclaimed 
Miggs, clapping her hands. “If he an’t been and took Missus 
for her own daughter. Well, she do look like it, that she do. 
Goply think of that, mim!” 

‘Is it possible,” said Mr. Chester in his softest tones, “that 
this is Mrs. Varden! Iam amazed. That is not your daughter, 
Mrs. Varden? No, no, Your sister.” 

“My daughter, indeed, Sir,” returned Mrs. V. blushing with 
great juvenility, . 

“Ah, Mrs. Varden!” cried the visitor. “Ab, ma’am— 
humanity is indeed a happy lot, when we can repeat ourselves 
i others, and still be young as they. You must allow me to 
salute you—the custom of the country, my dear madam— 
your daughter too.” 
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. Dolly showed. some reluctance to perform this ceremony, 
but was sharply reproved by Mrs. Varden, who insisted on her 
undergoing it that minute. or pride, she said with great 
severity, was one of the seven deadly sins, and humility and 
lowliness of heart were virtues. Wherefore she desired that 
Dolly would be kissed immediately, on pain of her just. dis- 
pleasure ; at the same time giving her to understand that what- 
ever she saw her mother do, she might safely do herself, with- 
out being at the trouble of any reasoning or reflection on the 
subject—which, indeed, was offensive and undutiful, and in 
direet contravention of the Church Catechism. 

Thus admonished, Dolly complied, though by no means 
willingly; for there was a broad, bold look of admiration in 
Mr. Chester’s face, refined and polished though it sought to. be, 
which distressed her very much. As she stood with downcast 
eyes, not liking to look up and meet his, he gazed upon her with 
an approving air, and then turned to her mother. 

“My friend Gabriel (whose acquaintance I only made this 
very evening) should be a happy man, Mrs. Varden.” 

“Ah!” sighed Mrs, V.,. shaking her head, 

“Ah!” echoed Miggs. 

“Is that the case?” said Mr. Chester, compassionately. 
‘Dear me!” 

“Master has no intentions, Sir,” murmured Miggs as she 
sidled up to him, “but to be as grateful as his natur will 
let him, for everythink he owns which it is in his powers to 
appreciate. But we never, Sir,’’—said Miggs, looking side- 
ways at Mrs. Varden, and interlarding her discourse with a 
sigh—‘‘we never know the full value of some wines and fig- 
trees till we lose °em. So much the worse, Sir, for them as 
has the slighting of ’em on their consciences when. they’re 
gone to be in full blow elsewhere.”” And Miss Miggs cast up 
her eyes to signify where that might be. 

As Mrs. Varden distinctly heard, and was intended to hear, 
all that Miggs said, and as these words appeared to convey 
in metaphorical terms a presage or foreboding that she would 
at some early period droop beneath her trials and take an 
easy flight towards the stars, she immediately began to 
languish, and taking a volume of the Manual from a 
neighbouring table, leant her arm upon it as though she were 
Hope and that her Anchor, Mr. Chester perceiving this, 
and seeing how the volume was lettered on the back, took 
it gently from her hand, and turned the ftuttering leaves. 

» “My favourite book, dear madam. How often, how very 
often in his early life—before he can remember’—(this 
clause was strictly true) “have I deduced little easy moral 
lessons from its pages, formy dearson Ned! Youknow Ned?” 

Mrs. Varden had that honour, and a. fine affable your 
gentleman: he was. ; «f wine. 

“You're a mother, Mrs, Varden,”’ eid Mr, Chester, taking 
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a pinch of snuff, ‘and you know what I, as a father, feel, 
when he is praised: He gives me some uneasiness—much 
uneasiness—he’s of a roving nature, ma’am—from flower to 
flower, from sweet to sweet—but his is the butterfly time of 
life, and we must not be hard upon such trifling.” 

' He. glanced at Dolly. She was attending evidently to 
what he said.’ Just what he desired! 

“The only thing I object to in this little trait of Ned’s is,” 
said Mr. Chester, “‘“—and the mention of his name reminds 
me, by the way, that I am about to beg the favour of a 
minute’s talk with you alone—the only thing I object to in 
it, is, that it does partake of insincerity. Now, however I 
may attempt to disguise the fact from myself in my affection 
for Ned, still I always revert to this—that if we are not 
sincere, we are nothing. Nothing upon earth, Let us be 
sincere, my dear madam—” ~ : 

“__ond Protestant,” murmured’ Mrs. Varden. : 

“_and Protestant above all things. Let us be sincere 
and Protestant, strictly moral, strictly just (though always 
with a leaning towards mercy), strictly honest, and strictly 
true, and we gain—it is a slight point, certainly, but still it is 
something tangible; we throw up a groundwork and founda- 
tion, so to speak, of goodness, on which, we may afterwards 
erect some worthy superstructure.” a } 

Now, to be sure, Mrs. Varden thought, here isa perfect 
character. Here‘ isa meek, righteous, thorough going 
Christian, who, having mastered all these qualities, so difficult 
of attainment; who, having dropped a pinch of salt on the 
tails of all the cardinal virtues, and caught them every one}; 
makes light of their possession, and pants for more morality. 
For the good woman never doubted (as many good men and 
women never do), that this slighting kind of profession, this 
setting so little store by great matters, this seeming to say. 
“T am not proud, I am what you hear, but I consider myself 
no better than other people; let us change the subject, pray” 
—was perfectly gemuine and true. He so contrived it, and 
said it in that way that it appeared to have been forced from 
him, and its effect was marvellous. d 

Aware of the impression he had made—few men were 
quicker than he at such discoveries—Mr. Chester followed up 
the blow by propounding certain virtuous maxims, some- 
what vague and general in their nature, doubtless, and 
oceasionally partaking of the character of truisms, worn a 
little out at elbow, but delivered in so charming a voice and 
with such uncommon serenity and peace of mind, that they 
answered as well as the best. Nor is this to be wondered at; 
for as hollow vessels produce a far more musical sound ir 
falling than those which are substantial, so it will oftentimes 
be found that sentiments which have nothing in them make 
the loudest ringing in the world, and are the most relished, 
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Mr. Chester, with the volume gently extended in one 
hand, and with the other planted lightly on his breast, talked 
to them in the most delicious manner possible; and quite 
enchanted all his hearers, notwithstanding their conflictmg 
interests and thoughts. Even Dolly, who, between his 
keen regards and her eyeing over by Mr. Tappertit, was put 
quite out of countenance, could not help owning within 
herself that he was the sweetest-spoken gentleman she had 
ever seen. Even Miss Miggs, who was divided between 
admiration of Mr. Chester and a mortal jealousy of her young 
mistress, had sufficient leisure to be propitiated. Even Mr. 
Tappertit, though occupied as we have seen in gazing at his 
heart’s delight, could not wholly divert his thoughts from 
the voice of the other charmer. Mrs. Varden, to her own 
private thinking, had never been so improved in all her life; 
and when Mr. Chester, rising and craving permission to 
speak with her apart, took her by the hand and led her at 
arm’s length upstairs to the best sitting-room, she almost 
deemed him something more than human. 

“Dear madam,” he said, pressing her hand delicately to 
his lips; “‘be seated.” 

_ Varden called up quite a courtly aiv, and became 
seated. 

“You guess my object?” said Mr. Chester, drawing a 
chair towards her. “You divine my purpose? I am an 
affectionate parent, my dear Mrs. Varden.” 

_ “That I am sure you are, Sir,” said Mrs. V. 

“Thank you,” returned Mr. Chester, tapping his snuff-box 
lid. ‘“‘Heavy moral responsibilities. rest with parents, Mrs. 
Varden.” 

Mrs. Varden slightly raised her hands, shook her head, 
and looked at the ground as though she saw straight through 
the globe, out at the other end, and into the immensity of 
space beyond. 

‘IT may confide in you,” said Mr. Chester, “without reserve. 
I love my son, ma’am, dearly; and loving him as I do, I 
would save him from working certain misery. You know 
of his attachment to Miss Haredale. You have abetted 
him in it, and very kind of you it was to do so. Iam deeply 
obliged to you—most deeply obliged to you—for your interest 
in his behalf; but my dear ma’am, it is a mistaken one, I do 
assure you.” 

Mrs. Varden stammered that she was sorry-— 
| “Sorry, my dear ma’am,” he interposed. ‘Never be 

sorry for what is so very amiable, so very good in intention, 
so perfectly like yourself. But there are grave and weighty 
reasons, pressing family considerations, and apart even from 
these, points of religious difference, which interpose them~- 
selves, and render their union impossible; ‘utterly im-possible, 
I should have mentioned these circumstances to yous 
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husband; but he» has—you. will excuse my saying this so 
freely—he has not your quickness of apprehension or depth 
of moral-sense. What an extremely airy house this is, and 
how beautifully kept! or one like myself—a widower so 
tong—these tokens of female care and superintendence have 
inexpressible charms,” 

Mrs. Varden began to think (she scarcely knew why) that 
the young Mr. Chester must be in the wrong, and the old 
Mr. Chester must be in the right. ‘ 

‘My son Ned,” resumed her tempter with his most winning 
air, “has had, I am told, your lovely daughter’s aid, and your 
open-hearted husband’s,”’ [ 

“_ Much more than mine, Sir,’’ said Mrs. Varden; 
“a great deal more.’ I have often had my doubis. 
“It’s ao .. 

“A- bad example,” suggested Mr. Chester. “It is. No 
doubt it is. Your daughter is at that age when to set before 
her an encouragement for young persons to rebel against their 
parents on this most important point, is particularly in 
judicious. You are quite right. I ought to have thought 
of that myself, but it escaped me, I confess—so far superior 
are your sex to ours, dear madam, in point of penetration 
and sagacity.”” 

Mrs. Varden looked as wise as if she had really said some- 
thing to deserve this compliment—firmly believed she had, 
in. short—and her faith in her own shrewdness increased 
considerably, ; 

“My dear ma’am,” said Mr. Chester, “you embolden me 
to be plain with you. My son and I are at variance on this 
point. The young lady and her natural guardian differ upon 
it, also. And the closing point is, that my son is bound by 
his duty to me, by his honour, by every solemn tie and 
obligation to marry some one else.” 

*singaged to marry another lady!”? quoth Mrs. Varden 
holding up her hands. ¥ 

“My dear madam, brought up, educated, and trained, 
expressly for that purpose. Expressly for that purpose.— 
Miss Haredale, I am told, is a very charming creature.’’ 

“TY am her foster-mother, and should know—the best young 
lady in the world,’’ said Mrs. Varden. : 

“I have not the smallest doubt of it. I am sure she is, 
And you, who have stood in that tender relation towards 
her, are bound to consult her happiness. Now, can I—as I 
haye said to Haredale, who quite agrees—can I possibly stand 
by, and suffer her to throw herself away (although she is 
of a Catholic family) upon a young fellow who, as yet, has 
no heart at all? . It is no imputation upon him to say he has 


not, because young men who have plunged deeply into the _ 


frivolities and conventionalities of society, very seldom have, 
‘Their hearts never grow, my dear ma’am, till, after thirty. 
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¥ don’t believe, no, I do not believe, that I had any ‘heart 
myself when I was Ned’s age.’ 

. “Oh Sir,”? said Mrs. Varden, “I think you must have had. 
It’s impossible that you, who have so much now, can ever 
have been without any.’ 

“T hope,’ he answered, shrugging his shoulders meekly, 
“JT have a little, I hope, a very littke—Heaven knows! But 
to return to Ned; I have no doubt you thought, and there- 
fore interfered benevolently in his behalf, that I objected to 
Miss Haredale. How very natural! My dear madam, I 
object to him—to him—emphatically to Ned himself.’’ ” 

Mrs. Varden was perfectly aghast at the disclosure. 

. “He has, if he honourably fulfils this solemn obligation of 
which I have told you—and he must be honourable, dear 
Mrs. Varden, or he is no son of mine—a fortune ‘within ‘his 
reach. He is of most expensive, ruincusly expensive habits; 
aad if, in a moment of caprice and wilfulness, he were to 
raarry this young lady, and so deprive himself of the means 
of gratifying the tastes to which he has been so long accus- 
tomed, he would—my dear madam, he would break the 
gentle creature’s heart. Mrs. Varden, my good lady, my dear 
soul, I put it to you—is such a sacrifice to be endured? Is 
the female heart a thing to be trifled with in this way? . Ask 
your own, my dear madam. Ask your own, I beseech you,”? 

“Truly,” thought Mrs. Varden, “this gentleman is a saint, 
But, »? she added aloud, and not unnaturally, “if you take 
Miss Emma’s lover away, Sir, what becomes of the poor 
thing’s heart then?’’ 

“The very point,” said Mr. Chester, not at all: abashed, 
“to which I wished to lead you. A marriage with my son, 
whom I should be compelled to disown, would be followed 
by years of misery; they would be separated, my dear 

madam, in a twelve-month. To break off this attachment, 
whieh is more fancied than real, as you and I know very well, 
will cost the dear girl but a few tears, and she is happy again, 
‘Take the case of your own daughter, the young lady down- 
stsivs, who is your breathing image”—Mrs, Varden eee 

and simpered—“there is a ycung man (I am sorry to say, @ 

dissolute fellow, of very indifferent character), of whom I 
lave heard Ned speak—Bullet was it—Pullet—Mullet—”’ 

“There is a young man of the name of Joseph Willet, Sir,’ 
said Mrs, Varden, folding her hands loftily. 

_.*Phat’s he,”? cried Mr. Chester. “Suppose this Joseph 
Willet now, were to aspire to the affections of your charming 
daughter, and were to engage them.” 

“Tt would be like his impudence,”’ intesposed Mrs. Varden, 
bridling, “to dare to think of such a thing!” 

“My dear madam, that’s the whole case. I know it would 
be like-his impudence. It is like Ned’s impudence to do as 
he has done; but you would not on that account, or because 
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of a few tears from your beautiful daughter, refrain’ from’ 
checking their inclinations in their birth. I, meant to: have: 
reasoned: thus with your’ husband when IT saw him at, Mrs. 
Rudge’s this. evening—”’ 

“My husband,” said Mrs. Varden, interposing with 
emotion, “‘would be a: great deal better at home than going 
to Mrs. Rudge’s so often.. I don’t know what he: does there. 
I don’t see what occasion he has to busy himself im her affairs 
at all, Sir.” 

“Tf I don’t appear to express my concurrence’ in those last 
sentiments of yours,” returned Mr. Chester, “quite so strongly 
as you might desire, it is because: his being there, my dear 
madam, and not proving conversational, led me hither, and 
procured me the happiness of this interview with one, in 
whom the whole management, conduct, and prosperity of 
her family are centred, I perceive.’’ 

With. that he took Mrs. Varden’s hand again, andi having 
pressed it to his lips with the high-flown gallantry of the day 
—a little burlesqued to render it the more striking in the 
good lady’s unaccustomed eyes—proceeded in the same 
strain of mingled sophistry, cajolery, and: flattery,, to entreat 
that her utmost influence might be exerted to restrain her 
husband and daughter from any further promotion of 
Edward’s suit. to Miss Haredale, and from aiding and abetting 
either party in any way. Mrs. Varden was but a woman, 
and had: her share of. vanity, obstinacy, and love of power. 
She entered into a secret treaty of alliance, offensive and 
defensive, with her insinuating visitor; and really did believe, 
as many others would have done who saw and heard him, 
that. in so doing she furthered the ends of truth, justice, and 
morality, in a very uncommon degree. 

Qverjoyed by the success of his negotiation, and mightily 
amused within himself, Mr. Chester conducted her downstairs 
in the same state as before; and having repeated the previous 
ceremony of salutation, which also as before comprehended 
Dolly, took his leave; first completing the conquest. of Miss 
Miggs’s heart, by inquiring if “this young lady”? would light 
him to the door. 

“Oh, mim,’ said Miggs, returning with the candie. “Oh 
gracious me, mim, there’s'a gentleman! Was there ever such 
an angel to talk as he is—and such a sweet-looking man! 
So upright and noble, that he seems to despise the very 
ground he walks on; and yet so mild and condescending, 
that he seems to say ‘but I will take notice on it too.’ And 
to think of his taking you for Miss Dolly, and Miss: Dolly for 
your sister—Oh, my goodness me, if I was master wouldn’t 
I be jeaious of him!’’ 

Mrs. Varden reproved her handmaid for this vain-speaking; 
bat very gently and mildly—quite smilingly indeed—remark~ 
ing that she was a foolish, giddy, light-headed girl, whose: 
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‘spirits carried her beyond all bounds, and who dida’t mean 
half she:said, or she would be quite angry with her. 

“¥or my part,’’ said Dolly, in a thoughtful manner, “I 
half believe Mr. Chester is something dike Miggs in that 
respect. For all his politeness and pleasant speaking, I am 

sure he was making game of us, more ‘than ‘once.”’ 

“If you venture to say such a thing ‘again, and to:speak ill 
of people behind their backs in my presence, Miss,” said Mrs. 
Varden, “I shall insist upon your taking .a candle and going 
to bed directly. How dare you, Dolly? I’m astonished at 
you. ‘Phe rudeness of your whole behaviour this evening has 
been disgraceful. Did anybody ever hear,” cried the enraged 
matron, bursting into tears, “‘of a daughter telling her own 
mother she has been made game of !”’ } 

What a very uncertain temper Mrs. Varden’s was 


CHAPTER THE TWENTY-EIGHTH 

Repareine to a noted coffee-house in Covent Garden when 
he left the locksmith’s, Mr. Chester sat long over'a late dinner, 
entertaining himself exceedingly with the whimsical recollec- 
tion of his recent proceedings, and ‘congratulating himself 
very much on his great cleverness. Influenced by these 
thoughts, his face wore an expression so benign and 
tranquil, that the waiter in immediate attendance upon him 
felt he could almost have died in his defence, and settled in 
his own mind (until the receipt of the bill, and ‘a very small 
fee for very great trouble disabused it of the idea) that such 
an apostolic customer was worth half-a-dozen of the ordinary 
run of visitors, at least. / 

A visit to the gaming-table—not as a heated, anxious 
venturer, but one whom it was quite a treat to see staking his 
two or three pieces in deference to the follies of society, and 
smiling with equal benevolence on winners and losers—made 
it late before he reached home. it was his custom to bid his 
servant go to bed at his own time unless he had orders to 
the contrary, and to leave a candle on the commen stair. 
There was a lamp on the landing by which he would always 
light it when he came home late, and having a key of the 
door about him he could enter and go to bed at his pleasure. 

He opened the glass of the dull lamp, whose wick, burnt 
up and swollen like a drunkard’s nose, came flying off in 
little carbuncles at the candle’s touch, and scattering hot 
sparks about rendered it matter of some difficulty te kindle 
the lazy taper; when a noise, as of a man snoring deeply 
some steps higher up, caused him to pause and listen, It 
was the heavy breathing of.a sleeper, close at hand. ‘Some 
fellow had lain:down on the open staircase, and was slumbering 
soundly. ‘Having lighted the candle at length and opened 
his own door, he softly ascended, holding the taper high above 
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his head, and peering cautiously about; curious to see what 
kind of man had chosen so comfortless a.shelter for his lodging.. 

With his. head upon, the landing and his great limbs flung 
over half-a-dozen stairs, as carelessly. as though he were & 
dead man whom drunken bearers had thrown down. by 
chance, there lay Hugh, face uppermost, his long hair drooping 
like some wild weed upon his wooden pillow, and his. huge 
chest heaving with the sounds which so unwontedly disturbed 
the place:and hour. : 

He who came upon him so nneanertadis was about to 
break his rest by thrusting him with his foot, when, glancing 
at his upturned face, he arrested himself in the very action, 
and stooping down and shading the candle with his hand, 
examined his features closely. “Close as his first inspection 
was, it did not suffice, for he passed the light, still. carcfully 
shaded as before, across and across his face, and yet observed 
him with a searching eye. 

While he was thus engaged, the sleeper, without any 
starting or turning round, ‘awoke. There was a kind of 
fascination in meeting his steady. gaze so suddenly, which 
took from the other the presence of mind to withdraw his 
eyes, and forced him, as it were, to meet his look. So they 
remained staring at cach other, until Mr. Chester at- last 
broke silence, and asked him in a low. voice, why he lay 
sleeping there. 

“I thought,” said Hugh struggling into a sitting posture 
and gazing at him in tently, still, “‘that you were a part of 
my dream. It was a curious one. I hope it may never 
come true, master.” : 

“What makes you shiver?” 

“The—the cold, I suppose,” he growled, as he shook 
himself and rose. ‘‘I hardly know where I am yet.” 

“Do you know me?”? said Mr. Chester. 

“Ay. I know. you,” he answered. “I was dreaming of 
you—we're not where I thought we were. That’s a comfort.”” 

He looked round him as he spoke, and in particular looked 
above his head, as though he half expected to be standing 
under some object which had had existence in his dream. 
‘Then he rubbed his eyes and shook himself again, and followed 
bis conductor into his own rooms. 

Mr. Chester lighted the candles. which stood upon his 
dressing-table and wheeling an easy-chair towards the fire, 
‘which was yet burning, stirred up a cheerful blaze, sat. down 
before it, and bade his his uncouth visitor ‘Come here,” and 
draw his boots off. 

“You have been drinking again, my fine fellow,” he enid, 
as Hugh went down on one ‘knee, and did as he was told. 

“As I’m alive, master, I’ve walked the twelve long miles, 
and waited here I don’t know. how long; § and had no drink. 
between iy. lips since dinner-time at moc2” 0 | Ls 
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“And can you do nothing better, my pleasant friend, than , _ 


fall asleep, and shake the very building with your snores?”? 
said Mr. Chester. ‘‘Can’t you dream in‘your straw at home, 
dull dog as you are, that you need come here to do it a 
me those slippers, and tread softly.” 

Hugh obeyed in silence. 

“ And harkee, my deat young gentleman,” said Mr. Chester, 
as he put them on, “the next time you dream, don’t let it 
be of me, but of some dog or horse with whom you are better 
acquainted. Fill the glass once—you’ll find it and the 
bottle in the same place—and empty it to keep yourself 
awake.” 

Hugh obeyed again—even more zealously—and having 
done so, presented himself before his patron. 

“Now,” said Mr. Chester, ‘*what do you want with me?” | 

“There was news to-day,” returned Hugh. ‘Your son 
was at our house—came down on horseback. © He tried to 
see the young woman, but couldn’t get sight of her. He lefé 
some letter or some message which our Joe had charge of, 
but he and the old one quarrelled about it when your son 
had gone, and the old one wouldn’t let it be delivered. Hé 
says (that’s the old one does) that none of his people’ shall 
interfere and get him into trouble. He’s a landlord, he says, 
and lives on everybody’s custom.” 

“He’s a jewel,” smiled Mr. Chester, “and the better for 
being a dull one.—Well?” 

“Varden’s daughter—that’s the girl I kissed—” 

“and stole the bracelet from upon the King’s highway,”’ 
said Mr. Chester, composedly. ‘‘Yes; what of her?” 

“She wrote a note at our house to the young woman, saying 
she lost the letter I brought to you, and you burnt. Our Joe 
was to earry it, but the old one kept him at home all next 
day, on purpose that he shouldn’t. Next morning he gave 
it to me to take; and here it is.” 

“You didn’t deliver it then, my good friend?” said Mr. 
Chester, twirling Dolly’s note between his finger and thumb, 
and feigning to be surprised. 

“I supposed you’d want to have it,” retorted Hugh. 
“Burn one, burn all, I thought.” 

“My devil-may-care acquaintance,” said Mr. Chester— 
“really if-you do not draw some nicer distinctions, your 
career will be cut short with most surprising suddenness, 
Don’t you know that the letter you brought to me,was directed 
to my son who resides in this very place? And can you 
d no difference between his — and those addressed 
to other people?” 4 

“Tf you don’t want it,” said Hugh, disconeerted by this 

, for he had expected high praise, “give it me back, 
and Pit deliver it; I don’t know how to please you; master.” _ 
_ I] shall deliver it,” returned his patron, putting it away 
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after a moment’s consideration, “myself. Does mais ie 
lady walk out, on fine mornings?” 

‘“‘Mostly—about noon is her usual time.” 

. “Alone?” 

“Yes, alone.” 

“Where?” 

- “In the gtounds before the house.—Them that the foots 
path crosses.” 

“If the weather should be fine, I may throw myself in het 
way to-morrow, perhaps,” said Mr. Chester, as coolly as if 
she were one of his ordinary acquaintance. ‘Mr. ‘Hugh, if 
I should ride up to the Maypole door, you will do me the 
favour only to have seen me once, You must suppress your 
gratitude, and endeavour to forget my forbearance in the 
matter of the bracelet. It is natura) it should break out, and 
it does you honour; but when other folks are by, you must, 
for your own sake and safety, be as like your usual self as 
though you owed me no obligation whatever, and had never 
stood within these walls. You comprehend me?* 

Hugh understood him perfectly. After a pause he muttered 
that he hoped his patron would involve him in no trouble 
about this last letter; for he had kept it back solely with 
the view of pleasing him. He was continuing in this strain, 
when Mr, Chester with a most beneficent and patronising 
air cut him short by saying: 

“My good fellow, you have my promise, my word, my 
sealed bond (for a verbal pledge with me is quite aw good), 
that I will always protect you so long as you deserve it. Now, 
do sei your mind at rest. Keep it at ease, I beg of you. 
When a man puts himself in my power so thoroughly as you 
have done, | really feel as though he had a kind of claim upon 
me, EI am more disposed to merey and forbearanee under 
such circutustances than I can tell you, Hugh. DoJook upon 
me as your protector, and rest assured, I entreat you, that 
on the subject of that indiscretion, you may preserve, ag 
Jong as you and I are friends, the lightest heart that ever 
beat within a human breast. Fill that glass once more te 
cheer you on your road bhomewards—I am really quite 
ashamed to think how far you have to go—and then God 
bless you for the night.” 

“They think,” said Hugh, when he had tossed the liquoy 
down, “that Iam sleeping soundly in the stable. Ha ha haf 
The stable door is shut but the steed’s gone, master.” 

“You are a most convivial fellow,” returned his 
“and I love your humour of all things. Good night{ ela 
the greatest possible care of yourself, for my sake!” 

It was remarkable that during the whole interview, ere 
had endeavoured to cateh stolen glances of the other’s face, 
and had never looked full at it. ‘They interchanged one brief 
and hasty glance as Hugh went out, averted their eyes directly, 
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and'so separated. Hugh elosed the double doors behind him, 
earefully and without noise; and Mr. Chester remained in his 
easy-chair, with his gaze intently fixed upon the fire. 

“Wellt™ he said, after meditating for a long time-—and said 
with a deep sigh and an uneasy shifting of his attitude, as 
though he dismissed some other subject from his thoughts, 
and returned to that which ‘had held possession of them all 
the day—‘‘the plot thickens; 1 have thrown the shell; it 
will explode, I think, in eight-and-forty hours, and should 
scatter these good folks amazingly. We shall see!” 

He went to bed and fell asleep, but had not slept long when 
he started up and thought that Hugh was at the outer door, 
ealling in a strange voice, very different from his own, to 
‘be admitted. . The delusion was so strong upon him, and was 
s0 full of that vague terror of the night in which such visions 
have their being, that he rose, and taking his sheathed sword 
fn his hand, opened the door, and looked out upon the stair- 
‘ease, and towards the spot where Hugh had lain asleep; and 
even spoke to him by name. But all was dark and quiet, 
and creeping back to bed again, he fell, after an hour’s uneasy 
watching, into a second sleep, and woke no more tiJl morning. 


CHAPTER THE TWENTY-NINTH 

Tne thoughts of worldly men are for ever regulated by a 
moral law of gravitation, which, like the physical one, holds 
them down to earth. The bright glory of day, and the 
silent wonders of a starlit night, appeal to their minds in 
vain, There are no signs in the sun, or in the moon, or in 
the stars, for their reading. They are like some wise men, 
who, learning to know each planet by its Latin name, have 
quite forgotten such small heavenly constellations as Charity, 
Forbearance, Universal Love, and Mercy, although they 
‘shine by night and day so brightly that the blind may see 
them; and who, looking upward at the spangled sky, see 
nothing there but the reflection of their own great wisdom 
and book-learning. 

It is curious to imagine these people of the world, busy in 
thought, turning their eyes towards the countless spheres 
that shine above us, and making them reflect the only images 
their minds contain. The man who lives but in the breath 
ef princes, has nothing in his sight but stars for courtiers’ 
breasts. ‘The envious man beholds his neighbours’ honours 
even in the sky; to the money-hoarder, and the mass of 
worldly folk, the whole great universe above glitters with 
sterling coin—fresh from the mint—stamped with the 
sovereign’s head—coming always between them and heaven, 
turn re they may. So do the shadows of our own desires 
stand between us and our better angels; and thus their bright- 
ness is eclipsed, SAD ed EME ea 
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Everything was fresh and gay as though the world were 
but that morning made, when Mr. Chester rode at a tranquil 
pace along the Forest road: Though early in the season, it 
was warm and genial weather; the trees were budding into 
leaf, the hedges and the grass were green, the air was musical 
with songs of birds, and high above them all the lark poured 
out her richest melody. In shady spots, the morning dew 
sparkled on each young leaf and blade of grass; and where 
the sun was shining, some diamond drops’ yet glistened 
brightly, as in unwillingness to leave so fair a world, and 
have such brief existence. Even the light wind, whose 
rustling was as gentle to the ear as softly-falling water, had 
its hope and promise; and, leaving a pleasant fragrance in 
its track as it went fluttering by, whispered of its intercourse 
with Summer, and of his happy coming. 

The solitary rider went glancing on among the trees, from 
sunlight into shade and back again, at the same even pace— 
looking about him, certainly, from time to time, but with 
no greater thought of the day or the scene through which 
he moved, than that he was fortunate (being cheicely dressed) 
to have such favourable weather. He.smiled very com- 
placently at such times, but rather as if he were satisfied 
with himself than with anything else; and so went ridiag cn, 
upon his chestnut cob, as pleasant to look upon as his own 
horse, and probably far less sensitive to the many cheerful 
influences by which he was surrounded. 

In course of time, the Maypole’s massive chimneys rose 
upon his yiew: but he quickened not his pace one jot, and 
with the same cool gravity rode up to the tavern porci. 
John Willet, who was toasting his red face before a great 
fire in the bar, and who, with surpassing foresight and 
quickness of apprehension, had been thinking, as he looked 
at the blue sky, that if that state of things lasted much longer, 
-it might ultimately become necessary to leave off fires and 
throw the windows open issued forth to hold his stirrup; 
calling lustily for Hugh. 

“Oh, you're here, are you, Sir?” said John, rather surprised 
-by the quickness with which he appeared. ‘Take this here 
valuable animal into the stable, and have more than particular 
care of him if you want to keep your place. A mortal lazy 
fellow, Sir; he needs a deal of looking after.” ; 

“But you have a son,” returned Mr. Chester, giving his 
bridle to Hugh as he dismounted, and acknowledging his 
salute by a careless motion of his hand towards his hat. 
“Why don’t you make him useful?” ; 

“Why, the truth is, Sir,” replied John with great im 
“that my son—what, you're a listening are you, villain?’’. 

‘Who's listening?” returned Hugh angrily, “A. treat, 

indeed, to hear you speak! Would you have me take him 
in till he’s cool?”* - a 
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» “Walk him up and down further. off, then, Sir;” cried old 
John, “‘and when you see me and a noble gentleman enter- 
taining ourselves with talk, keep your distance. If you 
_ don’t know your distance, Sir,” added Mr. Willet, after an 
enormously long pause, during which he fixed his great dull 
eyes on Hugh, and waited with exemplary patience for any 
little property in the way of ideas that might be coming to 
him, “‘we’ll find a way to teach you, pretty soon.” 
‘ Hugh | shrugged his shoulders scornfully, and in his reckless 
Swaggering way, crossed to the other side of the little green 
_ and there, with the bridle slung loosely over his shoulder, 
led the horse to and fro, glancing at-his master every now 
and then from under his bushy eyebrows, with as sinister an 
aspect as one would desire to see. 

Mr. Chester, who, without appearing to do so, had eyed 
him attentively during this brief dispute, stepped into the 
porch, and turning abruptly to Mr. Willet, said, 

“You keep strange servants, John.” 

“Strange enough to look at, Sir, certainly,’ answered the 

: brpetes “but out of doojrs; for horses, dogs, and the like of 

that; there an’t a better man in England than is that Maypole 

Hugh yonder. He an’t fit for in-doors,” added Mr. Willet, 

with the confidential air of a man who felt his own superior 

peer ge d do that; but if that chap had only a littie imagina- 
tion, Sir— 

**He’s an active fellow now, I dare swear,’’ said Mr. Chester, 
in a musing tone, which seemed to suggest that he would 
have said the same had there been nobody to hear him. 

“Active, Sir!’’ retorted John, with quite an expression 
in his face; ‘“‘that chap! Hallo, there! You, Sirt Bring 
that horse here, and go and hang my wig on the weathereock, 
to show this gentleman whether you're one of the lively 
sort or not.” 

Hugh made no answer, but throwing the bridle to his 
master, and snatching his wig from his head, in a manner 
so uneeremonious and hasty that the action discomposed 

- Mr. Willet not a little, though performed at his own special 
desire, climbed nimbly to the very summit of the maypole 
before the house, and hanging the wig, upon the weather- 
cock, sent it twirling round like a roasting-jack. Having 
achieved this performance, he cast it on the ground, and 
sliding down the pole with inconceivable rapidity, alighted 
on his feet almost as soon as it had touched the earth. 
“There, Sir,’ said John, relapsing into his usual ‘stolid 
state, “‘you wont see that at many houses, besides the 
Maypole, where there’s good accommodation for man and 
beast—nor that neither, though that with him is nothing.” 
- ‘This last remark bore reference to his vaulting on 
horscback, as upon: Mr. Chester’s first — and quickly 
disappearing by the stable gate. 
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“That with him is nothing,” repeated Mr. Willet, brushing 
his wig with his wrist, and inwardly resolving to distribute 
a small charge for dust and damage to that article of dress, 
through the various items of his guest’s bill; ‘the’ll get out 
of a’most any winder in the house. There never was such a 
chap for flinging himself about and never hurting his bones. 
It’s my opinion, Sir, that it’s pretty nearly all owing to his 
not having any imagination; and that if imagination could 
be (which it can’t) knocked into him, he’d never be able to 
do it any more. But we was a talking, Sir, about my son.” 

“True, Willet, true,” said his visitor, turning again towards 
the landlord with his accustomed serenity of face. “My good 
friend, what about him?” 

It has been reported that. Mr. Willet, previously to making 
answer, winked. . But as he never was known to be guilty of 
such lightness of conduct either before or afterwards, this may 
be looked upon as a malicious invention of his enemies— 
founded, perhaps, upon the. undisputed circumstance of his 
taking his guest by the third breast-button of his coat, count- 
ing downwards from the chin, and pouring his reply into his ear. 

“Sir,’? whispered John, with dignity, “I know my duty. 
We want no love-making here, Sir, unbeknown to parents. I 
respect a certain young gentleman, taking him in the light of a 
young gentleman; I respect a certain young lady, taking her 
in the light of a young lady; but of the two as a couple, I have 
no! knowledge, Sir, none whatever. My son, Sir, is upon his 
patrole.”’ 

“I thought I saw him looking through the corner window 
but this moment,” said Mx. Chester, who naturally thought 
that being on patrole, implied walking about somewhere. 

“No doubt you did, Sir,” returned John. « “He is wpon his 
patrole of honour, Sir, not. to. leave the premises. Me and 
some friend of mine that use the Maypole of an evening, Sir, 
considered what was best to be done with him, to prevent his 
doing anything unpleasant in opposing your desires; and we've 
put him on his patyole. And what’s more, Sir, he won’t be off 
his patrole for a pretty long time to come, I can tell you that.”? 

When he had communicated this bright idea, which had had 
its origin in the perusal by the village cronies of a newspaper, 
containing, among other matters, an account of how some 
officer pending the sentence of some court-martial had been 
enlarged on parole, Mr. Willet drew back from his guest’s 
ear, and without any visible alteration of feature, chuckled 
thrice audibly. This nearest approach to a laugh in which 
ne ever indulged (and that but seldom and only on extreme 
occasions), never even curled his lip or affected the smallest 
change in—no, not so much as a slight wagging of—his great, 
fat, double chin, which at these times, as at all others, re- 
mained a perfect desert in the broad map of his face; one 
changeless, dull, tremendous blank. cine 
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» Lest:it should be matter of surprise to any; that Mr, Wiilet 
adopted this bold course in opposition to one whom he had 
often entertained, and who had always paid his way at the 
Maypole gallantly, it may be remarked that it was his very 
penetration and sagacity in this respect, which occasioned him 
to indulge in those unusual demonstrations of jocularity, just 
now recorded. For Mr. Willet, after carefully balancing 
father and son in his mental scales, had arrived at the distinct 
conclusion that the old gentleman was a better sort of eus- 
tomer than the young one. Throwing his landlord into the 
same scale, which was already turned by this consideration, 
and heaping upon him, again, his strong desires.to run counter 
to the unfortunate Joe, and his opposition as'a general prin 
ciple to all matters of love and matrimony, it went down’ to 
the very ground straightway, and sent the light cause of the 
younger gentleman flying upwards to the ceiling. Mr. Chester 
was not the kind of man to be by any means dim-sighted to 
Mr. Willet’s motives, but he thanked him as graciously as if 
he had been one of the most disinterested martyrs that. ever 
shone on earth; and leaving him, with many complimentary 
reliances on his great. taste and judgment, to prepare whatever 
dinner he might deem most fitting the occasion, bent his steps 
towards the Warren. - : 
Dressed with more than his usual elegance; assuming a 
gracefulness of manner, which, though it was the result of long 
study, sat’ easily upon him and became him well; composing 
his features into their most serene and prepossessing expression 5 
and setting in short that guard upon himself, at every point, 
which denoted that he attached no slight importance to the 
impression he was about to make; he entered the bounds of 
Miss Haredale’s usual walk. - He had not gone far, or looked 
about him long, when he descried coming towards him, a 
female figure. A glimpse of the form and dress as she crossed 
a little wooden bridge which lay between them, satisfied hint 
that he had found her whom he desired to see. He threw 
himself in her way, and a very few paces brought them close 
together. 
~ He raised his hat from his head, and yielding the path, 
suffered her to pass him. Then, as if the idea had but that 
moment occurred to him; he turned hastily back and said in an 
agitated voice: 
» *T beg pardon—do I address Miss Haredale?”* 
» She stopped in some confusion at being so unexpectedly 
accosted by a stranger; and answered “Yes.”” ' 
“Something told me,’’ he said, looking a compliment to het 
beauty, “that it could be no other. Miss Haredale, I bear a 
name which is not unknown to youwhich it is a pride, and 
yet a pain to me to know, sounds pleasantly in your ears. FE 
atta man advanced in life, as you see. Iam the father of hira 
whom you honour and distinguish above all other men. May 
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I for weighty reasons which fill me with distress, beg but a 
minute’s conversation with you here?” : : 

Who that was inexperienced in deceit, and had a frank and ~ 
youthful heart, could doubt the speaker’s truth—could doubt 
it too, when the voice that spoke, was like the faint echo of one 
she knew so well, and so much loved to hear?’ She inelined 
her head, and stopping, cast her eyes upon the ground. 

“A little more apart—among these trees. It isan old man’s 
hand, Miss Haredale; an honest one, believe me.’?’ 

She put hers in it as he said these words, and suffered him to 
lead her to a neighbouring seat. ; 

“You alarm me, Sir,’? she said, ina low voice. “You-are- 
not.the bearer of any ill news, I hope?” mite ane 

“Of none that you anticipate,” he answered, sitting down 
beside her, 

“Edward is well—quite well. It is of him I wish to speak; 
certainly; but I have no misfortune to communicate.” ? 

She bowed her head again, and made as though she would 
have begged him to proceed; but said nothing. 

“Tam sensible that I speak to you at a disadvantage, dear 
Miss Haredale. . Believe me that I am not so forgetful of the 
feelings of my younger days as not to know that you are a 
little disposed to view me with favour. You have heard me 
described as cold-hearted, caleulating, selfish—” 

“I have never, Sir,?—she interposed with an altered 
manner and a firmer voice; ‘I have never heard you spoken of 
in harsh or disrespectful terms, You do a great wrong to 
Edward’s nature if you believe him capable of any mean or base 
proceeding.” 

“Pardon me, my sweet young lady, but your uncle—? 

“Nor is it my uncle’s nature either,’ she replied, with a 
heightened colour in her cheek. ‘It is not his nature to stab 
in the dark, nor is it mine to love such deeds.” 

She rose as she spoke, and would have left him; but he 
detained her with a gentle hand, and besought her in such 
persuasive accents to hear him but another minute, that she 
was easily prevailed upon to comply, and so sat down again. 

“And it is,’ satd Mr. Chester, looking upward, and apos- 
trophising the air; “it is this frank, ingenuous, noble nature, 
Ned, that you can wound so lightly. Shame—shame upon 

ou, boy!” ; 
2 She turned towards him quickly, and with a scornful look 
and flashing eyes. There were tears in Mr. Chester’s, but he 
dashed them hurriedly away, as though unwilling that his 
weakness should be known, and regarded her with mingled 
admiration and compassion. 

“I never until now,” he said, ‘believed that the frivolous 
actions of a young man could move me like those of my own 
son. I never knew. till now, the worth of a ;woman’s heart, | 
which boys so lightly win, and lightly fling away. ‘Trust me, 
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dear-young lady, that-I never until now did know your worth; 
and though an abhorrence of deceit and-falsehood has impelled 
me to seek you out, and would have done so had you been the 
poorest and least gifted of your sex, I should have lacked the 
fortitude to sustain this interview could I have pictured aie to 
my imagination as you really are.’’. ‘ 

Oh! If Mrs, Varden could have seen the virtuous gentleman 
as he said these words with indignation sparkling from his eyes 
—if she could have heard his broken, quavering voice—if she 
could have beheld him as he stood bare-headed im the sunlight, 
and with unwonted energy poured forth his eloquence. 

With a haughty face, but pale and trembling too, Emma 
regarded him in silence. She neither spoke nor moved, but 
gazed upon him as though she would look into his heart. 

“TI throw off,”” said Mr. Chester, ‘‘the restraint which natural 
affection would impose on some men, and reject all bonds -but 
those of truth and duty. Miss Haredale, you are deceived; 
you are deceived -by your unworthy: lover, and my unworthy 
son.”’ 

Still she looked at him steadily, and still said not one 
word, 

“T have ever opposed his professions of ea for you; you 
will do me the justice, dear Miss Haredale, to remember that. 
Your uncle and myself were enemies in early life, and if I had 
sought retaliation, I might have found it here. But as we 
grow. older, we grow wiser—better, I would fain hope—and 
from the first, I have opposed him in this attempt. I foresaw 
the end, and would have spared you, if I could.” 

“Speak plainly, Sir,” she faltered: ‘You deceive me, or 
are deceived yourself. I do not believe you—I cannot— 
I should not.” 

“First,” said Mr. Chester, soothingly, “for there may: be 
in your mind some latent angry feeling to which I would not 
appeal, pray take this letter. It reached my hands by 
chanee, and by mistake, and should have accounted to you 
(as I am told) for my son’s not answering some other note of 
yours.. God forbid, Miss Haredale,” said the good gentleman, 
with great emotion, ‘“‘that there should be in your gentle 
breast one causeless ground of quarrel with him. — You 
should know, and you will see, that he was in no fault here.” 

There appeared something so very candid, so scrupulously 
honourable, so very truthful and just in this course—some- 
thing which rendered the upright person. who resorted to it, 
80, worthy of belief—that Emma’s heart, for the first time, 
sank within her. . She turned away, and burst into tears. 

“I would,” said Mr. Chester, leaning over her, and speaking 
in mild and quite venerable accents; ‘‘I would, dear girl, it 
were my task to banish, not increase, those tokens of your 
grief... Myson, ie erring son—I will not call him deliber- 
ately criminal in this, for men so young, who have been 
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inegnstant twiee or thrice before, act without reflection; 
almost. without: a knowledge of the wrong they do,—wilt 
break his plighted faith to you; has broken it even now. 
Shall I stop here, and having given you this warning, leave 
it to be fulfilled; or shall Ego on?” - ; 

“You will go on, Sir,” she answered, “and speak more 
plainly yet, in justice both to him and me.” 

“My dear girl,” said Mr. Chester, bending over her more 
affectionately still; “whom. Z would call my daughter, but the 
Fates forbid, Edward seeks to: break with you upon a false and 
most unwarrantable pretence. I have it on his own showing; 
in his own hand. Forgive me, if I have had a watch upon 
his conduct; I am his father; I had a regard for your peace 
and his honour, and no better resource was left me. ‘Fhere 
lies on his desk at this moment, ready for transmission to 
you, a letter, in which he tells you that our poverty—our 
poverty; his and mine, Miss Haredale—forbids him to pursue 
his claim upon your hand; in which he offers, voluntary 
proposes, to free you from your pledge; and talks magnani-+ 
mously (men do so, very commonly, in such cases) of being 
in time more worthy your regard—and so forth, A letter, 
to be plain, in which he not only jilts you—pardon the word; 
LE would summon to your aid your pride and dignity—not 
only jilts you, I fear, ir favour of the object whose slighting 
treatment first inspired his brief passion for yourself and gave 
it birth in wounded vanity, but effects to make a merit and 
a virtue of the act.” 

She glanced proudly at him onee more, as by an mvoluntary 
impulse, and with a swelling breast rejoined, “If what you say 
be true, he takes much needless trouble, Sir, to compass his 
design. He is very tender of my peace of mind. I quite 
thank him,” 

“The truth of what I tell you, dear young lady,” he replied, 
“you will test by the receipt or non-receipt of the letter 
of which I speak.—Haredale, my dear fellow, I am delighted 
to see you, although we meet under singular circumstanees, 
and upon a melancholy oceasion. I hope you are very-well.” 
' At these words the young lady raised her eyes, which were 
filled with tears; and seeing that her uncle indeed stood 
before them, and being quite unequal to the trial of hearing 
or of speaking one word more, hurriedly withdrew, and left 
them. They stood looking at each other, and at her retreatin, 
figure, and for’a long time neither of them spoke. f 

“What does this mean? Explain it,” said Mr. Haredale 
at length, “Why are you here, and why with her?” 

“My dear friend,” rejoined the other, resuming his accus- 
tomed manner with infinite readiness, and throwing himself - 
upon the bench with a weary air, “you told me not very long 
ago, at that delightful old tavern of whieh you are the 
estecmed -proprietor fand. a most charming establishment 
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fit. is-for persons of rural pursuits and in robust health, who 
ate not diable to take cold); that D had the head and heart 
ef an evil spirit in all matters of deception. I thought at 
the time; I really did think; you flattered me. But now I 
begin to wonder at your discernment, and vanity apart, do 
honestly believe you spoke the truth.. Did you ever counter- 
feit extreme ingenuousness and honest indignation? My 
dear fellow, you have no conception, if you never did, how 
faint the effort makes one,” : pez 

Mr, Haredale surveyed him with a look of cold contempt. 
“You may evade an explanation, I know,” he said, foldmg 
hisarms, “But I must have it. I-can wait.” : : 
~ “Not.at all. Not at all, my good fellow. You shall not 
wait a moment,” returned his friend, as he lazily evossed his 

“The simplest thing in the world, It lies in a nutshell. 
Ned has written her a letter—a boyish honest, sentimental 
composition, which remains as yet in his desk, because he 
hasn’t had the heart to send it, I have taken a liberty, 
possessed myself of the contents. I have taken a liberty, 
for which my parental affection and anxiety are a sufficient 
exeuse, and possessed myseif of the contents. I . have 
described them to your niece (a most enchanting person, 
Haredale; quite an angelic creature), with a little colouring 
and description adapted to our purpose, It’s done. You 
may be quiteeasy. It’s.allover.. Deprivedof their adherents 
and mediators; her pride and jealousy roused to the utmost; 
with nobedy to undeceive her, and you to confirm me; you 
will find that their intercourse will close with her answer. 
If she receives Ned’s letter by to-morrow noon, you may date 
their parting from to-morrow night. No thanks, I beg; 
you owe me none, I have acted for myself; and if I have 
forwarded our compact with all the ardour even you could 
have desired, I have done so selfishly, indeed.” 

““T curse the compact, as you call it, with my whole beart 
and soul,” returned the other. “It was. made in an evil hour. 
I have bound myself to a lie; I have jeagued myself with you; 
and though I did so with a righteous motive, and though it 
cost me such an effort as haply few men know, I hate and 
despise myself for the deed.” ; 

“You are very warm,” said Mr, Chester with a languid smile. 


_.) “Lam warm. I am maddened by your coldness, ’Death, 


Chester, if your blood ran warmer in your veins, and ‘there 


. ‘were no restraints upon me such as those that hold and drag 


me back—well; it’s done; you tell me so, and on such a point 
I may believe you.: When I am most remorseful for this 
treachery, I will think of you and your marriage, and try to 
justify myself in such remembrances, for having torn asunder 
-Emmaand your son, at any cost. Our bond is cancelled now, 
and we may part.” ¢ om 

«. Mr, Chester kissed his band gracefully; and with the same 
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tranquil face he had preserved throughout—even. when he 
had seen his companion so tortured and transported by his 
passion that his whole frame was shaken—lay in his lounging 
posture on the seat and watched him as he walked away. 

‘“My-seapegoat and my drudge at school,” he said, raising 
his head to look after him; ‘“‘my friend of later days, who 
could not keep his mistress when he had won her, and threw 
me in. her way to carry off the prize; I triumph in the present 
and the past. Bark on, ill-favoured, ill-conditioned cur; 
fortune has ever been with me—I like to hear you.” 

The spot where they had met, was in an avenue of trees. 
Mr. Haredale not passing out on either hand, had walked 
straight on. He chanced to turn his head when at some 
considerable distance, and seeing that his late companion 
had by that time risen and was looking after him, stood still 
as though he half expected him to follow, and waited for his 
coming up. 

“It may come to that one day, but not yet,” said Mr. 
Chester, waving his hand, as though they were the best of 
friends, and turning away. “Not yet, Haredale. Life is 
pleasant enough to me; dull and full of heaviness to you. 
No. To cross swords with such a man—to indulge his 
humour unless upon extremity—would be weak indeed.” 

For all that, he drew his sword as he walked along, and in 
an absent humour ran his eye from hilt to point full twenty 
times. But thoughtfulness begets wrinkles; remembering 
this, he soon put it up, smoothed his contracted brow, 
hummed a gay tune with greater gaiety of manner, and was 
his unruffled self again. 


' 


CHAPTER THE THIRTIETH 

A HOMELY proverb recognises the existence of a troublesome 
class of persons who, having an inch conceded them, will take 
an ell. Not to quote the illustrious examples of those heroic 
scourges of mankind, whose amiable path in life has been from 
birth to death through blood, and fire, and ruin, and who 
would seem to have existed for no better purpose than to teach 
mankind that as the absence of pain is pleasure, so the earth, 
purged of their presence, may be deemed a blessed place—not 
to quote such mighty instances, it will be suflicient to refer to 
old John Willet. ‘ 

Old John having long encroached a good standard inch, full 
measure, on the liberty of Joe, and having snipped off a 
Flemish ell in the matter of the parole, grew so despotic and so 
great, that his thirst for conquest knew no bounds. The more 
young Joe submitted, the more absolute old John became. The 
ell. soon faded into nothing. Yards, furlongs, miles arose; 
and on went old John in the pleasantest manner possible, 
Arimmoing off an exuberance in this place, shearing away some | 
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liberty of speech or action in that, and conducting himsélf in 
his smail-way with as much high mightiness and majesty, as 
the most glorious tyrant that ever had his statue reared in the 
public ways, of ancient or of modern times. aa Ras 

AS great men are urged on to the abuse of power (when 
they need urging, which is not often), by their flatterers and 
dependants, so old John was impelled to these exercises of 
authority by the applause and admiration of his Maypole 

-eronies, who, in the intervals of their nightly pipes and pots, 
would shake their heads and say that Mr. Willet was a father 
of the good old English sort; that there were no new-fangled 
notions or modern ways in him; that he put them’ in mind of 
what their fathers were when they were boys; that there was 
no mistake about him; that it would be well for the country 
if there were more like him, and more was the pity that there 
were not; with many other original-remarks of that nature. 
‘Then they would condescendingly give Jce to understand that 
it was-all for his good, and -he would be thankful for it one day: 
and in particular, Mr. Cobb would acquaint him, that when he 
was his age, his father thought no more of giving him a parental 
kick, or a box on the ears, or a cuff on the head, or some little 
admonition of that sort, than he did of any other erdinary 
duty of life; and he would further remark, with looks of great 
significance, that but for this judicious bringing up, he might 
have never been the man he was at that present speaking; 
which was probable enough, as he was, beyond all question, the 
dullest dog of the party. -In short, between old Johan and ald 
John’s friends, there never was an unfortunate young fellow 
so bullied, badgered, worried, fretted, and brow-beaten; so 
constantly beset, or madeso tired of his life, as poor Joe Willet. 

This had come to be the recognised and established state of 
things; but as John was very anxious to flourish his supremacy 
-before the eyes of Mr..Chester, he did that day exceed himself, 
-and did so goad and chafe his son and heir, that but for Joe’s 
having made a solemn vow to keep his hands in his pockets 
‘when they were not otherwise engaged, it is impossible to say 
what he might have dotte with them. But the longest. day 
‘has an end, and at length Mr. Chester came downstairs to 
mount his horse, which was ready at the door. 

As old John was not in the way at the moment, Joe, who was 
sitting in the bar ruminating on his dismal fate and the 
manifold perfections of Dolly Varden, ran-out to hold the 
‘guest’s stirrup and assist him to mount. Mr. Chester was 
scarcely in the saddle, and: Joe was in the very act of making 

rhim a graceful bow, when old John came diving out of the 
porch, and collared him, i i 
None of that, Sir,’ said John, ‘“‘none of that, Sir. No 
breaking of patroles. . How dare you come out of the door, Sir, 
«without leave? You're trying to get away, Sir, are you, and to 
‘make a traitor of yourself again? What do you mean, Sir?” 


206 BARNABY RUDGE 


+ “Let:me go, father," said Joe, imploringly, as he marked thé ° 
smile upon their visitor’s face, and observed the pleasure his 
@isgrace afforded him. ‘‘This.is too bad. Who wants to get 
away?” 

“Who wants to get away!” cried John, shaking him. 
*“Why you do, Sir, you do. You’re the boy, Sir,” added 
John, collaring with one hand, and aiding the effect of a fare- 
well bow to the visitor, “‘that wants to sneak into houses, and 
stir up differences between noble gentlemen and their sons, 
are you, eh? Hold your tongue, Sir.” ; 
' Joe made no effort to reply. It was the crowning circum- 
stance of his degradation. He extricated himself from his 
father’s grasp, darted an angry look at the departing guest, 
and returned into the house. ; 

“But for her,” thought Joe, as he threw his arms upon a 
table in the common room, and laid his head upon them, “but 
for Dolly, who I couldn’t bear should think me the rascal they 
would make me out to be if I ran away, this house and I should 
part to-night.” ' { 

It being evening by this time, Solomon Daisy, Tom Cabb, 
‘and Long’ Parkes were all in the common room too, and had 
from the window been witnesses of what had just occurred. 
Mr. Willet joining them soon afterwards, received the compli- 
ments of the company with great composure, and lighting his 
pipe, sat down among them. 

“We'll see, gentlemen,” said John, after a long pause, 
“*who’s the master of this house, and who isn’t. We'll see 
whether boys are to govern men, or men to govern boys.” 

“And quite right too,” assented Solomon Daisy with some 
approving nods; ‘‘quite right, Johnny. Very good, Johnny. 
Well said, Mr. Willet. Brayvo, Sir.” 

John slowly brought his eyes to bear upon him, looked at 
him for a long time, and finally made answer, to the unspeak- 
able consternation of his hearers, ‘When I want encourage~ 
ment from you, Sir, I’°ll ask you for it. You let me alone, Sir. 
I can get on witheut you, I hope. Don’t you tackle me, Sir, 
if you please.” 

“Don’t take it ill, Johnny; FE didn’t mean any harm,” 
pleaded the little man. 

“Very good, Sir,” said John, more than usually obstinate 
after his late success. ‘‘Never mind, Sir. I can stand pretty 
firm of myself, Sir, I believe, without being shored up by you.” 
And having given utterance to this retort, Mr. Willet fixed his 
eyes upon the boiler, and fell into a kind of tobacco-trance.. 

The spirits of the company being somewhat damped by this 
embarrassing line of conduct on the part of their host, nothi 
more was said for a long time; but at length Mr. Cobb too 
upon himself to remark, as he rose to knock the ashes out: of 
his pi » that he hoped Joe would thenceforth learn to obey 
his father in all things; that he had found, that day, he was 
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not one of the sort of men. who were to be trifled with; and 
that he would recommend him, poetically speaking, to mind 
his eye for the future. 

“i'd recommend you, in return,” said Joc, looking up with 
a flushed face, “not to talk to me,”’ 

» “Hold your tongue, Sir,” cried Mr. Willet, suddenly rousing 
himself, and turning round. 

bar 6 won't, father,” cried Joe, smiting the table with his fist, 
so that the jugs and glasses rang again; ‘‘these things are hard 
enough to bear from you; from anybody else I never will 
endure them any more. Therefore I say, Mr. Cobb, don’t 
talk to me.” 

“Why, who are you,” said Mr. Cobb, sneeringly, “that 

you’re not to be talked to, eh, Joe?” 
‘Lo which Joe returned no answer, but with a very ominous 
shake of the head, resumed his old position, which: he would 
have. peacefully preserved until the house shut up at night, 
but that Mr. Cobb, stimulated by the wonder of the company 
at the young man’s presumption, retorted with sundry taunts, 
which proved too much for flesh and blood to bear. Crowding 
into one moment the vexation and the wrath of years, Joe 
started up, overturned the table, fell upon his long enemy, 
pummelled .bim with all his might and main, and finished by 
driving him with surprising swiftness against a heap of spit- 
toons in one corner; plunging into which, head foremost, with 
a tremendous crash, he Jay at full length among the ruins, 
stunned and motionless. Then, without waiting to receive 
the compliments of the bystanders on the victory he had won, 
he retreated to his own bedchamber, and considering himself 
in a state of siege, piled all the portable furniture against the 
door by way of barricade. , 

“T have done it now,” said Joe, as he sat down upon his 
bedstead and wiped his ‘heated face. “I knew it would come 
at last. The Maypole and I must part company. I'm a 
—— vagabond—she hates me for evermore—it’s all prerls 


CHAPTER THE THIRTY-FIRST 
PONDERING on his unhappy lot, Joe sat and listened for.a 
time, expecting every moment to hear their creaking 
footsteps on the stairs, or to be greeted by his worthy father 
with a summons to capitulate unconditionally, and .deliver 
himself up straightway. But neither voice nor footsteps 
came; and though some distant echoes, as of closing doors, 
and people hurrying in and out of rooms, resounding from time — 
to time through the great passages, and penetrating to his 
remote:seclusion, gave note of unusual commotion downstairs, 
no nearer sound disturbed his place of retreat, which seemed 
the quieter for these far-off noises, and was as dull ead full. of 
gloom as any hermit’s cell, ; ; : 
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*» ¥t:¢ame on darker and darker. The old-fashioned 'furni- 
- ture of the chamber, which was a kind of hospital forall the 
invalided movables in the house, grew indistinct and shadowy 
in its many shapes; chairs and tables; which by day were as 
honest cripples as need be, assumed a doubtful and mysterious 
character; and one old leprous screen of faded India leather 
end gold binding, which had kept out many a cold breath 
of air in days of yore and shut in many a jolly face, frowned 
on him with a spectral aspect, and stood at full height in its 
allotted corner, like some gaunt ghost who waited. to be 
questioned. .A portrait opposite the window—a queer, old 
grey-eyed general, in an oval frame—seemed to wink and 
doze as the light decayed, and at length, when the last faint 
glimmering speck of day went out, to shut its eyes in good 
earnest, and fall sound asleep. There was such a hush and 
mystery about everything, that Joe could not help following 
its example; and so went off into a slumber likewise, and 
dreamed of Dolly, till the clock of Chigwell Church struck two. 

Still nobody came. The distant noises in the house had 
ceased, and out of doors all was quiet too; save for the 
oceasional barking of some deep-mouthed dog, and :the 
shaking of the branches .by the night wind. He gazed 
mournfully out of window at each well-known object as it 
lay sleeping in the dim light of the moon; and creeping back 
to his former seat, thought about the late uproar, until, 
with long thinking of, it seemed to have occurred a month 
ago. Thus, between dozing, and thinking, and walking to 
the window and looking out, the night wore away; the grim 
old screen, and the kindred chairs and tables, began slowly 
to reveal themselves in their accustomed forms; the grey- 
eyed general seemed to wink and yawn and rouse himself; 
and at last he was broad awake again, and very uncomfortable 
and cold and haggard he looked, in the dull grey light of 
morning. 

The sun had begun to peep above the forest trees; and 
already flung across the curling mist bright bars of gold, 
when Joe dropped from his window on the ground below, 
a little bundle and his trusty stick, and prepared to descend 
himself. : 

It was not a very difficult task; for there were so many 
projections and gable-ends in the way, that they formed a 
series of clumsy steps, with no greater obstacle than a jump 
of some few feet at last. Joe, with his stick and bundle on 
his shoulder, quickly stood on the firm earth, and looked up 
at the old Maypole, it might be for the last time. He didn’t 
apostrophise it, for he was no great scholar. He didn’t 
curse it, for he had little ill-will to give to anything on earth, 
He felt’ more affectionate and kind to it than ever he had 
done in all his life before, so said with all his heart “God 
‘bless you!” as a parting wish, and turned away. | =. 
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» He walked: along at a brisk pace,. big with great thoughts 
of going for a soldier and dying in some. foreign country 
- where it» was very hot and sandy, and. leaying God knows 
_ what unheard-of wealth in prize-money to Dolly, who would 
>be very much affected when she came to know of it;.and 

full of such youthful visions, which were sometimes sanguine 

and sometimes melancholy, but always had her for their main 
int and centre, pushed on. vigorously until the noise of 

F foates sounded in his ears, and the Black — hove in 
te 

It was only eight o’clock then, and very much astonished 
the Black Lion was, to see him come walking in with dust 
upon his feet at that early hour, with no grey mare to béar 

him company, But as he ordered breakfast to be got ready 
with all speed, and on its being set before him gave indis- 
putable tokens of a hearty appetite, the Lion ‘received him, 
-as usual, with a hospitable welcome; and treated him. with 
those marks of distinction, which, as a regular customer, 
and one within the freemasonry of the trade, he had a, right 
to claim. 

This Lion or Jandlord,—for he was called both man and 
beast, by reason: of his having instructed the artist who 
pee his sign, to convey into the features of the lordly 

rute whose effigy it bore, as near a counterpart of his own 
face as his skill could compass and devise,—was a gentleman 
almost as’ quick cf apprehension, and of almost. as subile 

a wit, as the mighty John himself. But the difference. be- 

tween them lay in this; that whereas Mr. Willet’s extreme 

sagacity and acuteness were the efforts of unassisted nature, 
the Lion stood indebted, in no smali amount, to. beer; of 
which he swigged such copious draughts, that most: of his 
faculties were utterly | drowned and washed away, except 
the one great faculty of sleep, which he retained in surprising 
perfection. The creaking Lion over the house-door was, 
- therefore, to say the truth, rather.a drowsy, tame, and feeble 
lion; and as these social representatives of a savage class are 
usually of a conventional character (being depicted, for the 
most part, in impossible attitudes and of unearthly colours), 
he was frequently supposed by the more ignorant and uni- 
formed among the neighbours, to be the veritable portrait 
. of the host as he appeared. onthe occasion of some great 
funeral ceremony or public mourning. . 

“What noisy fellow is that in the next room?” said Joe, 
when he had disposed of his breakfast, and had washed and 
brushed himself. : ; 

‘A recruiting serjeant,’’ replied the Lion. ~ 

* Joe started involuntarily. Here was the very ‘thing he 
. had been dreaming of; all the way along.: — » 

: “And I wish,” said. the Lion, “the was anywhere else but 
here. - The party make noise enough, but don’t call for much, 
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There's great cry there, Mr. Willet, but very dittle wool, 
Your father wouldn’t like *em, J know.’ ; 

. Perhaps not much under any ‘circumstances, Perhaps if 
he could have known what was passing at that moment 
in Joe's mind, he would have liked them still Jess. 

‘Ys he recruiting for a—for a fine regiment?” said Joe, 
glancing atia little round mirror that hung in the bar. 

“J believe he is,” replied the host. “It’s much the same 
thing, whatever regiment he’s recruiting fer. I’m told thera 
an’t a deal of. difference between a fine man and another 
one, when they’re shot through and through.” 

“They're not all shot,” said Joe. 

“No,” ‘the Lion answered, “not all. Thoss that are— 
supposing it’s done easy—are the best off in my opinion.” 

“Ah$” retorted Joe, “but you don’t care for glory.” 

“For what?” said the Lion. 

be Glory.” 

. “No,” returned the Lion, with supreme indifference, “I 
don’t. ‘You're right.in that, Mr. Willet. When Glory comes 
here, and calls for anything to drink and changes a guinea 
te pay for it, PU give it him for nothing. It’s my belief, 
Sir, that ‘the Glory’s arms wouldn’t de @ very strong 
business.” 

‘These remarks were nct at ali comforting, Joe walked 
out, stopped at the door of the next room, and listened. 
The serjeant was describing a military lifes It was all 
drinking, he said, except that there were frequent intervals 
of eating and Jove-making. A battle was the finest thing in 
the world—when your side won it—and Englishmen always 
did that. “Supposing you should be killed, Sir?” said a 
timid voice in one corner. ‘ Weil, Siz, supposing you should 
be,” said the serjeant, “what then? Your country loves 
you, Sir; his Majesty King George the Third loves you; 
your memory is honoured, revered, respected; everybody's 
fond of you, and grateful to you; your name's wrote down at 
full length in a book im the War-office. Damme, gentle- 
men, we must all die some time, or another, eh?” 

The voice coughed, and said no more. 

Joe walked into theroom. A group of half-a-dozen fellows 
had gathered together in the tap-room, and were listening 
with greedy ears. One of them, a carter in a smockfrock, 
seemed wavering and disposed to enlist. ‘The rest, who were 
by no means disposed, strongly urged him to do so (according 
to ‘the custom of mankind), backed the serjeant’s arguments, 
and grinned among themselves. “I say nothing, boys,” 
said the serjeant, who sat a little apart, drinking his liquor. 
“For Jads of spirit”—-here he cast an eye on Joe— this is 
the time. I don’t want to inveigle you. The King’s not 
come.to that, I hope, Brisk young blood is what we want; 
not milk and water, We won’t take five men out. of sixg 
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We want top-sawyers, we do. I’m not a-going to. tell tales 
out of school, but, damme, if every gentleman’s son’ that 
earries arms in our corps, through hinge under a cloud and 
having little differences with his relations, was counted up 
—here his eye fell on Joe again, and so good-naturedly, that 
Joe beckoned him out. He-came directly. 

. “You're a: gentleman, by G—!” was. his first: remark, as 
he slapped him on the back. “You're a gentleman in dis- 
guise. SoamJ. Let’s swear a friendship.” 

Joe didn’t exactly do that, but. he shook hands with him, 
and thanked him for his good opinion. 

“You want to serve,’ said his new friend. ‘You shall. 
You were made for it. You're one of us by nature. What’ll 
you take to drink?” j 

“Nothing just now,” replied Joe, smiling’ faintly. “I 
haven't quite made up my mind.” 

“A mettlesome fellow like you, and not made up his mind!”? 
cried the serjeant. ‘‘Here—let me give the bell a null, and 
you'll make up your mind in half a minute, I know.” 

*“Yourre right: so far’’—answered Joe, ‘‘for if you pull the 
bell here, where I’m known, there’ll be an end of my soldiering 
jaclinations in no time. Look in my face. Yeu see me, 
do you?” 

“T do,” replied the serjeant. with an oath, ‘‘and a finer 
young fellow or one better qualified to serve his king and 
country, I never set my—-” he used an adjective in this place 
—‘ eyes on.” 

“Thank you,” said Joe, “I didn’t ask you for want: of 
compliment, but thank you alt the same. Do I look like 
a sneaking fellow or a liar?” 

The serjeant rejoined with many choice asseverations that 
he didn’t; and that if his (the serjeant’s) own father were: to 
say he did, he would run ‘the old gentleman through: the 
body cheerfully, and consider it a meritorious action. 

Joe expressed his obligations, and continued,. “You can 
trust me then, and credit what I say. I believe I shalf entist 
in your regiment to-night. The reason I don’t do so now 
is, because I don’t. want. until to-night, to do what I can’t 
recall. Where shall I find you, this evening?” 

His friend replied with some unwillingness, and after 
much ineffectual entreaty having for its object the immediate 
settlement of the business, that his quarters would be at 
the Crooked Billet in Tower Street; where he would he 
found waking until midnight, and sleeping until breakfast- 
time to-morrow. 

' “And if I do come—which it’s a million to one, I shall— 
when will you take me out of London?” demanded Jac. 

* “To-morrow morning, at half after eight o’clock,” replied 
the sath *“Youll go abroad—a country where it’s all 
sunshine and plunder—the finest climate in the world’? > 
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“To go abroad,” said Joe, shaking hands with him, “is 
the very thing I want. You may expect’'me.” = 


*Vou’re the kind of lad for us,” cried the serjeant, hold- 
fing Joe’s hand in his, in the excess of his admiration. ‘‘ You're 
the boy to push your fortune. I don’t say it because I bear 
you any envy, or would take away from the credit of the 
rise you'll make, but if I had been bred and taught like you, 

I'd have been a colonel by this time.” 

“Tush man!” said Joe, “‘I’m not so young as that. Necds 
must when the devil drives; and the devil that drives me is 
an empty pocket and an unhappy home. For the present, 
good-bye.” 

My “Yor king and country!’ cried the serjeant, flourishing 
his cap. 

“For bread and meat!” cried Joe, snapping his fingers. 
And so they parted. 

He had very little money in his pocket; so little indeed, 
that after paying for his breakfast (which he was too honest 
and perhaps too proud to score up to his father’s charge) he 
had: but a penny left. He had courage, notwithstanding, 
to resist all the affectionate importunities of the serjeant, 
who waylaid him at the door with many protestations of 
eternal friendship, and did in particular request that he would 
‘do him the favour to accept of only one shilling as a tem- 
porary accommodation. Rejecting his offers both of cash 
and credit, Joe walked away with stick and bundle as before, 
bent upon getting through the day as he best could, and 
going down to the locksmith’s in the dusk’ of the evening; 
for it should go hard, he had resolved, but he would have a 
parting word with charming Dolly Varden. 

He went out by Islington and so on to Highgate, and sat 
on many stones and gates, but there were no voices in the 
belis to bid him turn. Since the time of noble Whittington, 
fair flower of merchants, belis have come to have less sympathy 
with humankind. They only ring for money and on state 
occasions. Wanderers have increased in number; ships leave 
the Thames for distant regions, carrying from stem to stern 
no other cargo; the bells are silent; they ring out no entreaties 
or regrets; they are used to it and have grown worldly. 

Joe bought a roll, and reduced his purse to the condition 
(with a difference) of that celebrated purse of Fortunatus, 
which, whatever were its favoured owner’s necessities, had | 
one unvarying amount in it. In these real times, when all 
the Fairies are dead and buried, there are still a great many 
purses which possess that quality. The sum-total they con- 
-tain is expressed in arithmetic by a circle, and whether it j 
be added to or multiplied by its own amount, the result of 
the problem is more easily stated than any known in figures, 

Evening drew on at last. With the desolate and solitary 
feeling of one who had no home or shelter, and was alone 
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utterly. in the world for the first time, he bent his steps 
towards the locksmith’s house. He had delayed till. now, 
knowing that Mrs. Varden sometimes went out alone, or 
with Miggs for her sole attendant, to lectures in the evening; 
and devoutly hoping that this might be one of her nights of 
mortal culture. 

He had walked up and down before the house, onthe oppo- 
site side of the way, two or three times, when as he returned 
to it again, he caught a glimpse of a fluttering skirt at the 
door. It was Dolly’s—to whom else could it belong? no 
dress but hers had such a flow as that. He plucked up his 
spirits, and followed it into the workshop of the Golden Key. 

His darkening the door caused her to look round. Oh 
that face! “Tf it hadn’t been for that,” thought Joe, ‘I 
should never have walked into poor Tom Cobb. She's twenty 
times handsomer than ever. She might marry a Lord!" 
¥ He didn’t say this. He only thought it—perhaps looked 

also... 

' Dolly was glad to see him, and was so sorry her father and 
mother were away from home: Joe begged she wouldn't 
mention it on any account. 

Dolly hesitated to lead the way into the parlour, for there 
it was nearly dark; at the same time she hesitated to stand 
talking in the workshop, which was yet light and open.to 
the street. They had got by some means, too, before the 
little forge; and Joe having her hand in his (which he had 
no right to have, for Dolly only gave it him to shake), it was 
so like standing before some homely altar being married, 
that it was the most embarrassing state of things in the world. 

“I have come,”’ said Joe, ‘‘to say good-bye—to say good- 
bye for I don’t know how many years; perhaps for ever. 
I am going abroad.” 

Now this was exactly what he should not have said. Here 
he was, talking like a gentleman at large who was free to 
come and go and roam about the world at his pleasure, 
when that gallant coachmaker had vowed but the night before 
that Miss Varden held him bound in adamantine chains; 
and had positively stated in so many words that she was 
killing him by inches, and that in a fortnight more or there- 
abouts he expected to make a decent. end and leave the 
business to his mother. j 

Dolly released her hand.and said ‘‘Indeed!’’ She remarked 
in the same breath that it was a fine night, and in insane 
betrayed no more emotion than the forge itself. . 

. “Y couldn’t go,” said Joe, “‘without coming to see you. 
I hadn’t the heart to.” 

Dolly was more sorry than she could. tell, that he should 
have taken so much trouble. It was such a long way, and 
dhe must have such a deal to do. And how was Mr. Willet— 
that dear old gentleman— _ , 34 aa Pe 
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“Ys this all you say!” cried Joe. : c 
. All!. Good gracious, what did the man expect! She -was 
obliged to take her apron in her hand and.run her eyes along 
the hem from corner to corner, to keep herself from laughing in 
his face;—not because his gaze confused her—not at all. 

Joe had small experience in love affairs, and had no notion 
how different. young ladies are at different times; he had 
expected to take Dolly up again at the very point where he 
had left her after that delicious evening ride, and was ne more 
prepared for such an alteration than to see the sun and moon 
ehange places. He had buoyed himself up all day with an 
indistinct idea that she would certainly say ‘‘Don’t go,” or 
“Don’t leave us,” or “*Why do you go?” or “Why do you 
leave us?” or would give him some little encouragement of 
that sort; he had even entertained the possibility of her burst- 
ing into tears, of her throwing herself into his arms, of her 
failing. down in a fainting-fit without previous word or sign; 
but any approach to such a line of conduct as this, had been 
so far from his thoughts that he could only look at her in 
silent wonder. : 

Dolly in the meanwhile, turned to the corners of her apron, 
and measured the sides, and smoothed out the wrinkles, and 
was as silent as he. At last after a long pause, Joe said 
good-bye. “Good-bye”—said Dolly—with as pleasant a smile 
as if he were going into the next street, and were coming back 
to supper; “good-bye.” 

“Come,” said Joe, putting out both his hands. ‘Dolly, 
dear Dolly, don’t let us part like this. I love you dearly, 
with all my heart and soul; with as much truth and earnest- 
ness as ever man loved woman in this world, I do believe. 
I am a poor fellow, as you know—poorer now than ever, for 
I have fied from home, not being able to bear it any longer, 
and must fight my own way without help.. You are beautiful, 
admired, are loved by everybody, are well off and happy; 
and may you ever beso! Heaven forbid I should ever make 
you otherwise; but.give me a word of comfort. Say some- 
thing kind to me. I have no right to expect it of you, I 
know, but. I ask it because I love you, and shail treasure the 
slightest’ word from you all through my life. Dolly, dearest, 
have you nothing to say to me?” 

No. Nothing. Dolly was a coquette by nature, and a 
spoilt child. She had no notion of being carried by storm 
in this way. The coachmaker would have been dissolved 
in tears, and would have knelt down, and called himself 
names, and clasped his hands, and beat his breast, and tugged 
wildly at his cravat, and done all kinds of poetry. Joe had 
ho business to be going abroad. He had no right to be 
able to doit. If he was in adamantine ‘chains, he couldn’t. 
~ “I have said good-bye,” said Dolly, ‘‘twiee. Take your 
arm away directly, Mr. Joseph, or I'll cali Miggs.? s 
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“Plt not: reproach you,” answered Joe, “its my fault, 
no doubt. -I have thought sometimes that. you didn’t quite 
despise me, but I was a fool to think so. : Every one must; who 
has seen the life 1 have led—you most ofall. God bless'you!”’ 
_ He was gone, actually gone. Dolly waited a little while, 
thinking he would return, peeped out at the door, looked up 
the street and down. as weil as the increasing darkness would 
allow, eame in again, waited a little longer, went upstairs 
humming a tune, bolted herself in, laid her head down on her 
bed, and eried as if her heart would break. And yet such 
hatures are made up of so many contradictions, that if Joe 
Willet had come back that night, next day, next week, next 
month, the odds are a hundred to one she would have treated 
him in the very same manner, and have wept for it after- 
wards with the very same distress. 

She had no sooner left the workshop than there cautiously 
peered out from behind the chimney of the forge, a face which 
had already emerged from the same concealment twice or 
thrice, unseen, and which, after satisfying itself that it was 
now alone, was followed by a leg, a shoulder, and so on by 
degrees, until the form of Mr. Tappertit stood confessed, with 
a brown-paper cap stuck negligently on one side of its head, 
and its arms very much a-kimbo. ; 

““Have my ears deceived me,” said the *prentice, ‘‘or do 
I dream! am I to thank thee, Fortun’, or to cus thee—which?” 

He gravely descended from his elevation, took down his 
piece of looking-glass, planted it against the wall upon the 
ee bench, twisted his head round, and looked closely 

legs. ‘ 

“Tf they're a dream,” said Sim, “let sculptures have such 
‘wisions, and chisel ’em out when they wake. This is reality. 
Sleep has no such limbs as them. Tremble, Willet, and 
despair, She’s mine! She’s: mine!” ' 

With these triumphant expressions, he seized a hamme 
and dealt a heavy blow at a vice, which in his mind’s eye 
represented the sconce or head of Joseph Willet. That 
done, he burst into a peal of laughter which startied Miss 
Miggs even in her distant kitchen, and dipping his head 
into a bowl of water, had recourse to a jack-towel inside the 
closet door, which served the double purpose of smothering 
his feelings and drying his face. : 

Joe, disconsolate and down-hearted, but full of courage 
too, on leaving the locksmith’s house made the best of his 
way to the Crooked Billet, and there inquired for his friend 
the serjeant, who, expecting no man less, received him with 
open arms. In the course of five minutes after his arrival 
at that house of entertainment, he was enrolled among the 
gallant defenders of his native land; and within halfan hour, 
was regaled with a steaming supper of boiled tripe and 
onions, prepared, as his friend assured him more than ences, 
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at the express command of his mest’Sacred Majesty the King. 
To: this’ meal; which. tasted very saveury after his. long 
fasting, he did ample justice; and when he had followed it 
up, or down, with a variety of loyal and patriotic toasts, 
he was‘conducted to a straw mattress inva loft over thestable, . 
and locked: in there for the night. San atsheaieet 

The next morning, he found that the obliging care of his 
martial friend. had decorated his hat with sundry parti- 
coloured streamers, which made a very lively appearances 
and in company. with that officer, and three other military 
gentlemen newly enrolled, who were under a cloud so dense 
that it only left.three shoes, a boot, and a coat and a half 
visible among them, repaired to the river-side. Here they 
were joined by a corporal and four more heroes, of whom 
two were drunk and daring, and two sober and penitent; but 
each of whom like Joe, had his dusty stick and bundle. The 
party embarked in a passage-boat bound for Gravesend, 
whence they were to proceed on foot to Chatham; the wind 
was in their favour, and they soon left London behind them, 
a mere dark mist—a giant phantom in the air.. : 


CHAPTER THE THIRTY-SECOND : 
MISFORTUNES, saith the adage, never come singly. There is 
little doubt that troubles are exceedingly gregarious in their 
nature, and flying in flocks, are apt to perch capriciously; 
crowding on the heads of some: poor wights until there is 
not an inch of room left on their unlucky crowns, and taking 
no more notice of others who offer as good resting-places _ 
forthe soles of their feet, than if they had no existence. It 
may have happened that a flight of troubles brooding over 
London, and looking out for Joseph Willet, whom they 
couldn’t find, darted down haphazard on the first young mar 
that caught their fancy, and settled on him instead. How- 
ever this may be, certain it is that on the very day of Joe’s 
departure they swarmed about the ears of Edward. Chester, 
and did so buzz and flap their wings, and persecute him, 
that he was most profoundly wretched. 

It was evening, and just eight o’clock, when he and his 
father, having wine and dessert set before them, were left 
to themselves for the first time that day. They had dined 
together, but a third person had been present during the 
meal, and until they met at table they had not seen each 
other since the previous night. J - 

Edward was reserved and silent, Mr. Chester was more 
than usually gay; but not caring, as it seemed, to open a 
conversation with: one whose humour was so different, he 
vented the lightness 'of his spirit in smiles and sparkling looks, 
and made no effort to awaken his attention. So they re- 
mained for some time; the father lying on a sofa with his 
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accustomed air of graceful negligence ;the.son seated opposite 
to him with downcast eyes, busied it was pinia, pags -ecmamiaed 
and uneasy thoughts. 

““My~ dear Edward, ” said Mr. Chester at Jengtiy, 3 with a 
most éngaging laugh, ‘do not extend your drowsy influence 
to the decanter. Suffer that to circulate; let yoer — be 
never so stagnant.” 

Edward begged his pardon, passed it, and relapsed into his 
former state. 

“You do wrong not to fill your glass,” said Mr. Chester, 
holding up his own before the light. ‘‘ Wine in) moderation 
not in excess, for that makes men ugly—has a thousand 
pleasant influences.» It brightens the eye, improves the voice, 
imparts’ a new vivacity to one’s thougiits and conversation; 
you should try it, Ned.” 3 

“Ah father!” cried his:son, “‘if— 

“My good fellow,” interposed the parent hastily, as ke set 
down ‘his glass, and raised his eyebrows with a startled and 
horrified expression, ‘‘for Heaven’s sake don’t call me by . 
that obsolete and ancient name. Have some: regard for 
delicacy. Am I grey or wrinkled, do I go on crutches, have I 
lost. my teeth, that you adopt such a mode of address? Good 
God, how very coarse!” 

‘I was about to speak to you from my heart, Sir,” returned 
Edward, ‘in the confidence which should subsist between 
us; and you check me in the outset.” 

“Now do, Ned, do not,” said Mr. Chester, raising his, delie 
cate hand imploringly, * ‘talk in that monstrous: manner. 
About to speak from your heart. Don’t you know that the 
heart is an ingenious part of our formation—the centre of 
the blood-vessels and all that sort of thing—which has no 
more to do with what you say or think, than your knees 
have? Hew can you beso very vulgar and absurd? .These 
enatomical. allusions should be left to gentlemen of the 
medical profession, They are really not agrecainie:t in society, 
You quite surprise me, Ned.” 

“Well! there are no such things to wound, or heal, or have 
regard for. I know your creed, Sir, and will say no more,” 
returned his son. 

“There again,” said Mr. Chester, sipping his wine, ‘‘you 
are wrong. . I distinctly say there are such things. We know. 
there are. The hearts of animals—of bullocks, sheep, and 
so forth—are cooked and devoured, as I am told, by the 
lower classes, with a vast deal of relish. Men are some- 
times stabbed to the heart, shot to the heart; but.as to speak- 
ing- from the heart, or to the heart; or being warm-hearted, 
or cold-hearted, or broken-hearted, or being all heart, .or 
haying no heart—pah! these things are nonsense, Ned,” - 

“No doubt, Sir,”’ returned his son, fencing that’ he Reuse. 
for him to speak, ‘No doubt.” - diya tt 
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“There 8 Haredale’s niece, your late flame," said Mr: 
Chester, as a careless illustration of his meaning. “No 
doubt in your mind she was all heart once. Now she has 
none at all. Yetshe is the same person, Ned, exactly.” 

“She is a changed person, Sir,” cried Edward reddening; 
‘and changed by vile means, I believe.” 

“You have had a cool dismissal, have you?” said his 
father. “Poor Ned! I told you last. night what weuld 
happen.—May I ask you for the nut-crackers?” 

“She has been tampered with, and most treacherously 
deceived,” cried Edward, rising from his seat. “‘I never will 
believe that the knowledge of my real position, given her by 
myself, has worked this change. I know she is beset and 
tortured, But though our contract is at an end, and broken 
past all redemption; though I charge upon her want of 
firmness and want of truth, both to herself and me; I do not 
now, and never will believe, that any sordid motive, or her 
own unbiassed will, has led her to this course—never!” 

“You make me blush,’’ returned his father gaily, “for the 
folly of your nature, in which—but we never know ourselves— 
I devoutly hope there is no reflection of my own. With re- 
gard to the young lady herself, she has done what is very 
natural and proper, my dear fellow; what you yourself pro- 
posed, as I Jearn from Haredale; and what I predicted—with 
no great exercise of sagacity—she would do. She supposed 
you to be rich, or at least quite rich enough; and found you 
poor. Marriage is a civil contract; people marry to better 
their worldly condition and improve appearances; it is an 
affair of house and furniture, of liveries, servants, equipage, 
and so forth. ‘The lady being poor and you poor also, there 
is an end of the matter. You cannot enter upon these con- 
siderations, and have no manner of business with the eere- 
mony. I drink her health in this glass, and respect and 
honour her for her extreme good sense. It is a lesson to 
you. Fill yours, Ned.” 

“Tt is a lesson,” returned his son, “by which I hope I may 
never profit, and if years and their experience impress it 


“Don’t say on the heart,” interposed his father. : 
“On men whom the world and its hypocrisy have spoiled,” 
said Edward warmly; “ Heaven keep me from its knowledge.” 
“Come, Sir,"’ returned his father, raising himself a ‘little 
on the sofa, and looking straight towards him, “we have had 
enough of this, Remember, if you please, your interest, 
your duty, your moral obligations, your filial affections, and 
all that sort of thing, which it is so very delightful and 
‘charming to reflect upon ; or you will repent it.”” } 
“Y shall never repent the preservation of my self-respect, 
Sir,” said Edward. “Forgive me if I say that I will not 
sacrifice it at your bidding, and that I will not pursue the 
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track which you would have me take, and to which the ‘secret 
share you have had in this late separation tends.” 

His father rose a little higher still, and looking at him as 

though etirious to know if he were quite resolved and earnest, 
dropped gently down again, and said in the calmest voice— 
eating his nuts meanwhile. Per: 
. “Kdward, my father had:a son, who being a fool like you, 
and, like you, entertaining low and disobedient sentiments, 
he dismmherited and cursed one morning after breakfast. 
The cirewmstance occurs to me with a singular clearness. of 
recollection this evening. I remember eating muffins at 
the time, with marmalade. He led a miserable life (the son, 
I mean) and died early ; it was a happy release on all accounts; 
he degraded the family very much... It is.a sad circumstance, 
Edward, when a father finds it necessary to resort to such 
strong: measures.” 

“Tt is,” replied Edward, “‘and it is sad when a son, proffer- 
ing him -his love and duty in their best: and truest sense, 
finds himself repelled at every turn, and foreed to disebey. 
Dear father,” he added, more earnestly though in a gentler 
tone, “I have refleeted many times on what occurred between 
us when we first discussed this subject. Let there be a con- 
fidence between us; not in terms, but truth. Hear what I 
have to say.” 

“As I anticipate what it is, and eannot fail to do so, 
Edward,” returned his father coldly, “I decline. I couldn't 
possibly. Iam sure it would put me out of temper, which 
is a state of mind I can’t endure. If you intend to mar my 
plans for your establishment in life; and the preservation of 
that’ gentility and becoming pride, which our family have 
so long sustained—if, in short, you are resolved to take your 
own course, you must take it, and my curse with it. I am 

sorry, but there’s really no alternative.” 

“The curse may pass your tips,” said Edward, “but it 
will be but empty breath. I do not believe that any man on 
earth has greater power to call one down upon his fellow—least 
of all, upon his own child—than he has to make one drop 
of rain or flake of snow fall from the clouds above us at his 
impious bidding. Beware, Sir, what you do.” 

“You are so very irreligious, so exceedingly undutiful, so 
horribly profane,” jakast his father, turning his face lazily 
towards him, and cracking another nut,’ “that I positively 
must interrupt you here. It is quite impossible we can 
continue to go on, upon such terms as these, If you will do 
me the favour to ring the bell, the servant will show you to 
the door. Return to this roof no more, I beg you. Go, 
Sir, since you have orci sense remaining; and go to the 
Devil, at my express ‘desire. Good day.” 

Edward left the room without another word or look, and 
turned bis back upon the house for ever, 
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: The father’s face was slightly flushed and heated, but his 

manner was quite unchanged, as he rang the bell again, ani 

addressed his servant on his entrance. = 
 Peak—if that gentleman who has just gone out—” 

“I beg your pardon, Sir, Mr. Edward?” 

‘*Were there more than one, dolt, that you ask the question? 
-—If that gentleman should send here for his wardrobe, let 
him have it, do you hear? - If he should call himself at any 
time, I’m not at home. You’ll tell him so, and shut the door.” 

So, it soon got whispered about, that Mr. Chester was very 
- unfortunate in his son, who had occasioned him great grief 
and sorrow. -And the good people who heard this and told 
it again, marvelled the more at his equanimity and even 
temper, and said what an amiable nature that man must 
have, who, having undergone so much, could be so placid 
and so calm. And when Edward’s name was spoke, Society 
_ shook its head, and laid its finger on its lip, and sighed, and 
looked very grave; and those who had sons about his age, 
waxed wrathful and indignant, and hoped, for Virtue’s sake, 
that he was dead. And the world went on turning round, 
as usual, for five years, concerning which this Narrative is 
silent, : 


CHAPTER THE THIRTY-THIRD 

One wintry evening, early in the year of our Lord one thous 
sand seven hundred and eighty, a keen north wind arose as 
it grew dark, and night came on with black and dismal 
' looks. A bitter storm of sleet, sharp, dense, and -icy-cold, 
swept the wet streets, and rattled on the trembling windows. 
Sign-boards, shaken past endurance in their creaking frames, 
fell crashing on the pavement; old tottering chimneys reeled 
and staggered in the blast; and many a steeple rocked again 
that night, as though the earth were troubled. 

It was not a time for those who could by any means get 
light and warmth, to brave the fury of the weather. In coffee- 
houses of the better sort, guests crowded round the fire, 
forgot to be political, and told each other with a secret glad- 
ness that the blast grew fiercer every minute. Each humble 
tavern by the -water-side, had its groups of uncouth figures 
round the hearth, who talked of vessels foundering at sea, 
and all hands lost; related many a dismal tale of shipwreck 
and drowned men, and hoped that some they knew were 
safe, and shook their heads in doubt. In private dwellings, 
children clustered near the blaze; listening with timid pleasure 
to tales of ghosts and goblins, and tall figures clad in. white 
standing by bedsides, and people who had gone to sleep in 
old churches and being overlooked had found themselves 
«lone there atthe dead hour of the night; until they shuddered 
at the thought of the dark rooms upstairs, yet loved to hear _ 
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~ the wind moan too, and hoped it would continue bravely. 
From time to time these happy in-door people stopped to 
listen, or one held up his finger and cried “‘ Hark!’’-and then, 
above the rumbling in the chimney, and the fast pattering on 
the glass, was heard a wailing, rushing sound, which shook 
‘the walls as though a pgiant’s hand were on them; then a 
hearse roar as if the sea had risen; then such a whirl and 
tumult that the air seemed mad; ard then, with a lengthened 
ot the waves of wind swept on, and left a moment’s interval 
of rest. fants 
Cheerily, though there were none abroad to see it; shone 
the Maypole light that evening. Blessings on the red— 
deep, ruby, glowing red—old curtain of the window; blend- 
ing into one rich stream of brightness, fire and candle, meat, 
drink, and company, and gleaming like a jovial eye upon 
the bleak waste out of docrs! Within, what carpet like its 
crunching sand, what music merry as its crackling logs, 
what perfume like its kitchen’s dainty breath, what weather 
genial as‘its hearty warmth! Blessings on the old house, 
how sturdily it stood! Tow did the vexed wind chafe and 
roar about its stalwart roof; how did it pant and strive with 
its wide chimneys, which still poured forth from their hospit- 
able throats, great clouds of smoke, and puffed defiance in 
its face; how above all, did it drive and rattle at the case- 
ment, emulous to extinguish that cheerful glow, which would 
not be put down and seemed the brighter for the conflict. 
The profusion, too, the rich and Javish bounty, of that 
goodly tavern! It was not enough that one fire roared and 
sparkled on its spacious hearth; in the tiles which paved and 
compassed it, five hundred flickering fires burnt brightly also. 
It was not enough that cone red curtain shut the wild night 
out, and shed its cheerful influence on the room. In every 
saucepan lid, and candlestick, and vessel of copper, brass, or 
tin that hung upon the walls, were countless ruddy hangings, 
flashing and gleaming with every motion of the blaze, and 
offering, let the eye wander where it might, interminable 
vistas of the same rich colour. The old oak wainscoting, 
the beams, the chairs, the seats, reflected it in a deep, dull 
glimmer. There were fires and red curtains in the very 
eyes of the drinkers, in their buttons, in their liquor, in the 
pipes they. smoked. 
\ Mr. Willet sat in what had been his accustomed place five 
years before, with his eyes on the eternal boiler; and had’sat 
there since the clock struck eight, giving no other signs of 
life than breathing with a loud and constant snore (though 
he was wide awake), and from time to time putting his glass 
to his lips, or knocking the ashes out. of his pipe, and filling 
-itanew. It was now half-past ten. Mr. Cobb and long Phil 
Parkes were his.;companions, as of old, and for two mortal hours 
sand a half, none of the company_had pronounced one word. 
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. Whether peopie, by dint of sitting together in the same 
place and the same relative positions, and doing exactly the 
same things for a.great many years, acquire a sixth sense, or 
some unknown power of influencing each other which serves 
them in its stead, is.a question for philosophy to settle. But 
eertain it is that old John Willet, Mr. Parkes; and Mr. Cobb, 
were one and all firmly of opinion that-they were very joily 
eompanions—rather choice spirits than otherwise; that they 
looked at each other every now and then as if there were a 
perpezual interchange of ideas going on among them; that 
no man considered himself or his neighbour by any means 
silent; and that each of them nodded occasionally when he 
eaught ‘the eye of another, as if he would say, “You have 
expressed yourself extremely well, Sir, in relation te that 
sentiment, and I quite agree with you.” 

The room was so very warm, the tobacco so very good, 
and the fire so very soothing, that Mr. Willet by degrees began 
to doze; but as he had perfectly acquired, by dint of long 
habit, the art of smoking in his sleep, and as his breathing 
was pretty much the same, awake or asleep, saving that in 
the latter case he sometimes experienced a slight. difficulty 
in respiration (such as a carpenter meets with when he is 
planing and comes to a knot), neither of his companions 
was awate of the circumstance, until he met with one of these 
impediments and was obliged to try again. 

“Johnny’s dropped off,” said Mr. Parkes in a whisper. 

“Fast.as a top,” said Mr. Cobb. 

Neither of them said any more until Mr. Willet came to 
another knot—one of surpassing obduracy—which bade fair 
to throw him into convulsions, but which he got: over at last 
without waking, by an effort quite superhuman. 

“He sleeps uncommon hard,” said Mr. Cobb. 

Mr. Parkes, who was possibly a hard-sleeper himself, re- 
plied with some disdain, ‘‘Not a bit on it;” and directed his 
eyes towards a hardbill pasted over the chimney-piece, which 
was decorated at the top with a wood-cut representing a 
youth of tender years running away very fast, with a bundle 
over his shoulder at the end of a stick, and—to carry out'the 
idea—a finger-post and a mile-stone beside him. Mr. Cobb 
likewise turned his eyes in the same direction, and surveyed 
the placard as if that were the first time he had ever beheld 
it. Now, this was a document which Mr. Willet had himself 
indited on the disappearance of his son Joseph, acquainting 
the nobility and gentry and the public in general with the 
circumstances of his having left his home; describing his 
dress and appearance; and offering a reward of five pounds 
to any person or persons who would pack him up and return 
him ‘safely to the Maypole at Chigwell, or lodge him in any 
of his Majesty’s jails until such time as his father should 
some. and claim him, In this advertisement: Mr. Willet- had 
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obstinately persisted, despite the. advice and entreaties of 
his friends, im describing his:sonas a “‘ young boy”’;and further- 
more us being from eighteen inches to a couple of feet shorter 
than he really was: two circumstances whichperhaps accounted 
in some degree, for its never having been productive of any 
other effect than the transmission to Chigwell at various times 
and at a vast expense, of some five-and-forty runaways vary- 
ing from six years old to twelve. 

Mr. Cobb and Mr. Parkes looked mysteriously at this 
composition, at each other, and at old John. From the time 
he had pasted it up with his own hands, Mr. Willet had never 
by word or sign alluded to the subject, or encouraged any one 
else to do so.. Nobody had the least notion what his thoughts 
or opinions were, connected with it; whether he remembered 
it or forgot it; whether be had any idea that such an event 
had ever taken place. Therefore, even while he slept, no 
one ventured to refer to it in his presence; and for such suffi- 
cient reasons, these his chosen friends were silent now. 

Mr. Willet had got by this time into such a complication 
of knots, that it was perfectly clear he must wake or die. 
He chose the former alternative and opened his eyes. 

“Tf he don’t come in five minutes,” said John, “I shall 
haye supper without him.” 

The antecedent of this pronoun had been mentioned for 
the last time at eight o’clock. Messrs: Parkes and Cobb being 
used. to this style of conversation, replied without difficulty 
that te be sure Solomon was very late, and they wondered 
what had happened to detain him. . 

“He an’t blown away, I suppose,’ said Parkes. “‘It’s 
enough to carry a man of his figure off his legs, and easy too. 
Do you hear it?, It blows great guns..indeed.- There’ll be 
many # crash in the Forest to-night, I reckon, and many a 
broken branch upon the ground to-morrow.” 

“It wont break anything in the Maypole, I take it, Sir,”’ 
returned old John. ‘Let it try. I give it leayve—what’s 
that?” ; 

“The wind,” cried Parkes. ‘It’s howling like a Christian, 
and has been all night long.” 

“Did: you ever, Sir,” asked John, after a minute's con- 
templation, ‘“‘hear the. wind say ‘Maypole’ 2's 

. “Why, what man ever did?”’ said Parkes. 

“Nor ‘ahoy,’ perhaps?’ added John. 

“No. \ Nor that either.” 

“Very good, Sir,” said Mr. Willet, pendbatily unmoved ; 
“then if that was the wind just now, and youl wait a little 
time without speaking, you'll hear it say both words ory 

in.” 

Mr. Willet was right. After listening for a few moments, 
they could clearly hear, above the roar-and tumult out o! 
doors, this shout repeated; and that with a shrillness. and 
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energy, which .denoted ‘that it came-from some pérson: in 
-great distress or-terror. ‘They looked at each other, turned 
pale, and-held their breath. . No man stirred. Ben 

. - Et was: in: this.emergency that Mr. Willet displayed Some- 
thing of that strength of mind and plenitude of mental re- 
source, which rendered him the admiration of all his friends 
and neighbours. After looking at Messrs. Parkes and Cobb 
for some time in silence, he clapped his two hands to his 
cheeks, and sent forth’ a roar which made the glasses dance 
and rafters ring—a long-sustained, discordant bellow, that 
rolled onward with the wind, and startling every echo, made 
the night a hundred times more boisterous—a deep, loud, 
dismal bray, that sounded like a human gong. Then, with 
every vein in his head and face swollen with the great exertion, 
and his countenance suffused with a lively purple, he drewa 
‘little nearer to the fire, and turning his back upon it, said 
with dignity: 

“Tf that’s any. comfort to anybody, they’re welcome to it, 
If it an’t, I’m sorry for ’em. If either of you two gentie- 
men likes to go out and see: what’s the matter, youcan. I’m 
not curious, myself.” : i 

While he spoke the cry drew nearer and nearer, footstep 
passed the window, the latch of the door was raised, it opened, 
was violently shut again, and Solomon Daisy, with a lighted 
Jantern in his hand, and the rain streaming from his dis- 
ordered dress, dashed into the room. A more complete 
picture of terror than the little man presented, it would be 
difficult to imagine. The perspiration stood in beads upon 
his face, his knees knocked together, his every limb trembled, 
the power of articulation was quite gone; and there he stood, 
panting for breath, gazing on them with such livid ashy 
Jooks, ‘that they were infected with his fear, though ignorant 
of its oceasion, and, reflecting his dismayed and horror- 
stricken visage, stared back again without venturing to 
question him;.until old John Willet, in a fit of temporary 
insanity, made a dive at his cravat, and, seizing him by that 
portion of his dress, shook him to and fro until his very teeth 
appeared to rattle in his head, B 

“Pell us what’s the matter, Sir,’’ said John, “tor Pll kill 
you. Tell us what’s the matter Sir, or in another second 
I'll have your -head under the biler. How dare you look 
like that? Is anybody a following of you? What do you — 
mean? Say something, or I'll be the death of you, I will.” 

Mr. Willet, in his frenzy, was so near keeping his word to 
the very letter (Solomon Daisy’s eyes already beginning to 
roll in an alarming manner, and certain guttural sounds, as 
of a choking man, to issue from his throat) that the two 
bystanders, recovering in some degree, plucked him off his 
victim by main force, and placed the little clerk of Chigwell 
in'a chair. Directing a fearful gaze all round the room, he 
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implored them in a faint voice to give him some dtink; and 
above all to lock the house-door and close and bar the shutters 
of the room, without a moment’s loss: of time. The datter 
request did not tendto re-assure his hearers, or to fill them with 
the most comfortable sensations; they complied with it, 
however,- with the greatest expedition; and having handed 
him a bumper of brandy-and-water, nearly boiling hot, 
waited to hear what he might have to tell them. 

' “Oh, Johnny,” said Solomon, shaking him by the hand. 
“Oh, ‘Parkes. Oh, Tommy Cobb. Why did I leave this 
house to-night! On the nineteenth of March—of all nights 
in the year, on the nineteenth of March!” , 

~ They all drew closer to the fire. Parkes, who was nearest 
to the door, started and looked over his shoulder. Mr. 
Willet, with great indignation, inquired what the devil he 
meant by that—and then said, ‘God forgive me,” and glanced 
over his own shoulder, and came a little nearer, 

“When I left here to-night,” said Solomon Daisy, “I 
little thought what day of the month it was. I have never 
gone alone into the church after dark on this day, for seven- 
and-twenty years. I have heard it said that as we keep our 
birthdays when we are alive, so the ghosts of dead people, 
who are not easy in their graves, keep the day they died upon. 
How the wind roars!” 

Nobody spoke. All eyes were fastened on Solomon. 

“T might have known,” he said, ““what night it was, by 
the foul weather. There? 's no such night in the whole year 
round as this is, always. { never sleep’ quietly in my bed on 
the nineteenth of. March.” 

- “Go on,” said Tom Cobb, in alow voice. ‘Nor I neither.” 
. Solomon Daisy raised his glass to his lips;.put it down upon 
the floor with such a trembling hand that the spoon tinkled in 
it like a little bell; and continued thus: 

.. “Have I ever said that we are always brought back to this 
subject in some strange way, when the nineteenth of this 
month comes round? Do you suppose it was by accident, 
I forgot to wind up the church-clock? I never forget it at 
any other time, though it’s such a clumsy thing that it has 
to be wound upevery day. Why should it escape my memory 
on this day of all others? 

‘*T made as much haste down there as I could when I went 
from here, but I had to go home first for the keys; and the 
wind and rain being dead against me all the way, it was 
pretty well as much as I could do at times to keep my legs. 
_ I got there at last, opened the church-door, and went in. ° I 
_ had not-met a soul all the way, and you may judge whether 
it was dull or not. Neither of you would bear me company. 
If you could haye known what was to come, you *d have 
been in the right. : 

«.“*The wind. was so, strong, that it was as much as I Schild do- 
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to shut the church-door by putting my whole weight against 
it; and even as it was, it burst wide open twice, with such 
strength that any of you would have sworn, if you had been 
leaning against it, as I was, that somebody was pushing on 
the other side. However, I got the key turned, went into 
the belfry, and wound up the clock—which was very near 
run down, and would have stood stock-still in half an hour. 

“As I took up my lantern again to leave the church, it 
came upon me all at once that this was the nineteenth of 
March. It came upon me with a kind of shock, as if a hand 
had struck the thought upon my forehead; at the very same 
moment, I heard a voice outside the tower—tising from among 
the graves.” : 

Here old John precipitately interrupted the speaker, and 
begged that if Mr. Parkes (who was seated opposite to him 
and was staring directly over his head) saw anything, he would 
have the goodness to mention it. Mr. Parkes apologised, and 
remarked that he was only listening; to which Mr, Willet 
angrily retorted, that his listening with that kind of expression 
in his face was not agreeable, and that if he couldn’t look like 
other people, he had better put his pocket-handkerchief over 
his head. Mr. Parkes with great submission pledged himself 
to do so, if again required, and John Willet turning to Solomon 
desired him to proceed. After waiting until a violent gust of 
wind and rain, which seemed to shake even that sturdy house 
to its foundation, had passed away, the little man complied: 

““Never tell me that it was my fancy, or that it was any 
other sound which I mistook for that I tell you of. I heard 
the wind whistle through the arches of the church. I heard 
the steeple strain and creak. I heard the rain as it came driving 
against the wails. I felt the bells shake. I saw the ropes 
sway to and fro. And I heard that voice,” 

“What did it say?” asked Tom Cobb. 

“T don’t know what; I don’t know that it spoke. It gave 
a kind of ery, as‘any one of us might do, if something dreadful 
followed us in a dream, and came upon us unawares; and 
then it died off: seeming to pass quite round the church.” 

“‘T don’t see much in that,” said John, drawing a long breath, 
and looking round him like a man who felt relieved. 

‘Perhaps not,” returned his friend, “but that’s not all.” 

“What more do you mean to say, Sir, is to come?” asked 
John, pausing in the act of res his face upon his apron, 
“What are you a going to tell us of next?” 

“What J saw.” 

“Saw!” echoed all three, bending forward. 

“When I opened the church-door to come out,” said the 
little man, with an expression of face which bore ample _ 
testimony to the sincerity of his conviction, ““when I opened 
the church-door to come out, which I did suddenly, for I 
wanted to get it shut again before another gust of wind came ~ 
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up, there crossed me—so close, that by stretching out my 
finger I could have touched it—something in the likeness of 
aman. It was bareheaded to the storm. It turned its 
face without stopping, and fixed its eye on mine. It was a 
ghost—a spirit.” ' 

““Whose?” they all three cried together, 

In the excess of his emotion (for he fell back trembling in 
his chair, and waved his hand as if entreating them to question 
him no further), his answer was lost on all but old John 
Willet, who happened to be seated close beside him. 

“Who!” cried Parkes and Tom Cobb, looking eagerly by 
turns at Solomon Daisy and at Mr. Willet. ‘Who was it?” 

**Gentlemen,”’ said Mr. Willet after a long pause, “‘you 
needn’t ask, ‘The likeness of a murdered man, This is 
the nineteenth of March.” 

A profound silence ensued. 

“Tf you'll take my advice,’ said John, “‘we had better, 
one and all, keep this a secret. Such tales would not be 
liked at the Warren. Let us keep it to ourselves for the 
present time at all events, or we may get into trouble, and 
Solomon may lose his place. Whether it was really as he 
says, or whether it wasn’t, is no matter. Right or wrong, 
nobody wouid believe him. As to the probabilities, I don’t 
myself think,” said Mr. Willet, eyeing the corners of the room 
in a manner which showed that, like some other philosophers, 
he was not quite easy in his theory, ‘‘that a ghost as had 
been a man of sense in his lifetime, would be out a-walking 
in such weather—I only know that / wouldn’t, if I was one.” 

But this heretical doctrine was strongly opposed by the 
other three, who quoted a great many precedents to show 
that bad weather was the very time for such appearances; 
and Mr. Parkes (who had had a ghost in his family, by the 
mother’s side) argued the matter with so much ingenuity 
and force of illustration, that John was only saved from having 
to retract his opinion by the opportune appearance of supper, 
to which they applied themselves with a dreadful relish. 
Even Solomon Daisy himself, by dint of the elevating in- 
fluences of fire, lights, brandy, and good company, so far 
recovered as to handle his knife and fork in a highly creditable 
manner, and to display a capacity both of eating and drink- 
ing, such as banished all fear of his having sustained any 
lasting injury from his fright. 

Supper done, they erowded round the fire again, and, as 
is common on such occasions, propounded all manner of 
leading questions calculated to surround the story with 
new horrors and surprises. But Solomon Daisy, notwith=, 
standing these temptations, adbered so steadily to his original 
account, and repeated it so often, with such slight variations 
and with such solemn asseverations of its truth and reality 
that his hearers were (with good reason) more astonished than 
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at first. As he took John Willet’s view of the matter in 
regard to the propriety of not bruiting the tale abroad, 
unless the spirit should appear to him again, in which case 
it would be necessary to take immediate counsel with the 
clergyman, it was solemnly resolved that it should be hushed’ 
up and kept quict. And as most men like to have a secret 
to tell which may exalt their own importance, they arrived 
at this conclusion with perfect unanimity. 

As it was by this time growing late, and was long past 
their usual hour of separating, the cronies parted for the night. 
Solomon Daisy, with a fresh candle in his lantern, repaired 
homewards under the escort of long Phil Parkes and Mr. 
Cobb, who were rather more nervous than himself. Mr. 
Willet, after seeing them to the door, returned to collect 
his thoughts with the assistance of the boiler, and to listea 
to the storm of wind and rain, which had not yet abated one 
jot of its fury. 


CHAPTER THE THIRTY-FOURTH 

Berore old John had looked at the boiler quite twenty 
minutes, he got his ideas into a focus, and brought them to 
bear upon Solomon Daisy’s story. The more he thought of 
it, the more impressed he became with a sense of his own 
wisdom, and a desire that Mr. Haredale should be impressed 
with it likewise. At length, to the end that he might sustain 

a principal and important character in the affair; “and might 
Have the start of Solomon and his two friends, through whose 
means he knew the adventure, with a variety of exag gerations, 
would be known to at least a score of people, and most likely 
to Mr. Haredale himself, by breakfast-time to-morrow; he 
determined to repair to the Warren before going to bed. 

““He’s my landlord,” thought John, as he took a candle 
in his hand, and setting it down in a corner out of the wind’s 
way, opened a casement in the rear of the house, looking 
towards the stables. ‘‘We haven’t met of late years so often 
as we used to do—changes are taking place in the family 
—it’s desirable that I should stand as well with them, in 
point of dignity, as possible—the whispering about of this 
here tale will anger him—it’s good to have confidences with’ 
a gentleman of his natur’, and. set one’s-self right besides. 
Hialloa there! Hugh—Hugh. Halloa!”’ 

When he had repeated this spout a dozen times, and startled 
every pigeon from its slumbers, a door in one of the ruinous 
old buildings opened, and a rough voice demanded what wag 
amiss now, that a man couldn’t even have his sleep in quiet. 

' “What! Haven’t you sleep enough, growler, that you’ re 
not to be knocked up for once?” said John. 

“No,” replied the voice, as the speaker yawned and shook 
himself, “Not half enough,” ~ 
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- “I don’t know how you can sleep, with the wind a bellowsing 
and roaring about you, making the tiles fly. like a pack of 
ecards,” said John; “but no matter for that. Wrap. your: 
self up in something or another, and come here, for you must 
go as far as the Warren with me. And look sharp about it.” 

Hugh, with much low grewling and muttering, went back 
into his lair; and presently. re-appeared, carrying a lantern 
and a eudgel, and enveloped from head to foot in an old, 
frowsy, slouching horse-cloth. Mr. Willet received this 
figure at the back-door, and ushered him into the bar, while 
he wrapped himself in sundry greatcoats and capes, and so 
tied and knotted his face in shawls and handkerchiefs, that 
how he breathed was a mystery. 

“You don’t take a man out of doors at near midnight in 
such weather, without putting some heart into him, do you, 
master?’’ said Hugh. 

“Yes I do, Sir,” returned Mr. Willet. “I put the heart 
(as you call it) into him when he has brought me safe home 
again, and his standing steady on his legs an’t of so much 
consequence. So hold that light up, if you please, and go 
on a step or two before, to show the way.’ 

Hugh obeyed with a very indifferent grace, and a longing 
glance at the bottles. Old John, laying strict injunctions 
on his cook to keep the doors locked in his absence, and to 
open to nobody but himself on pain of dismissal, followed 
him into the blustering darkness out of doors. 

The way was wet and dismal, and the night so black, that 
if Mr. Willet had been his own pilot, he would have walked 
into a deep horsepond within a few hundred yards of his 
own house, and would certainly have terminated his career 
in that ignoble sphere of action. But Hugh, who had a 
sight as keen as any hawk’s, and, apart from that endow- 
ment, could have found his way blindfold to any place within 
a dozen miles, dragged old John along, quite deaf to his 
remonstrances, and took his own course without the slightest 
reference to, or notice of, his master. So they made head 
against the wind as they best could; Hugh crushing the 
wet grass beneath his heavy tread, and stalking on after his 
ordinary savage fashion; John Willet following at arm’s 
length, picking his steps, and looking about him, now for 
bogs and ditches, and now for such stray ghosts as might be 
wandering abroad, with looks of as much dismay and un- 
easiness as his immovable face was capable of expressing. 

At length they stood upon the broad gravel-walk before 
the Warren-house. The building was profoundly dark, and 
none were moving near it save themselves. From one 
solitary turret-chamber, however, there shone a ray of light; 
and towards this speck of comfort in the cold, cheerless, 
_ silent scene, Mr. Willet bade his pilot lead him. 

“The old room,’ said John, looking timidly upward; 
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“Mr, Reuben’s own apartment, God be with us! I wonder his 
brother likes to sit there, so late at night—on this night toc.” 

‘““Why, where else should he sit?” asked Hugh, holding 
the lantern to his breast, to keep the candle from the wind, 
while he trimmed it with his fingers. ‘It’s snug enough, 
an’t it?” 

“Snug!” said John indignantly. ‘‘ You have a comfortable 
idea of snugness you have, Sir. Do you know what was 
done in that room, you ruffian?” 

“Why, what is it the worse for that!’ cried Hugh, look- 
ing into John’s fat face. ‘Does it keep out the rain, and 
snow, and wind, the Jess for that? Is it less warm or dry, 
because a man was killed there? Ha,ha,ha! Never believe 
it, master. One man’s no such matter as that comes to.” 

Mr. Willet fixed his dull eyes on his follower, and began— 
by a species of inspiration—to think it just barely possible 
that he was something of a dangerous character, and that 
it might be advisable to get rid of him one of these days. 
He was too prudent to say anything, with the journey home 
hefore him; and therefore turned to the iron gate before 
which this brief dialogue had passed, and pulled the handle 
of the bell that hung beside it. The turret in which the light 
appeared being at one corner of the building, and only 
divided from the path by one of the garden-walks, upon 
which this gate opened, Mr. Haredale threw up the window 
directly, and demanded who was there. 

“Begging pardon, Sir,” said John, “I knew you sat up 
late, and made bold to come round, having a word to say 
to you.” ; 

“Willet—is it not?” ‘ 

“Of the Maypole—at your service, Sir.” ; 

Mr. Haredaie closed the window, and withdrew. He. 
presently appeared at a door in the bottom of the turret, 
and coming across the garden-walk, unlocked the gate and 
let them in, : 

“You are a late visitor, Willet. What is the matter?” 

“Nothing to speak of, Sir,” said John; ‘tan idie tale, I 
thought you ought to know of; nothing more.” 

“Let your man go forward with the lantern, and\give me 
your hand. The stairs are crooked and. narrow.—Gently. 
with your light, friend. You swing it like a censer.” 

Hugh, who had already reached the turret, held it more 
steadily, and ascended first, turning from time to time to 
shed his light downward on the steps. Mr. Haredale following 
next, eyed his Jowering face with no great favour; and Hugh, 
looking down on him, returned his glances with interest, as 
they climbed the winding stair. 

It terminated in a little ante-room adjoining that from 
which they had seen the light. Mr. Haredale entered first, 
and led the way through it into the latter ebamber, where he — 
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seated himself at a writing-table from which he had risen 
when they rang the bell. é 

“Come in,” he said, beckoning to old John, who remained 
bowing. at the door, ‘Not vou, friend,” he added hastily to 
Hugh, who entered also. “Willet, why do you bring that 
fellow here?” 

“Why, Sir,” returned John, elevating his eyebrows, and 
lowering his veice to the tone in which the question had been 
asked him, ‘he’s a good guard, you see.” 

“Don’t be too sure of that,” said Mr. Haredale, looking 
towards him as he spoke. “I doubtit. He hasan evil eye.” 

*There’s no imagination in his eye,’ returned Mr. Willet, 
glancing over his shoulder at the organ in question, 
“certainly.” 

“There is no good there, be assuréd,’? said Mr.-Haredale. 
§ Wait in that littleroom, friend, and closethe doorbetween us.” 

Hugh shrugged his shoulders, and with a disdainful look, 
which showed, either that he had overheard, or that he 
guessed the purport of their whispering, did as he was told. 
When he was shut out, Mr. Haredale turned to John, and 
bade him go on with what he had to say, but not to speak too 
loud, for there were quick ears yonder. 

Thus cautioned, Mr. Willet, in an oily whisper, recited all 
that he had heard and said that night; laying particular stress 
upon his own sagacity, upon his great regard for the family, 
and upon his solicitude for their peace of mind and happiness: 
The story moved his auditor much more than he had expected. 
Mr. Haredale often changed his attitude, rose and paced the 
room, returned again, desired him to repeat, as nearly as he 
could, the very words that Solomon had used, and gave so 
many other signs of being disturbed and ill at ease, that 
even Mr. Willet was surprised. 

“You did quite right,” he said, at the end of a long con- 
versation, ‘to bid them keep this story secret. It is a foolish 
faney on the part of this weak-brained man, bred in his 
fears and superstition. But Miss Haredale, though she would 
know it to be so, would be disturbed by it if it reached her 
ears; it is too nearly connected with a subject very painful 
to us all, to be heard with indifference. You were most 
prudent, and have laid me under a great obligation. I 
thank you very much.” 

This was equal to John’s most sanguine expectations; but 
he would have preferred Mr. Haredale’s looking at him when 
he spoke, as if he really did thank him, to his walking up and 
down, speaking by fits and starts, often stopping with his 
eyes fixed on the ground, moving hurriedly on again, like one 
"soley a and seeming almost unconscious of what he said 
or did. 

_ This, however, was his manner; and it was so embarrassing 
to John that he sat quite passive for a long time, not knowing 
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what to do. At length he rose. Mr. Haredale stared at 
him for a moment as though he had quite forgotten his being 
present, then shook hands with him, and opened the door. 
Hugh, who was, or feigned to be, fast asleep on the ante- 
chamber floor, sprang up on their entrance, and throwing his 
cloak about him, grasped his stick and lantern, and prepared 
to descend the stairs. : 

““Stay,”? said Mr. Haredale. ‘Will this man drink?”’ 

“Drink! He’d drink the Thames up, if it was strong 
enough, Sir,” replied John Willet. ‘“He’ll have something 
when he gets home. He’s better without it, now, Sir? 

“Nay. Half the distance is done,” said Hugh. ‘What 
a hard master you are! . I shall go home the: better for one 
glassful, half-way. Come!” 

As John made no reply, Mr. Haredale brought out a glass 
of liquor, and gave it to Hugh, who, as he took it in his hand, 
threw part of it upon the floor. 

‘““What do you mean by splashing your drink about a 
gentleman’s house, Sir?’ said John. 

“I’m drinking a toast,” Hugh rejoined, holding the glass 
above his head, and fixing his eyes on Mr. Haredale’s face; 
“a toast to this house and its master.” With that he muttered 
something to himself, and drank the rest, and setting down 
the glass, preceded them without another word. 

John was a good deal scandalised by this observance, but 
seeing that Mr. Haredale took little heed of what Hugh said 
or did, and that his thoughts were otherwise employed, he 
offered no apology, and went in silence down the stairs, 
across the waik, and through the garden-gate. They stopped 
upon the outer side for Hugh to hold the light while Mr. 
Haredale locked it:on the inner; and then John saw with 
wonder (as he often afterwards related), that he was very pale, 
and that his face had changed so much and grown so haggard 
since their entrance, that he almost seemed another man. 

They were in\the open road again, and John Willet was 
walking on behind his escort, as he had come, thinking very 
steadily of what he had just now seen, when Hugh drew him 
suddenly aside, and almost at the same instant three horse- 
men-swept past—the nearest brushed his shoulder even then 
—-who, checking their steeds as suddenly as they could, stood 
still, and waited for their coming up. 


CHAPTER THE THIRTY-FIFTH } 

Wuen John Willet saw that the horsemen wheeled smartl 

round, and drew up three abreast in the narrow road, waiting 
for him and his man to join them, it occurred te him with 
unusual precipitation that they must be highwaymen; and 
had Hugh been armed with a blunderbuss, in place of his 
stout cudgel, he would certainly have ordered him to fire it — 
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off ata venture, and would, while the word of command.was 
obeyed, have consulted his own personal safety in immediate 
flight. Under the circumstances of disadvantage, ‘however, 
in which he and his guard were placed, he deemed it prudent 
to adopt a different style of generalship,: and therefore 
whispered his attendant to address them in the most peace- 
able and courteous terms. By way of acting up to the spirit 
and letter of this instruction, Hugh stepped forward, and 
fiourishing his: staff before the very eyes of the rider nearest 
to him, demanded roughly what he and his fellows meant by 
so nearly galloping over them, and why they scoured the 
King’s highway at that late hour of night. 

The man whom he addressed was beginning an angry reply 
in the seme strain, when he was checked by the horseman in 
the centre, who, interposing with an air of authority, inquired 
in a somewhat loud but not harsh or neplaset voice: 

“Pray, is this the London road?” 

“Tf you follow it right, it is,’ replied Hugh roughly. 

“Nay, brother,” said the same person, “youre but a 
ehurlish Englishman, if Englishman you be—which I should 
much doubt but for your “tongue. “Your companion, I am 
sure, will answer me more civilly. How say you, friend?” 

“T say it is the London road, Sir,’ answered John. ‘And 
I wish,” he added in a subdued voice, as he turned to Hugh, 
“that you was in any other road, you vagabond. Are you 
tired of your life, Sir, that you go a-trying to provoke three 
great necix-or-nothing chaps, that could keep on running over 
us, back’ards and for’ards, till we was dead, and then take 
our bodies up behind ’em, and drown us ten miles off?” 

“How far is it to London?” inquired the same speaker. 
. “Why, from here, Sir,” answered John, persuasively, “it's 
thirteen very easy mile.” 

The adjective was thrown in, as an inducement to the 
travellers to ride away with all speed; but instead of having 
the desired effect, it elicited from the same person, the remark, 
“Thirteen miles! That’s a long distance!” which was 
followed by a short pause of indecision. 

. “Pray,” said the gentleman, “are there any inns here- 
abouts?” 

' At the word “inns,” John plucked up his spirit in a 
surprising manner; his fears rolled off like smoke; ail the 
landlord stirred within him. ' 

“There are no inns,” rejoined Mr. Willet, with a strong 
emphasis en the plural number; ‘‘but there’s a Inn—one 
Inn—the Maypole Inn. That’s:a Inn indeed. You won’t 
see the like of that Inn often.” 

_ You keep it, perhaps?” said the horseman, smiling. 

“TY do, Sir,” replied John, greatly wanes mates he had 
. found this out. - 

* And how far is the Maypole from here?” 
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“About a mile’—John was going to add that it was the 
easiest mile in all the world, when the third rider, who had 
hitherto kept a little in the rear, suddenly interposed: t 

‘And have you ene excellent bed, landlord? Hem! A 
bed that you can recommend—a bed that you are sure is 
well aired—a bed that has been slept in by some perfectly 
respectable and unexceptionable person?” 

“We don’t take in no tagrag and bobiail at our house, Sir,” 
answered John. ‘And as to the bed itself 

“Say, as to three beds,” interposed the gentleman who had 
spoken before; “for we ‘shall want three if we stay, though 
my friend only speaks of one.” 

“No, no, my lord; you are too good, you are too kind; but 
your life is of far too much importance to the nation in these 
portentous times, to be placed upon a level with one so 
useless and so pooras mine. A great cause, my lord, a mighty 
cause. depends on you. You are its leader and its champioa, 
its advanced guard and its van. It is the cause of our 
altars and our homes, our country and our faith. Let me 
sleep on a chair—the carpet—anywhere. No one will 
repine if Z take cold or fever. Let John Grueby pass the 
night beneath the open sky—no one will pine for him. But 
forty thousand men of this our island in the wave (exclusive 
of women and children) rivet their eyes and thoughts on 
Lord George Gordon; and every day, from the rising up of 
~ the sun to the going down of the same, pray for his health and 
vigour. My lord,” said the speaker, rising in his stirrups, 
“it is a glorious cause, and must not be forgotten. My lord, 
it is a mighty cause, and must not be endangered. My 
lord, it is a holy cause, and must not be deserted.” 

“It isa holy cause,” exclaimed his lordship, lifting up his 
hat with great solemnity. “‘ Amen.” 

“John Grueby,” aeaiid the long-winded gentleman, in a 
tone of mild reproof, “his lordship said Amen.” 

“T heard my lord, Sir,” said the man, sitting like a statue 
on his horse. 

“And do not yow say Amen, likewise?” 

To which John Grueby made no reply at all, but sat 
lcoking straight before him. 

**You surprise me, Grueby,” said the gentleman. ‘‘At a 
crisis like the present, when Queen Elizabeth, that maiden 
monarch, weeps within her tomb, and Bloody Mary, with a 
brow of gloom and shadow, stalks triumphant—” 

“Oh, Sir,” cried the man, gruffly, ““where’s the use of 
talking of Bloody Mary, under such circumstances as the 
present, when my lord’s wet through, and tired with hard 
riding? Let’s either go on to London, Sir, or put up at 
once; or that unfort’nate Bloody Mary will have more to 
answer for—and she’s done a deal more harm in her os 
than she ever did in her lifetime, I believe.” 
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By this time Mr. Willet, who had never heard: so:many 
words spoken together at one time, or delivered with such 
volubility and emphasis as by the long-winded gentleman; 
and whose brain, being wholly unable to sustain or compass 
them, had quite given itself up for lost; recovered so far as to 
observe that there was ample accommodation at the Maypole 
for all the party: good beds; neat wines; excellent entertain- 
ment for man and beast; private rooms for large or small 
parties; dinners dressed upon the shortest notice; choice 
stabling, and a lock-up eoach-house; and, in short, to run over 
such recommendatory scraps of language as were painted 
upon various portions of the building, and which in the course 
of some forty years he had learnt to repeat with tolerable 
correctness. He was considering whether it was at all 
possible to insert any novel sentences to the same purpose, 
when the gentieman who had spoken first, turning to him of 
the long wind, exclaimed, *“‘ What say you, Gashford? Shall! 
we tarry at this house he speaks of, or press forward? You 
shail decide.” 3 

“TI would submit, my lord, then,” returned the person he 
appealed to, in a silky tone, “that your health and spirits— 
so important, under Providence, to our great cause, our 
pure and truthful cause’—here his lordship pulled off his 
hat again, though it was raining hard—“ require refreshment 
and repose.” 

“Go on before, landlord, and show the way,” said Lord 
George Gordon; ‘‘we will follow at a footpace.” 

“If you'll give me leave, my lord,” said John Grueby, in 
a low voice, “I'll change my proper place, and ride before 
you. The looks of the landlord’s friend are not over honest, 
and it may be as well to be cautious with him.” 

“John Grueby is quite right,” interposed Mr. Gashford, 

falling back hastily. ‘‘My lord, a life so precious as yours 
must not be put in peril. Go forward, John, by all means. 
if you have any reason to suspect the fellow, blow his brains 
out.” 
_John made no answer, but looking straight before him, as 
his custom seemed to be when the secretary spoke, bade Hugh 
ES on, and followed close behind him. Then came his 
ordship, with Mr. Willet at his bridle rein; and, last of all, 
his lordship’s secretary—ior. that, it seemed, was Gashford’s 
office, ; 

Hugh strode briskly on, often looking back at the servant, 
whose horse was close upon his heels, and glancing with a 
leer at his holster case of pistols, by which he seemed to seb 
great store. He was a square-built, strong-made, bull- 
necked fellow, of the true English breed; and as Hugh 
measured him with his eye, he measured Hugh, regarding 
him meanwhile with a look of bluff disdain. He was much 
older than the Maypole man, being to all appearances fives 
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and-forty; but was one of those self-possessea, hard-headed, 
imperturbable fellows, who, if they are ever beaten at fisty- 
cuffs, or other kind of warfare, never know it, and go on 
coolly till they win. ; 

“Tf I led you wrong now,” said Hugh, tauntingly, “you’d— 
ha ha ha!—you’d shoot me through the head, I suppose.” 

John Grueby took no more notice of this remark than if 
he had been deaf and Hugh dumb; but kept riding on quite 
comfortably, with his eyes fixed on the horizon. 

“‘Did you ever try a fall with a man when you were young, 
master?’ said Hugh. “Can you make any play at single- 
stick?” 

John Grueby looked at him sideways with the same con- 
tented air, but deigned not a word in answer. 

“_Tike this?” said Hugh, giving his-cudgel one of those 
skilful flourishes, in which the rustic of that time delighted. 
“Whoop!” 

“__Or that,” returned John Grueby, beating down his 
guard with his whip, and striking him on the head with its 
butt end. ‘Yes, I played a little once. You wear your hair 
too long; I should have cracked your crown if it had been a 
little shorter.” 

It was a pretty smart, loud-sounding rap, as it was, and 
evidently astonished Hugh; who, for the moment, seemed 
disposed to drag his new acquaintance from his saddle. 
But his face betokening neither malice, triumph, rage, nor 
any lingering idea that he had given him offence; his eyes 
gazing steadily in the old direction, and his manner being as 
careless and composed as if he had merely brushed away 
a fly; Hugh was so puzzled, and so disposed to look upon him 
as a customer of almost supernatural toughness, that he 
merely laughed, and cried ‘‘ Well done!”’ then, sheering off 
a little, led the way in silence. 

Before the lapse of many minutes the party halted at the 
Maypole door. Lord George and his secretary quickly dis- 
mounting, gave their horses to their servant, who, under the 
guidance of Hugh, repaired to the stables. Right glad to 
escape from the inclemency of the night, they followed Mr. 
Willet into the common room, and stood warming them- 
selves and drying their clothes before the cheerful fire, while 
he busied himself with such orders and preparations as his 
guest’s high quality required. - 

As ke bustled in and out of the room intent on these 
arrangements, he had an opportunity of observing the two 
travellers, of whom, as yet, he knew nothing but the voice. 
The lord, the great personage who did the Maypole so much 
honour, was about the middle height, of a slender make, 
and sallow complexion, with an aquiline nose, and long hair 
of a reddish brown, combed perfectly straight and smooth 
about his ears. and slightly powdered, but without the 
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faintest vestige of a curl. He was attired, under his great 
coat, in a full suit of black, quite free from any ornament, 
and of the most precise and sober cut. The gravity of his 
dress, together with a certain lankness of cheek and stiffness 
of deportment, added nearly ten years to his age, but his 
figure was that of one not yet past thirty. As he stood musing 
in the red glow of the fire, it was striking to observe his very 
bright large eye, which betrayed a restlessness of thought and 
purpose, singularly at variance with the studied composure 
and sobriety of his mien, and with his quaint and sad apparel. 
it had nothing harsh or cruel in its expression; neither had 
his face, which was thin and mild, and wore an air of melan- 
choly; but it was suggestive of an indefinable uneasiness, 
which infected those who looked upon him, and filled them 
with a kind of pity for the man: though why it did so, they 
would have had some trouble to explain. 

Gashford, the secretary, was taller, angularly made, high- 
shouldered, bony, and ungraceful. His dress, in imitation of 
his superior, was demure and staid in the extreme; his manner, 
formal and constrained. This gentleman had an ‘overhanging 
brow, great hands and feet and ears, and a pair of eyes that 
seemed to have made an unnatural retreat into his head, and 
to have dug themselves a cave to hide in. His manner was 
smooth and humble, but very sly and slinking. He wore 
the aspect of a man who was always lying in wait for some- 
thing that wouldn’t come to pass; but he looked patient— 
very patient—and fawned like a spaniel dog. Even now, 
while he warmed and rubbed his hands before the blaze, he 
had the air of one who only presumed to enjoy it in his degree 
as a commoner; and though he knew his lord was not regarding 
him, he looked into his face from time to time, and, with a 
meek and deferential manner, smiled as if for practice. 

Such were the guests whom old John Willet, with a fixed 
and leaden eye, surveyed a hundred times, and to whom he 
now advanced with a state candlestick in each hand, beseech- 
ing them to follow him into a worthier chamber. “For my 
lord,” said John—it is odd enough, but certain people seem 
to have as great a pleasure in pronouncing titles as their 
owners have in wearing them—‘this room, my lord, isn’t 
at all the sort of place for your lordship, and I have to beg 
your lordship’ s pardon for keeping you here, my lord, one 
minute.”’ 

With this address, John ushered them upstairs into the state 
apartment, which, like many other things of state, was cold 
and comfortless. Their own footsteps, reverberating through 
the spacious room, struck upon their hearing with a hollow 
sound; and its damp and chilly atmosphere was rendered 
doubly cheerless by contrast with the homely warmth they 
had deserted. 

_ It was of no use, however, to propose a return to the place 
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they had quitted, for the preparations went on so briskly 
that there was no time to stop them. John, with the tall 
eandlesticks in his hands, bowed them up to the fize-place; 
Hugh, striding in with a lighted brand and pile of firewood, 
cast it down upon the hearth, and set it in a blaze; John 
Grueby (who had a great blue cockade in his hat, which he 
appeared to despise mightily) brought in the portmanteau 
he had carried on his horse, and placed it on the floor; and 
presently all three were busily engaged in drawing out the 
screen, laying the cloth, inspecting the beds, lighting fires in 
the bedrooms, expediting the supper, and making everything 
as cosy and.as snug as might be, on so short a notice. In 
less than an hour’s time, supper had been served, and ate, 
and cleared ‘away;.and Lord George and his seeretary, with 
slippered feet,. and legs stretched out before the fire sat over 
some hot mulled wine together. 

“So ends, my lord,” said Gashford, filling his glass with 
great complacency, “the blessed work of a most blessed day.” 
Fs “ And of a blessed yesterday,”’ said his lordship, raising his 

ead. ‘ 

“Ah!”—and here the secretary clasped his hands—‘‘a 
blessed yesterday indeed! The Protestants of Suffolk are 
godly men and true. Though others of our countrymen 
have lost their way in darkness, even as we, my lord, did lose 
our road to-night, theirs is the light and glory.” 

“Did I move them, Gasnford?”’ said Lerd George. 

“Move them, my lord! _Move them! ‘They cried to be 
led on against the Papists, they vowed a dreadful vengeance 
on their heads, they roared like men possessed ve 

“But not by devils,” said bis lord. 

“By devils! my lord! By angels.” 

“Yes—oh surely—by angels, no doubt,”’ said Lord George, 
thrusting his hands into his pockets, taking them out again 
to bite his nails, and looking uncomfortably at the fire. 
“Of course by angels—eh Gashford?”’ 

“You do not doubt. it, my lord?’’ said the secretary. 

“No—No,’’ returned his lord, “No. Why should I? 
I suppose it would be decidedly irreligious to doubt it— 
wouldn’t it, Gashford? Though there certainly were,” he 
added without waiting for an answer, “some plaguy ill- 
Jooking characters among them.”’ 

“When you warmed,” said the secretary, looking sharply 
at the other’s downeast eyes, which brightened slowly as 
he spoke; “when you warmed into that noble outbreak; 
when you told them that you were never of the Inke- 
warm or the timid tribe, and bade them take heed that 
they were prepared to follow one who would lead them on, 
though to the very death; when you spoke of a hundred and 
twenty thousand men across the Scottish border who would 
take their own redress at any time, if it were not coneeded3 
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when you cried ‘Perish the Pope. and all his base adherents: 
the penal Jaws against them shall never be repealed while 
Englishmen have hearts and hands’—and waved your own 
ind touched your sword; and when they cried ‘No Popery!’ 
and you cried ‘No; not even if we wade im blood;’ and they 
threw up their hats and cried ‘Hurrah! not even if we wade 
in blood; No Popery! Lord George! Down with the Papists 
—Vengeance on their heads;’ when this was said and done, 
and a word from you, my lord, could raise or still the tumult— 
ah! then I felt what greatness was indeed, and thought, When 
was there ever power like this of Lord George Gordon’s!” 

“It’s a great power. You’re right. It is a great power!”? 
he cried with sparkling eyes. “But—dear Gashford—did I 
really say all that?” 

“And how much more!’ cried the secretary, looking 
upwards. “Ah! how much more!” . 

“And I told them what you say, about the one hundred 
and forty thousand men in Scotland, did I!”? he asked with 
evident delight. ‘That was bold.”’ 

“Our cause is boldness. Truth is always bold.’’ 

“Certainly. So is religion. She’s bold, Gashford?”’ 

“The true religion is, my lord.”’ 

“And that ours,’ he rejoined, moving uneasily in his seat, 
and biting his nails as though he would pare them to the 
quick. “There can be no doubt of ours being the true one. 
You feel as certain of that as I do, Gashford, don’t you?” 

“Does my lord ask me,’’ whined Gashford, drawing his chair 
nearer with an injured air, and laying his broad flat hand 
upon the table; ‘me,’ he repeated, bending the dark hollows 
of his eyes upon him with an unwholesome smile, “who, 
stricken by the magic of his eloquence in Scotland but a year 
ago, abjured the errors of the Romish Church, and clung to 
him as one whose timely hand had plucked me from a pit?”’ 

“True. No—No. I—TI didn’t mean it,’’ replied the other, 
shaking him by the hand, rising from his seat, and pacing 
restlessly about the room. “It’s a proud thing to lead the 
people, Gashford,’’ he added as he made a sudden halt. 

“By force of reason too,’’ returned the pliant secretary. 

“Ay, to be sure. They may cough, and jeer, and groan 
in Parliament, and call me fool and madman, but which of 
them can faise this human sea and make it swell and roar at 
pleasure? Not one.” 

“Not one,’’ repeated Gashford. 

“Which of them can say for his honesty, what I can say 
for mine; which of them has refused a minister’s bribe of 
one thousand pounds a year, to resign his seat in favour of 
another? Not one.’’ 

“Not one,’’ repeated Gashford again—taking the lion’s 
share of the mulled wine between whiles. 

* And as we are honest, true, and in a sacred cause, Gash- 
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ford,’’ said Lord. George with a heightened colour and-in 3 
louder voice, as he laid his fevered hand upon his shoulder, 
“and are the only men who regard the mass of people out of 
doors, or are regarded by them, we will uphold them to the 
last; and will raise a cry against these un-English Papists 
which shall re-echo through the country, and roll. with a 
noise like thunder. I will be worthy of the motto on my 
coat of arms, ‘Called and chosen and faithful.’ ”” 
- “Called,” said the secretary, ““by Heaven.’ 

eT am.”? i 

“Chosen by the people.”’ 

“ Yes,”? 


“Faithful to. both.’ 

“To the block!” ; 

It would be difficult to convey an adequate idea of the 
excited manner in which he gave these answers to the secre« 
tary’s promptings; of the rapidity of his utterance, or the 
violence of his tone and gesture; in which, struggling through 
his Puritan’s demeanour, was something wild and ungovern- 
able which broke through all restraint. For some minutes 
he walked rapidly up and down the room, then stopping 
suddenly, exclaimed: 

“Gashford—You moved them yesterday too. Oh yes! 
You did.” 

“I shone with a reflected light, my lord,” replied the 
humble secretary, laying his hand upon his heart. ‘I did 
my best.” 

“You did well,” said his master, ‘“‘and are a great and 
worthy instrument. If you will ring for John Grueby to 
carry the portmanteau into my room, and will wait here while 
I undress we will dispose of business as usual, if you’re not 
too tired.” 

“Too tired, my lord!—But this is his consideration! 
Christian from head to foot.” With which soliloquy, the 


secretary tilted the jug, and looked very hard into the mulled — 


wine, to see how much remained. 

John Willet and John Grueby appeared together. The one 
bearing the great candlesticks, and the other the portmanteau, 
showed the deluded lord into his chamber; and left the 
secretary alone, to yawn and shake himself, and finally, te 
fall asleep before the fire. 

“Now, Mr. Gashford, Sir,” said John Grueby in his ear, 
after what appeared to him a moment of unconsciousness; 
“my lord’s abed.” 

“Qh. Very good, John,” was his mild reply. “Thank 
you. John, Nobody need sit up. I know my room.” 

“TI hope you’re not a going to trouble your head to-night, or 
my lord’s head neither, with anything more about Bloody 
Mary,” said John, ‘‘I wish the blessed old ercetur had 
never been born,” ; 3 
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' “¥ sai. you might go to bed, John,” returned the seerctary. 
*You didn’t hear me, { think.” ' ; 

“Between Bloody Marys, and blue cockades, and glorious 
Queen Besses, and no Popery’s, and Protestant associations, 
and making of speeches,” pursued John Grueby, looking, as 
usual, a long way off, and takiag no notice of this hint, “my 
lord’s half-off his head. When we go out o’ doors, such a set 
of ragamuffins comes a shouting after us, “Gordon for ever!’ 
that I’m ashamed of myself and don’t know where to Jook; 
When we’re in-doors they come a roaring and sereaming about 
the house like so many devils; and my lord instead of ordering 
them to be drove away, goes out iato the baleony and demeans 
himself by making speeches to ’em, and -calls ‘em ‘Men of 
England,’ and ‘Feilow-countrymen,’ as if he was fond of ’ent 
and thanked ’em for coming. I can’t make it out, but 
’ they’re all mised up somehow or another with that un- 
fort’nate Bloody Mary, and call her name out till they’re 
hoarse. They’re all Protestants too—every man and boy 
among ’em: and Protestants is‘very fond of spoons I find, and 
silver-plate in general, whenever area-gates is left open 
accidentally. I wish that was the worst of it, and that no 
more harm might be to come; but if you don’t stop these 
ugly customers in time, Mr. Gashford (and I know yous 
you're the mau that blows the fire), you'll find °em grow a 
littie bit too strong for you. One of these evenings, when 
the weather gets warmer and Protestants are thirsty, they’ 
be pulling London down—and I never heerd that Bloody Mary 
went as far as that.” 

Gashford had vanished long ago, and these remarks had 
been bestowed on empty air. Not at ali discomposed by the 
discovery, John Grueby fixed his hat on, wrong side foremost 
that he might be unconscicus of the shadow of the obnoxious 
cockade, and withdrew to bed; shaking his bead in a very 
gloomy and prophetic manner until he reached his chambers 


CHAPTER THE THIRTY-SIXTH 
Gasurorp, with a smiling face, but still with looks of pro- 
found deference and humility, betook himself towards his 
master’s room, smoothing his hair down as he went, and 
- humming a psalm tune. As he approached Lord Georges 
door, he cleared his throat and hummed more vigorously. 
here was a remarkable contrast between this man’s 
occupation at the moment, and the expression of his counten- 
ance, which was singularly repulsive and malicious. His 
beetling brow almost obscured his eyes; his lip was curled 
contemptuously; his very shoulders seemed to sneer in 
stealthy whisperings with his great flapped ears. 
» “Hush!” he muttered softly, as he peeped in at the 
ehamber-door, ‘He seems to be asleep. Pray Heaven he 
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is! Too much watching, too much care, too much thought— 
ah! Lord preserve him for a martyr! He is a saint, if ever’ 
saint drew breath on this bad earth.” 

Placing his light upon a table, he walked on tiptoe to the 
fire, and sitting in a chair before it with his back towards 
the bed, went on communing with himself like one who 
thought aloud: 

“The saviour of his country and his country’s religion, the 
friend of his poor countrymen, the enemy of the proud and 
harsh; beloved of the rejected and oppressed, adored by 
forty thousand bold and loyal English hearts—what happy 
slumbers his should be!” And here he sighed, and warmed 
his hands, and shook his head as men do when their hearts are 
full, and heaved another sigh, and warmed his hands again, 

“Why, Gashford?” said Lord George, who was lying broad 
awake, upon his side, and had been staring at him from his 
entrance, 

’ “My—my lord,” said Gashford, starting and looking round 
as though in great surprise. “I have disturbed you!” 

“I have not been sleeping.” 

“Not sleeping!’? he repeated with assumed confusion. 
“What can I say for having in your presence given utterance 
to thoughts—but they were sincere—they were sincere!” 
exclaimed the secretary, drawing his sleeve in a hasty way 
across his eyes; “‘and why should I regret your having heard 
them?’ : 

“Gashford,” said the poor lord, stretching out his hand 
with manifest emotion. ‘Do not regret it. You love me 
well, I know—too well. I don’t deserve such homage.” 

Gashford made no reply, but grasped the hand and pressed 
it to his lips. Then rising, and taking from the trunk a 
little desk, he placed it on a table near the fire, unlocked it 
with a key he carried in his pocket, sat down before it, took 
out a pen, and, before dipping it in the inkstand, sucked it— 
to compose the fashion of his mouth perhaps, on which a 
smile was hovering yet. 

“Wow do our numbers stand since last enrolling-night?”’ 
inquired Lord George. ‘Are we really forty thousand strong, 
or do we still speak in round numbers when we take the 
Association at that amount?” 

“Our total now exceeds that number by a score and three,” 
Gashford replied, casting his eyes upon his papers, 

“The funds?” 

“Not very improving; but there is some manna in the 
wilderness, my lord. Hem! On Friday night the widows? 
mites dropped in. ‘Forty scavengers, three and fourpence, 
An aged pew-opener of St. Martin’s parish, sixpence. A 
bell-ringer of the Established Church, sixpence. A Pro- 
testant infant, newly born, one halfpenny. The United 
Link Boys, three shillings—one bad. The Anti-popish 
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prisoners in Newgate, five and fourpence. A friend in 
Bedlam, half-a-crown. Dennis the hangman, one shilling.’ ” 

“That Dennis,” said his lordship, ‘‘is an earnest man... I 
marked him in the crowd in Welbeck Street, last Friday.” 

“A good man,” rejoined the secretary; ‘“‘a staunch, 
sincere, and truly zealous man,” ‘ 

“He should be encouraged,” said Lord George. ‘Make a 
note of Dennis. Ill talk with him.” 

Gashford obeyed, and went on reading from his list: 

“The Friends of Reason, half-a-guinea. The Friends of 
Liberty, half-a-guinea. The Friends of Peace, half-a-guinea. 
The Friends of Charity, half-a-guinea. The Friends of Mercy, 
half-a-guinea. The Associated Rememberers of Bloody Mary, 
half-a-guinea. The United Bull-Dogs, half-a-guinea.’ ” 

“The United Bull-Dogs,” said Lord George, biting his nails 
most horribly, ‘‘are a new society, are they not?” 

“Formerly the ’Prentice Knights, my lord. The in- 
dentures of the old members expiring by degrees, they 
changed their name, it seems, though they still have ’prentices 
among them, as well as workmen.” 

“What is their president’s name?” inquired Lord George. 

“President,” said Gashford, reading, ‘‘Mr. Simon Tapper- 
tit.’ ' 

“JT remember him. The little man, who sometimes brings 
an elderly sister to our meetings, and sometimes another 
female, too, who is conscientious, I have no doubt, but not 
well-favoured?” 

“The very same, my lord.” 

“Pappertit is an earnest man,” said Lord George thought- 
fully. “Eh, Gashford?” 

“One of the foremost among them all, my lord. He 
snuffs the battle from afar, like the war-horse. He throws 
his hat up in the street as if he were inspired, and makes most 
stirring speeches from the shoulders of his friends.” 

“Make a note of Tappertit,” said Lord George Gordon. 
‘We may advance him to a place of trust.” ’ 

“That,” rejoined the secretary, doing as he was told, ‘‘is 
all—except Mrs. Varden’s box (fourteenth time of opening), 
seven shillings and sixpence in silver and copper, and half-a- 
guinea in gold; and Miggs (being the saving of a quarter’s 
wages), one-and-threepence.”’ 

“Miggs,” said Lord George. ‘Is that a man?” 

“The name is entered on the list as a woman,”’ replied the 
secretary. ‘‘I think she is the tall spare female of whom 
you spoke just now, my lord, as not being well-favoured, who 
sometimes comes to hear the speeches—along with Tappertit 
and Mrs. Varden.” 

“Mrs. Varden is the elderly lady then, is she?” . 

The secretary nodded, and rubbed the bridge of his nose 
with the feather of his pen. < vga 
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“She is @ zealous sister,” said Lord George. ‘‘Her col 
lection goes on prosperously, and is pursued with fervour. 
Has her husband joined?” 

“A malignant,” returned the seeretary, folding up his 
papers. ‘‘Unworthy such a wife. He remains in outer 
darkness, and steadily refuses.” 

“The consequences be upon his own head!—Gashford!” 

“My lord!” : : 

“You don’t think,’ he turned restlessly in his bed as he 
spoke, “‘these people will desert me, when the hour arrives? 
I have spoken boldly for them, ventured much, suppressed 
nothing. They’ not fall off, will they?” 

“No fear of that, my lord,” said Gashford, with a meaning 
look, which was rather the involuntary expression of his own 
thoughts than intended as any confirmation of his words, 
for the other’s face was turned away. ‘‘Be sure there is no 
fear of that.” 

“Nor,” he said with a more restless motion than before, 
“of their—but they can sustain no harm from leaguing for 
this purpose. Right is on our side, though Might may be 
against us. You feel as sure of that as I—honestly, you do?” 

The secretary was beginning with “You do not doubt,” 
when the other interrupted him, and impatiently rejoined: 

“Doubt. No. Who says I doubt? If f doubted, should 
I cast away relatives, friends, everything, for this unhappy 
country’s sake; this unhappy country,” he cried, springing up 
in bed, after repeating the phrase ‘‘unhappy country’s sake” 
to himself, at least a dozen times, “forsaken of God and man, 
delivered over to a dangerous confederacy of Popish powers 
the prey of corruption, idolatry, and despotism! Who says I 
doubt? Am I calied, and chosen, and faithful? Tell me. 
Am I, or am I not?” 

“To God, the country, and yourself,” cried Gashford. 

“Tam. I will be. I say again, I will be: to the block. 
Who says as much! Do you? Does any man alive?” The 
secretary drooped his head with an expression of perfect 
acquiescence in anything that had been said or might be; and 
Lord George gradually sinking down upon his pillow, fell 
asleep. 

Although there was something very ludicrous in his vehe- 
ment manner, taken in conjunction withyhis meagre aspect 
and ungraceful presence, it would scarcely have provoked a 
smile in any man of kindly feeling; or even if it had, he would 
have felt sorry and almost angry with himself next moment, 
for yielding to the impulse. This lord was sincere in his 
violence and in his wavering. A nature prone to false enthu- 
siasm, and the vanity of being a leader, were the worst qualities 
apparent in his composition. All the rest was weakness— 


sheer weakness; and it is the unhappy lot of thoroughly weak. 


men, that their very sympathies, affections, eonfidences—all 
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the qualities which in better constituted minds are virtues— 
dwindle into foibles, or turn into downright vices. 

Gashford, with many a sly look towards the bed, sat chuck- 
ling at his master’s folly, until his deep and heavy breathing 
warned him that he might retire. Locking his desk, and 
replacing it within the trunk (but not before he had taken 
from a secret lining two printed handbills), he cautiously 
withdrew; looking back, as he went, at the pale face of the 
slumbering man, above whose head the dusty plumes that 
erowned the Maypole couch, waved drearily and sadly as 
though it were a bier. 

Stopping on the staircase to listen that all was quiet, and 
to take off his shoes lest his footsteps should alarm any light 
sleeper who might be near at hand, he descended to the ground 
floor, and thrust one of his bills beneath the great door of the 
house. That done, he crept softly hack to his own chamber, 
and from the window let another fall—carefully wrapped 
round a stone te save it from the wind—into the yard below. 

They were addressed on the back “To every Protestant 
into whose hands this shall come,” and bore within what 
follows: : 

“Men and Brethren. Whoever shall find this letter, will 
take it as a warning to join, without delay, the friends of 
Lord George Gordon. There are great events at hand; and 
the times are dangerous and troubled. Read this carefully, 
keep it clean, and drop it somewhere else. For King and 
Country. Union.” 

“More seed, more seed,” said Gashford as he closed the 
window. ‘‘When will the harvest come!” 


CHAPTER THE THIRTY-SEVENTH 

To surround anything, however monstrous or ridiculous, 
with an air of mystery, is to invest it with a secret charm and 
power of attraction which to the crowd is irresistible. False 
priests, false prophets, false doctors, false patriots, false 
prodigies of every kind, veiling their proceedings in mystery, 
have always addressed themselves at an immense advantage 
to the popular credulity, and have been, perhaps, more 
indebted to that resource in gaining and keeping for a time 
the upper hand of Truth and Common Sense, than to any 
half-dezen items in the whole catalogue of imposture. 
Curiosity is, and has been from the creation of the worid, 
a master-passion. To awaken it, to gratify it by slight 
degrees, and yet leave something always in suspense, is to 
establish. the surest hold that can be had, in wrong, on the 
unthinking portion of mankind. 

If a man had stood on London Bridge, calling till he was 
po upon the passers-by, to join with Lord George Gordon, 
although for an obiect which no man understood, and which 
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in that very incident had a charm of its own,—the probability 
is, that he might have influenced a score of people in a month. 
Tf all zealous Protestants had been publicly urged to join an 
association for the avowed purpose of singing a hymn or two 
occasionally, and hearing some indifferent speeches made, 
and ultimately of petitioning Parliament not to pass an act 
for abolishing the penal laws against Roman Catholic priests, 
the penalty of perpetual imprisonment denounced against 
those who educated children in that persuasion, and the 
disqualification of all members of the Romish Church to 
inherit real property in the United Kingdom by right of 
purchase or descent,—matters so far removed from the 
business and bosoms of the mass, might perhaps have called 
together a hundred people. But when vague rumour got 
abroad, that in this Protestant association a secret power was 
imustering against the government for undefined and mighty 
purposes; when the air was filled with whispers of a con- 
federacy among the Popish powers to degrade and enslave 
England, establish an Inquisition in London, and turn the 
pens of Smithfield Market into stakes and cauldrons; when 
terrors and alarms which no man understood were perpetually 
broached, both in and out of Parliament, by one enthusiast 
who did not understand himself, and bygone bugbears which 
had lain quietly in their graves for centuries, were raised again 
to haunt the ignorant and credulous; when all this was done, 
as it were, in the dark, and secret invitations to join the Great 
‘Protestant Association in defence of religion, life, and liberty, 
were dropped in the public ways, thrust under the house- 
doors, tossed in at windows, and pressed into the hands of 
those who trod the streets by night; when they glared from 
every wall, and shone on every post and pillar, so that stocks 
and stones appeared infected with the common fear, urging 
all men to join together blindfold in resistance of they knew 
not what, they knew not why;—then the mania spread 
indeed, and the body, still increasing every day, grew forty 
thousand strong. * 

So said, at least, in this month of March, 1780, Lord George 
Gordon, the Association’s president. Whether it was the 
fact or otherwise, few men knew or cared to ascertain. It 
had never made any public demonstration; had scarcely 
ever been heard of, save through him; had never been seen; 
and was supposed by many to be the mere creature of his 
disordered brain. He was accustomed to talk largely about 
numbers of men—stimulated, as it was inferred, by certain 
successful disturbances, arising out of the same subject, which 
had occurred in Scotland in the previous year; was looked 
upon as a cracked-brained member of the Lower House, 
who attacked all parties and sided with none, and was very 

_ little regarded. It was known that there was discontent 
abroad—there always is; he had been accustomed to address 
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the people by placard; speech, and pamphlet, upon’ other 
questions; nothing had come, in England, of his. past exer- 
jlions, and nothing was apprehended from his present. Just 
as he has come upon the reader, he had come, from time to 
time, upon the public, and been forgotten in a.day; as 
suddenly as he appears in these pages, after a blank of five 
long years, did he and his proceedings begin to force them- 
selves, about this period, upon the notice of thousands of 
people, who had mingled in active life during the whole 
interval, and who, without being deaf or blind to passing 
events, had scarcely ever thought of him before. 

_ “My lord,” said Gashford in his ear, as he drew the curtains 
of his bed betimes; ‘‘my lord!” 

“Yes—who’s that? What is it?” 

‘The clock has struck nine,” returned the secretary, with 
meekly-folded hands. ‘“‘Youhavesiept well? I hope you have 
‘slept well? If my prayers are heard, you are refreshed indeed.” 

“To say the truth, I have slept so soundly,” said Lord 
‘George, rubbing his eyes and looking round the room, “that 
‘I don’t remember quite—what place is this?” 

“My lord!” cried Gashford, with a smile. 

“On!” returned his superior, “Yes. You're not a Jew 
then?” : 

“A Jew!”’ exclaimed the pious secretary, recoiling. 

“TI dreamed that we were Jews, Gashford. You and I 
—both of us—Jews with long beards.” 

“Heaven forbid, my lord! We might as well be 
Papists.” ; 

' “I suppose we might,”? returned the other, very quickly. 
“Eh? You really think so, Gashford?” 

“Surely I do,” the secretary cried, with looks of great 
surprise. 

“Humph!” he muttered. ‘Yes, that seems reasonable.” 

““T hope, my lord—”’ the secretary began. 

“Hope!” he echoed, interrupting him, ‘Why do you 
say, you hope? There’s no harm in thinking of such things.” 

“Not in dreams,” returned the secretary, - 

“In dreams! No, nor waking either.” 

“*__Called, and chosen, and faithful,’” said Gashford, 
taking up Lord George’s watch which lay upon a chair, and 
seeming to read the inscription on the seal, abstractedly. 

It was the slightest action possible, not obtruded on his 
notice, and apparently the result of a moment’s absence of 
mind, not worth remark. But as the words were uttered, 
Lord George, who had been going on impetuously, stopped 
short, reddened, and was silent. Apparently quite uncon< 
scious of this change in his demeanour, the wily secretary 
stepped a little apart, under pretence of pulling up the window- 
es and returning, when the other had had time to recover, 
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“The holy cause goes bravely on, my lord. I-was not 
dle, even last night. I dropped two of the handbills before 
I went to bed, and both are gone this morning. Nobody ia 
the house has mentioned the circumstance of finding them, 
though I have been downstairs full half-an-hour. One or 
two recruits will be their first fruit, I predict; and who shall 
say how many more, with Heaven’s blessing on your inspired 
exertions!” : 

“Tt was a famous device in the beginning,” replied Lord 
George; ‘“‘an excellent device, and did good service in 
Scotland. It was quite worthy of you. You remind me not 
to be a sluggard, Gashford, when the vineyard is menaced 
with destruction, and may be trodden down by Papist fcet. 
Let the horses be saddled in half-an-hour. We must be up 
and deing!” t F 

Ne said this with a heightened colour, and in a tone of 
such enthusiasm, that the secretary deemed all further 
prompting needless, and withdrew. 

“Dreamed he was a Jew,” he said thoughtfully, as he 
closed the bedroom door. “He may come to that before he 
dies. It’s like enough. Well! After a time, and provided 
I lost nothing by it, I don’t see why that religion shouldn’t 
suit me as well as any other. There are rich men among 
the Jews; shaving is very troublesome;—yes, it would suit 
me well enough. For the present, though, we must be 
Christian to the core. Our prophetic motto will suit all 
creeds in their turn, that’s a comfort.” Reflecting on this 
source of consolation, he reached the sitting-room, and rang 
the bell for breakfast. 

Lord George was quickly dressed (for his plain toilet was 
easily made), and as he was no Jess frugal in his repasts than 
in his Puritan attire, his share of the meal was soon despatched. 
The secretary, however, more devoted to the good things in 
this world, or more intent on sustaining his strength and 
spirits for the sake of the protestant cause, ate and drank 
to the last minute, and required indeed some three or four 
reminders from John Grueby, before he could resolve to 
tear himself away from Mr. Willet’s plentiful providing. 

At length he came downstairs, wiping his greasy mouth, 
and having paid John Willet’s bill, climbed into his saddle. 
Lord George, who had been walking up and down before the 
house talking to himself, with earnest gestures, mounted his 
horse; and returning old John Willet’s stately bow, as well 
as the parting salutation of a dozen idlers whom the rumour 
of a live lord being about to leave the Maypole had gathered 
round the porch, they rode away, with stout John Grueby in 
in the rear, 

if Lord George Gordon had appeared in the eyes of Mry 
Willet overnight, a nobleman of somewhat quaint and odd 
exterior, the impression was confirmed this morning: and 
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increased a hundredfold. Sitting bolt’ upright upon his 
hony steed, with his long, straight hair, dangling about his 
face and fluttering ia the wind; his limbs all angular and 
rigid, his elbows stuck out on either side ungracefully, and 
lis whole frame dogged and shaken at every motion of his 
horse’s feet; 2 more grotesque or more ungainly figure can 
hardly be conceived. In lieu of whip, he carried in his hand 
a great gold-headed cane, as large as any footman carried in 
these days; and his. various modes of holding this unwieldy 
Wweapon—now upright before his face like the sabre of a 
horse-seldier, now over his shoulder like a musket, now 
between his finger and thumb, but always in some uncouth 
and awkward fashion—contributed in no small degree to the 
absurdity of his appearance. Stiff, lank, and solemn, 
dressed in an unusual manner, and ostentatiously exhibiting 
—whether by design or accident—all his peculiarities of 
carriage, gesture, and conduct; all the qualities, natural and 
artificial, in which he differed from other men; he might 
have moved the sternest looker-on to laughter, and fully 
provoked the smiles and whispered jests which greeted his 
departure from the Maypole Inn. : 

Quite unconscious, however, of the effect he produced, he 
trotted on beside his secretary, talking to himself nearly all 
the way, until they came within a mile or two of London, 
when now and then some passenger went by wko knew him 
by sight, and pointed him out to some one else, and perhaps 
stood looking after him, or cried in jest or earnest as it might 
be, “Hurrah, Georgie! -No Popery!” At which he would 

gravely pull off his hat, and bow. When they reached the 
town and rode along the streets, these notices became more 
frequent; some laughed, some hissed, some turned their 
heads and smiled, some wondered who he was, some ran 
along the pavement by his side and cheered. When this 
happened in a crush of carts and chairs and coaches, he would 
make a dead stop, and pulling off his hat, ery “Gentlemen, 
No Popery!” to which the gentlemen would respond with’ ' 
Justy voices, and with three times three; and then, on he 
would go again with a score or so of the raggedest, following 
at his horse’s. heels, and shouting till their throats were 
parched.. 

The old ladies too—there were a great many old ladies in 
the streets, and these all knew him. Some ef them—not 
those of the highest rank, but such as sold fruit from baskets 
and earried burdens—clapped their shrivelled hands, and 
raised a weazen, piping, shrill ‘‘Hurrah,; my lord,” Others’ 
waved their hands or handkerchiefs, or shook their fans or 

parasols, or threw up windows and called in haste to those 
Within to come and see. All these marks of popular esteem, 
he received with profound gravity and respect; bowing very 
low, and so frequently that his hat was.more off his head than. 
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on; and looking up at the houses as he passed along, with the 
‘air of one who was making a public entry, and yet was not 
puffed-up or proud. ‘ 

So-they rode (to the deep and unspeakable disgust of John 
Grueby) the whole length of Whitechapel, Leadenhall Strect, 
and Cheapside, and into St. Paul’s Churchyard. Arriving 
close to the cathedral, he halted; spoke to Gashford; and 
looking upward at its lofty dome, shook his head, as though 
he said “The Church in Danger!” Then to be sure, the 
bystanders stretched their throats indeed; and he went on 
again with mighty acclamations from the mob, and lower 
bows than ever. 

So along the Strand, up Swallow Street, into the Oxford 
Road, and thence to his house in Welbeck Street, near 
Cavendish Square, whither he was attended by a few dozen 
idlers; of whom he took leave on the steps with this brief 
parting, ‘‘Gentlemen, No Popery. Good day. God bless 
you.” This being rather a shorter address than they 
expected, was received with some displeasure, and cries of 
““A speech! a speech!” which might have been complied 
with, but that John Grueby, making a mad charge upon 
them with all three horses, on his way to the stables, caused 
them to disperse into the adjoining fields, where they presently 
fell to pitch and toss, chuck-farthing, odd or even, dog-fighting, 
and other Protestant recreations. 

In the afternoon Lord George came forth again, dressed in 
a black velvet coat, and trousers and waistcoat of the Gordon 
plaid, all of the same Quaker cut; and in this costume, 
which made him look a dozen times more strange and singular 
than before, went down on foot to Westminster. Gashford, 
meanwhile, bestirred himself in business matters; with which 
he was still engaged when, shortly after dusk, John Grueby 
entered and announced a visitor. 

“Let him come in,” said Gashford. $ 

“Here! come in!’ growled John to somebody without; 
“‘vou’re a Protestant, an’t you?” 

“TI should think so,” replied a deep, gruff voice. 

‘**You’ve the looks of it,” said John Grueby. “I’d have 
known you for one, anywhere.” With which remark he 
gave the visitor admission, retired, and shut the door. 

The man who now confronted Gashford was a squat, 
thickset personage, with a low retreating forehead, a coarse 
shock head of hair, and eyes so small and near together, 
that his broken nose alone seemed to prevent their meeting 
and fusing into one of the usual size. A dingy handkerchief 
twisted like a cord about his neck, left its great veins exposed 
to view, and they were swollen and starting, as though with 
gulping down strong passions, malice, and ill-will. His 
dress was of thread bare velveteen—a faded, rusty, whitened’ 


black, like the ashes of a pipe or a coal fire after a day's. 
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extinction; discoloured with the soils of many a stale debauch, 
and réeeking yet with pot-house odours. In lieu of buckles 
at his knees, he wore unequal loops of packthread; and in 
his grimy hands he held a knotted stick, the knob of which 
was carved into a rough likeness of his own vile face. Such 
was the visitor who doffed his three-cornered hat in Gashford’s 
presence, and waited, leering, for his notice. 

“Ah! Dennis!”’ cried the secretary. ‘‘Sit down.” 

“T see my lord down yonder—” cried the man, with a 
jerk of his thumb towards the quarter that he spoke of, “‘and 
he says to me, says my lord, ‘If you’ve nothing to do, Dennis, 
go up to my house and talk with Muster Gashford.’ Of 
course I'd nothing to do, you know. These an’t my working 
hours. Haha! I was a taking the air when I see my lord,’ 
that’s what I was doing. I takes the air by night, as the 
howls does, Muster Gashford.” : 

“And sometimes in the day-time, eh?” said the secretary 
—‘‘when you go out in state, you know.” 

“Wa ha!” roared the fellow, smiting his leg; ‘‘for a gentle- 
man as “ull say a pleasant thing in a pleasant way, give me 
Muster Gashford agin’ all London and Westminster! My 
lord an’t a bad ’un at that, but he’s a fool to you. Ah to 
be sure,—when I go out in state.” 

“And have your carriage,” said the secretary; ‘‘and your 
chaplain, eh? and all the rest of it?” 

“You'll be the death of me,”’ cried Dennis, with another 
roar, “you will. But what’s in the wind now, Muster Gash- 
ford,” he asked hoarsely, ‘‘Hh? Are we to be under orders’ 
to pull down one of them Popish chapels—or what?” 

“Flush!” said the secretary, suffering the faintest smile to 
play upon his face. ‘‘Hush! God bless me, Dennis! Weasso- 
ciate, you know, for strictly peaceable and lawful purposes.” 

“T know, bless you,” returned the man thrusting his 
tongue into his cheek; ‘‘I entered a’ purpose, didn’t I!” 

- “No doubt,” said Gashford, smiling as before. And when 
he said so, Dennis roared again, and smote his leg still harder, 
and falling into fits of laughter, wiped his eyes with the 
corner of his neckerchief, and cried ‘‘ Muster Gashford again’ 
all England—hollow!”’ ; 

“Lord George, and I were talking of you last night,” said 
Gashford, after a pause. ‘‘He says you are a very earnest 
fellow.” 

’ “So Iam,” returned the hangman. 

“And that you truly hate the Papists.” : 

“So I do,” and he confirmed it with a good round oath. 
**Lookye here, Muster Gashford,” said the fellow, laying his. 
hat and stick, upon the floor, and slowly beating the palm. 
of one hand with the fingers of the other; ‘“‘Ob-serve. I’m 
@ constitutional officer that works for my living, and does. 
my work creditable. Do I, or do I not?” : 
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“Unquestionably.” 

' “Very good. Stop a minute. My work is sound, 
Protestant, constitutional, English work. Is it, or is it not?” 

“No man alive can doubt it.” 

“Nor dead neither. Parliament says this here—says 
Parliament, “If any man, woman, or child, does anything 
which goes again’ a certain number of our acts’—how many 
hanging laws may there be at this present time, Muster 
Gashford? Fifty?” 

“TI don’t exactly know how many,” replied Gashford, 
leaning back in his chair and yawning; ‘‘a great number 
though.”* ’ 

“Well, say fifty. Parliament says ‘If any man, woman or 
child, does anything again’ any one of them fifty acts, that 
mnan, woman, or child, shall be worked off by Dennis.’ George 
the Third steps in when they number very strong at the 
end of a sessions, and says ‘These are too many for Dennis. 
Til have half for myself and Dennis shall have half for 
himself;’ and. sometimes he throws me in one over that I 
don’t expect, as he did three year ago, when I got Mary 
Jones a young woman of nineteen who come up to Tyburn 
with a infant at her breast, and was worked off for taking a 
piece of cloth off the counter of a shop in Ludgate Hill, and 
putting it down again when the shopman see her; and who 
had never done any harm before, and only tried to do that, 
in consequence of her husband having been pressed three 
weeks previous, and she being left to beg, with two young 
children—as was proved upon the trial. Ha ha!—Well! 
That being the law and the practice of England, is the glory 
of England, an’t it, Muster Gashford?” 

“Certainly,” said the secretary. 

“And in times to come,” pursued the hangman, “if our 
| ap ise should think of their grandfathers’ times, and 

nd these things altexed, they'll say “Those were days indeed, 
and we've been going down hill ever since.’-—Won’t they, 
Muster Gashford?” 

*T bave no doubt they will,” said the secretary. 

“Well then, look here,” said the hangman. “If these 
Papists gets into power, and begins to boil and roast instead 
of hang, what becomes of my work! If they touch my work 
that’s a part of so many laws, what becomes of the laws in 
general, what becomes of the religion, what becomes of the 
country !—Did you ever go to Church, Muster Gashford?” 

“Ever!” repeated the secretary with some indignation; 
“of course.” ; 

_ “Well,” said the ruffian, “I’ve been once—twice, counting 
the time I was christened—and when I heard the Parliament 
prayed for, and thought how many new hanging laws they 
made every sesdons, I considered that I was prayed for, 
Now mind, Muster Gashford,” said the fellow. taking up his 
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stick and shaking it with a ferocious air, “I mustn’t have 
my Protestant work touched, nor this here Protestant state 
of things altered in no degree, if I can help it; I mustn't 
have no Papists interfering with me, unless they come to 
me to be worked off in course of law; I mustn’t have no 
biling, no roasting, no frying—nothing but hanging. My 
lord may well call me an earnest fellow. In support of the 
great Protestant principle of having plenty of that, Pll,” 
and here he beat his club upon the ground, “burn, fight, kill 
—do anything you bid me, so that it’s bold and devilish— 
though the end of it was, that I got hung myself.—There 
Muster Gashford!” 

He appropriately followed up this frequent prostitution of 
a noble word to the vilest purposes, by pouring out a kind of 
ecstasy at least a score of most tremendous oaths; then 
wiped his heated face upon his neckerchief, and cried, “No 
Popery! I’m a religious man, by G—!” 

Gashford had leant back in his chair, regarding him with 
eyes so sunken, and so shadowed by his heavy brows, that 
for aught the hangman saw of them, he might have been 
stone blind. He remained smiling in silence for a short 
time longer, and then said, slowly and distinctly: ‘‘You 
are indeed an earnest fellow, Dennis—a most valuable fellow 
—the staunchest man I know of inourranks. But you must 
calm yourself; you must be peaceful, lawful, mild as any 
lamb. Iam sure you will be though.” 

“Ay, ay, we shail see, Muster Gashford, we shall see. You 
won’t have to complain of me,’’ returned the other, shaking 
his head. 

“T am sure I shall not,” said the secretary in the same 
mild tone, and with the same emphasis. ‘We shall have, 
we think, about next month, or May, when this Papist Relief 
Bill comes before the house, to convene our whole body for 
the first time. My lord has thoughts of our walking in 
procession through the streets—just as an innocent display 
of strength—and accompanying our petition down to the 
door of the House of Commons.” 

“The sooner the better,” said Dennis, with another oath. 

“We shall have to draw up in divisions, our numbers 
being so large; and, I believe I may venture to say,”’ resumed. 
Gashford, affecting not to hear the interruption, “though 
i have no direct instructions to that effect—that Lord 
George has thought of you as an excellent leader for one of 
these parties. Ihave no doubt you would beanadmirableone.”” 

“Try me,” said the fellow, with an ugly wink. 

“You would be cool, I know,” pursued the secretary, still 
smiling, and still managing his eyes so that he could watch 
him elosely, and really not be seen in turn, “obedient to 
orders, and perfectly temperate. You would lead your 
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party into no danger, I am certain,” 
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“Ta lead them, Muster Gashford”—the hangman was 
beginning in a reckless way, when Gashford started forward, 
laid his finger on his lips, and feigned to write, just as the 
door was opened by John Grueby. f 

“Oh!” said John, looking in; “here’s another Protestant.’? 
& “Some other room, John,” cried Gashford in his blandcst 
voice. “Iam engaged just now.” : 

But John had brought this new visitor to the door, and 
he walked in unbidden, as the words were uttered; giving to 
view the form and features, rough attire, and reckless air, 
of Hugh. 


CHAPTER THE THIRTY-EIGHTH : 
THE secretary put his hand before his eyes to shade them 
from the glare of the lamp, and for some moments Jooked at 
Hugh with a frowning brow, as if he remembered to have 
seen him lately, but could not call to mind where, or on what 
occasion. His uncertainty was very brief, for before Hugh 
had spoken a word, he said, as his countenance cleared up: 

“Ay, ay, I recollect. It’s quite right, John, you needn’t 
wait. Don’t go, Dennis.” 

“Your servant, master,’? said Hugh, as Grueby dis- 
appeared. : 

“Yours, friend,’ returned the secretary in his smoothest 
manner. “What brings you here? We left nothing behind 
us, I hope?”’ f 

Hugh gave a short laugh, and thrusting his hand into his 
breast, produced one of the handbills, soiled and dirty from 
lying out of doors all night, which he laid upon the secretary’s 
desk after flattening it upon his knee, and smoothing out the 
wrinkles with his heavy. palm. 

“Nothing but that, master. It fell into good hands you 
Been, 

“What is this!’ said Gashford, turning it over with an 
air of perfectly natural surprise. ‘Where did you get it 
from, my good fellow; what does it mean? I don’t under- 
stand this at all.” 

A little disconcerted by this reception, Hugh looked from 
the secretary to Dennis, who had risen and was standing at 
the table too, observing the stranger by stealth, and seeming 
to derive the utmost satisfaction from his manners and 
appearance. Considering himself silently appealed to by this 
action, Mr. Dennis shook his head thrice, as if to say of 
Gashford, “‘No. He don’t know anything at all about it. 
I know he don’t. I'll take my oath he don’t;” and hiding 
his profile from Hugh with one long end of his frowsy necker- 
chief, nodded and chuckled behind this screen in extreme, 
approval of the secretary’s proceedings. i s 

“It tells the man that finds it, to come here, don’t it?” 


BARNABY RUDGE 257 


asked Hugh. ‘I’m no scholar, myself, but I showed it. toa 
friend, and he said it did.” 

“It certainly does,” said Gashford, opening his eyes to 
their utmost width; “really this is the most remarkable 
circumstance I have ever known. How did you come by 
this piece of paper, my good friend?”’ 

“Muster. Gashford,’* wheezed the hangman under _ his 
breath, “‘agin all Newgate!” 

Whether Hugh heard him, or saw by his manner that he 
was being played upon, or perceived the secretary’s drift of 
himself, he came in his blunt way to the point at once. 

“Here!” he said, stretching out his hand and taking it 
back; ‘never mind the bill, or what it says, or what it don’t 
say. You don’t know anything about it, master,—no more 
do I,—no more does he,”’ glancing at Dennis. “None of us 
know what it means, or where it comes from: there’s an 
end of that. Now I want to make one against the Catholics, 
I’m a No-Popery man, and ready to be sworn in. That’s 
what I’ve come here for.”’ 

**Put him down on the roll, Muster Gashford,’’ said Dennis 
approvingly. ‘'That’s the way to go to work—right to the 
end at once, and no palaver.’’ 

“What's the use of shooting wide of the mark, eh, old 
boy!’’ cried Hugh. 

*““My sentimenis all over!’ rejoined the hangman, ‘This 
is the sort of chap for my division, Muster Gashford. Down 
with him, Sir. Put him on the roll. Id stand godfather 
to him, if he was to be christened in a bonfire, made of the 
ruins of the Bank of England.’’ 

With these and other expressions of confidence of the 
like flattering kind, Mr. Dennis gave him a hearty slap on the 
back, which Hugh was not slow to return. 

“No Popery, brother!’ cried the hangman. 

“No Property, brother!’’ responded Hugh. 

“Popery, Popery,’ said the secretary with his usual 
mildness. 

“Tt’s all the same!” cried Dennis. ‘It’s all right. Down 
with him, Muster Gashford. Down with everybody, down 
with everything! Hurrah for the Protestant religion! 
That’s the time of day, Muster Gashford!”’ 

The secretary regarded them both with a very favourable” 
expression of countenance, while they gave loose to these 
and other demonstrations of their patriotic purpose; and 
was about to make some remark aloud, when Dennis, stepping 
up to him, and shading his mouth with his hand, said, in a 
hoarse whisper, as he nudged him with his elbow: 

“Don’t spiit upon a constitutional officer’s profession, 
Muster Gashford. There are popular prejudices, you know, | 
and he mightn’t like it. Wait till he comes to be more 
intimate with me. He’s a fine-built chap, an’t he?” 
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* A powerful fellow indeed!’ Are 

“Did you ever, Muster Gashford,” whispered Dennis, 
with a horrible kind of admiration, such as that with which 
a cannibal might regard his intimate friend, when hungry,— 
“did you evcr’—and here he drew still closer to his ear, 
and fenced his mouth with both his open hands—‘see such 
a’ throat as his? Do but cast your eye upon it. There’s a 
neck for stretching, Muster Gashford!” : 

The secretary assented to this proposition with the best 
grace he could assume—it is difficult to feign a true pro- 
fessional relish: which is eccentric sometimes—and after 
asking the candidate a few unimportant questions, proceeded 
to enrol him a member of the great Protestant Association of 
England. If anything could have exceeded Mr. Dennis’s 
joy on the happy conclusion of this ceremony, it would have 
been the rapture with which he received the announcement 
that the new member could neither read nor write; those 
two arts being (as Mr. Dennis swore) the greatest possible 
curse a civilised community could know, and militating more 
against the professional emoluments and usefulness of the 
great constitutional office he had the honour to hold, than 
any adverse circumstances that could present themselves 
to his imagination. 

The enrolment being completed, and Hugh having been 
informed by Gashford in his peculiar manner, of the peaceful 
and strictly lawful objects contemplated by the body to 
which he now belonged—during which recital Mr. Dennis 
nudged him very much with his elbow, and made divers 
remarkable faces—the secretary gave them both to under- 
stand that he desired to be alone. Therefore they took their | 
leaves without delay, and came out of the house together. ~ 

“Are you walking, brother?’ said Dennis. ' 

“Ay!” returned Hugh. ‘Where you will.’?_ 

“That's social,” said his new friend. ‘Which way shall 
we take? Shall we go and have a look at doors that we 
shall make a pretty clattering at, before long—eh, brother?”’ 

Hugh answering in the affirmative, they went slowly down 
to Westminster, where both Houses of Parliament were then 
sitting. Mingling in the crowds of carriages, horses, servants, 
chairmen, link-boys, porters, and idlers of all kinds, they 
lounged about; while Hugh’s new friend pointed out to him 
significantly the weak parts of the building, how easy it was 
to get into the lobby, and so to the very door of the House 
of Commons; and how plainly, when they marched down 
there in grand array, their roars and shouts would be heard 
by the members inside; with a great deal more to the same 
purpose, all of which Hugh received with manifest delight. 

He told him, too, who some of the Lords and Commons were, 
by name, as they came in and out; whether they were er 
to the Papists or otherwise; and bade him take notice of 
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liveries and equipages, that he might be sure of them, in case 
of need. Sometimes he drew him close to the windows of a 
passing carriage, that he might see its master’s face by the light 
of the lamps; and, both in respect of people and localities, he 
showed so much acquaintance with everything around, that 
it was plain he had often studied there before; as indeed, when 
they grew a little more confidential, he confessed he had. 
Perhaps the most striking part of all this was, the number of 
people—never in groups of more than two or three together— 
who seemed to be skulking about the crowd for the same pur- 
Sige _ To the greater part of these, a slight nod or a look from 
ugh’s companion was sufficient greeting; but, now and then, 
some man would come and stand beside him in the throng, 
and, without turning his head or appearing to communicate 
with him, would say a word or two in a low voice, which he 
would answer in the same cautious manner. Then they would 
part, like strangers. Some. of these. men often reappeared 
again unexpectedly in the crowd close to Hugh, and, as they 
by, pressed his hand, or looked him sternly in the face 
ut they never spoke to him, nor he to them; ne, not a word. 
It was remarkable, too, that whenever they happened to 
stand where there was any press of people, and Hugh chanced 
to be looking downward, he was sure to see an arm stretched 
out—aunder bis own perhaps, or perhaps across him—which 
thrust some paper into the hand or pocket of a bystander, and 
was so suddenly withdrawn that it was impossible to tell 
from whom if came; nor could he see in any face, no glancing 
quickly round, the least confusion oer surprise. They often 
‘trod upon a paper like the one he carried in his breast, but his 
companion whispered him not to touch it or to take it up,— 
‘ even to look towards it,—so there they let them lie, and 


or. 
When they had paraded the street and all the avenues of the 
ing in this manner for near two hours, they turned away, 
his friend asked him what he thought of what he had seen, 
@nd whether he was prepared for a good hot piece of work if it 
should come to that. ‘‘The hotter the better,’ said Hugh, 
*m prepared for anything.”—‘So am I,” said his friend, 
nd so are many of us;”’ and they shook hands upon it 
vith 2 great oath, and with many terrible imprecations on the 


4s they were thirsty by this time, Dennis proposed that they 

hould repair together to the Boot, where there was good 
apany and strong liquor. Hugh yielding a ready assent, 

y bent their steps that way with no loss of time. 

is Boot was a lone house of public entertainment, situated 

2 fields at the back of the Foundling Hospital; a very 
spot at that period, and quite deserted after dark. 

Wern stood at some distance from any high read, and 
soachable only by a dark and narrow Jane; so_that 
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Hugh was much surprised to find several people drinking there; 
and great merriment going on. He was still more surprised to 
find among them almost every face that had caught his atten< 
tion in the crowd; but his companion having whispered him 
outside the door, that it was not considered good manners at 
the Boot to appear at all curious about the company, he kept 
his own counsel, and made no show of recognition. 

Before putting his lips to the liquor which was brought for 
them, Dennis drank in a loud voice the health of Lord George 
Gordon, President of the Great Protestant Association; which 
toast Hugh pledged likewise, with cerresponding enthusiasm. 
A fiddler who was present, and who appeared to act as the 
appointed minstrel of the company, forthwith struck up a 
Scotch reel; and that in tones so invigorating, that Hugh and 
his friend (who had both been drinking before) rose from their 
seats as by previous concert, and, to the great admiration of 
the assembled guests, performed an extemporaneous No- 
Popery Dance. 


CHAPTER THE THIRTY-NINTH 

Tue applause which the performance of Hugh and his new 
friend elicited from the company at the Boot, had not yet 
subsided, and the two dancers were still panting from their 
exertions, which had been of a rather extreme and violent 
character, when the party was reinforced by the arrival of 
some more guests, who, being a detachment of United Bull- 
dogs, were received with very flattering remarks of distinction 
and respect. 

The leader of this small party—for, including himself, they 
were but three in number—was our old acquaintance, Mr. 
Tappertit, who seemed physically speaking, to have grown 
smaller with years (particularly as to his legs, which were 
stupendously little), but who, in a moral point of view, in per- 
sonal dignity and self-esteem, had swelled into a giant. Nor 
was it by any means difficult for the most unobservant person 
to detect this state of feeling in the quondam ’prentice, for it 
not only proclaimed itself impressively and beyond mistake in 
his majestic walk and kindling eye, but found a striking means 
of revelation in his turned-up nose, which scouted all things of 
earth with deep disdain, and sought communion with its 
kindred skies. 

Mr. Tappertit, as chief or captain of the Bull-dogs, was 
attended by his two lieutenants; one, the tall comrade of his 
younger life; the other, a ’Prentice Knight in days of yore— 
Mark Gilbert, bound in the olden time to Thomas Curzon of 
the Golden Fleece. These gentlemen, like himself, were now 
emancipated from their ’prentice thraldom, and served as 
journeymen; but they were, in humble emulation of his great 
example, bold and daring spirits, and aspired to a distin- 
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guished state in great political events.. Hence their. connexion 

- with the Protestant Association of England, sanctioned by the 
name of Lord. George Gordon; and hence their present visit to 
the Boot. 

' “Gentlemen!”’ said Mr. Tappertit, taking off his hat as a 
great general might in addressing his troops. ‘Well met. 
My lord does me and you the honour to send his compliments 
per self.” 

. **You’ve seen my ] lord too, have you?” said Dennis. ‘J see 
him this afternoon.” 

. “My duty ealled me to the Lobby when our shop shut up; 
and I saw him there, Sir,’’ Mr. Tappertit replied, as he and his 
lieutenants took their seats. ‘‘Hlow do you do?” 

. “Lively, master, lively,” said the fellow. ‘‘Here’s a new 
brother, regularly put down in black and white by Muster 
Gashford; a eredit to the cause; one of the stick-at-nothing 
sort; one arter my own heart. D’ye see him? Has he got 
the looks of a man that’ll do, do you think?” he cried, as he 
slapped Hugh on the back. 

*T.ooks or no looks,” said Hugh, with a drunken flourish of 
his arm, “I’m the man you want. I hate the Papists, every 
one of’em. They hate me and {hate them. They do me all 
the harm they can, and Ill do them all the harm J can. 
Hurrah!” 

“Was there ever,” said Dennis, looking round the room, 
when the echo of his boisterous voice had died away; ‘‘ was 
there ever such a game boy! Why, I mean to say, brothers, 
that if Muster Gashford had gone a hundred mile and got 
together fifty men of the common run, they wouldn’t have 
been worth this one.” 

' The greater part of the company implicitly subscribed to 
this opinion, and testified their faith in Hugh by nods and 
looks of great significance. Mr. Tappertit sat and contem- 
plated him for a long time in silence, as if he suspended his 
judgment; then drew a little nearer to him, and eyed him over 
more carefully ; then went close up to him, and took him apart 
into a dark corner. 

“T say,” he began, with a thoughtful brow, Minven't Iseen 
you before?” 

: “It’s like you may,’ said Hugh, in his careless way. “I 
don’t know; shouldn’t wonder.” 

“No, but it’s very easily settled,” returned Sim. ‘Look at 
me. Did you ever see me before? You wouldn’t be likely to 
forget it, you know, if you ever did. Look at me. Don’t be 
afraid; I won’t do you any harm. Take a good look—steady 
now.” 

The encouraging way in which Mr. Tappertit made this 
request, and coupled it with an assurance that he needn’t be 
frightened, amused Hugh mightily—so much indeed, that he 

. saw nothing at all of the small man before him, through closing 
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his eyes in a fit of hearty laughter, which shook his great broad 
sides until they ached again. 

“Come!** said Mr. Tappertit, growing a little intpatien’ 
under this disrespectful treatment. *‘Do you know me, feller?” 

“Not I,” eried Hugh. “Hahaha! NotI! But I should 
like to.” ; 

“And yet I'd have wagered a seven-shilling piece,” said Mr. 
Tappertit, folding his arms, and confronting him with his legs 
wide apart and firmly planted on the ground, “that you were 
once hostler at the Maypole.” 

Hugh opened his eyes on hearing this, and looked at him in 
great surprise. 

‘“*“__And so you were, too,” said Mr. Tappertit, pushing him 
away with a condescending playfulness. ‘* When did my eyes 
ever deceive —unless it was a young woman! Don’t you know 
me now?” 

“Why it an’t—” Hugh faltered. 

“An’t it?’? said Mx. Tappertit. ‘Are you sure of that? 
You remember G. Varden, don’t you?” 

Certainly Hugh did, and he remembered D. Varden too; but 
that he didn’t tell him. 

“You remember coming down there, before I was out of my — 
time, to ask after a vagabond that had bolted off, and left his 
diseonsolate father a prey to the bitterest emotions, and all the 
rest of it—don’t you?” said Mr. Tappertit. 

“Of course { do!” cried Hugh. “And I saw you there.” 

**Saw me there!“ said Mr. Tappertit. “* Yes, I should think 
you did see me there. The place would be troubled to go on 
without me. Don’t you remember my thinking you liked the 
vagabond, and on that account going to quarrel with yeu; and 
then finding you detested him worse than poison, going te 
drink with you? Don’t you remember that?” 

“To be sure!”’ cried Hugh. 

‘Well! and are you in the same mind now?” said Mr. 
Tappertit. 

* Ves}? roared Hugh. : 

“You speak like a man,” said Mr. Tappertit, “and Pll shake 
hands with you.” With these conciliatory expressions he 
suited the action to the word; and Hugh meeting his advances 
readily, they performed the ceremony with a show of great 
heartiness. 

“T find,” said Mr. Tappertit, looking round on the assembled 
guests, ‘that brother what’s-his-name and J are old acquaint- 
ance.—You -never heard anything more of that rascal, I 
suppose, eh?” 

“Not a syllable,” replied Hugh. “I never want to. I> 
don’t believe I ever shall. He’s dead long ago, Ehope.” 

“It’s to be hoped, for the sake of mankind in general and 
the happiness of society, that he is,” said Mr. Tappertit, — 
rubbing his palm upon his legs, and looking at it betweem- 
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whiles. “Is your other hand at all cleaner? Much the same. 
Well, Pi owe you another shake. We'll suppose it done, if 
you've no objection.” 

Hugh laughed again, and with such thorough abandonment 
to his mad humour, that his iimbs seemed dislocated, and his 
whole frame in danger of tumbling to pieces ; but Mr. Tappertit, 
so far from receiving this extreme merriment with any irrita- 
tion, was pleased to regard it with the utmost favour, aad even 
to join in it, so far as one of his gravity and station could, 
with any regard to that decency and decorum which men in 
high places are expected to maintain. 

Mr. Tappertit did not stop here, as many publie characters 
might have done, but calling up his brace of lieutenants, intro- 
duced Hugh to them with high commendation; declaring him 
to be a man who, at such times as those in which they lived, 
could not be too much cherished. Further, he did him the 
licnour to remark that he would be an acquisition of which, 
even the United Bull-dogs might be proud; and finding, upon 
sounding him, that he was quite ready and willing to enter the 
society (for he was not at all particular, and would have 
jeagued himself that night with anything, or anybody, for any 
Purpose whatsoever), caused the necessary preliminaries to be 
gone into upon the spot. This tribute to his great merit de- 
lighted no man more than Mr, Dennis, as he himself proclaimed 
with several rare and surprising oaths; and indeed it gave 
unmingled satisfaction to the whole assembly. 

“Make anything you like of me!” cricd Hugh, flourishing 
the can he bad emptied more than once. ‘Put me on any 
_ duty you please. I’m your man. Ill de it. Here’s my 
captain—here’s my leader. Hahaha! Let him give me the 
_ word of command, and I'll fight the whole Parliament House 

single-handed, or set a lighted torch to the King’s Throne 
itself!” With that, he smote Mr. Tappertit on the back, with 
such violence that his little body seemed to shrink into a mere 
nothing; and roared again until the very foundlings near at 
hand were startied in their beds. 

In fact, a sense of something whimsical in their companion- 
Bhip seemed to have taken entire possession of his rude brain. 
| The bare fact of being patronised by a great man whom he 
eould have crushed with one hand, apport in his eyes so 
eccentric and humorous, that a kind of ferocious merriment 
gained the mastery over him, and quite subdued his brutal 
nature. He roared and roared again; toasted Mr. Tappertit a 
_ hundred times; declaring himself a Bull-dog to the core; and 

vowed to be faithful to him to the last drop of blood in his 

veins. 
All these compliments Mr. Tappertit. received as matters of 
course—flattering enough in their way, but entirely attribu- 
' table to his vast superiority. His dignified self-possession only 
delighted Hugh the more; and ina word, this giant and dwarf. 
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struck up a friendship which bade fair to be of long continu- 
ance, as the one held it to be his right to command, and the 
other considered it an exquisite pleasantry to obey. Nor was 
Hugh by any means a passive fellow, who scrupled to act 
without precise and definite orders; for when Mr. Tappertit 
mounted on an empty cask which stood by way of rostrum 
in the room, and volunteered a speech upon the alarming 
crisis then at hand, he placed himself beside the orator, and 
though he grinned from ear to ear at every word he said, threw 
out such expressive hints to scoffers in the management of his 
eudgel, that those who were at first the most disposed to inter- 
rupt, became remarkably attentive, and were the loudest in 
their approbation. 

It was not all noise and jest, however, at the Boot, nor were 
the whole party listeners to the speech. There were some men 
at the other end of the room (which was a long, low-roofed 
chamber) in earnest conversation all the time; and when any 
of this group went out, fresh people were sure to come ia 
soon afterwards and sit down in their places, as though the 
others had relieved them on some watch or duty; which it was 
pretty clear they did, for these changes took place by the clock, 
at intervals of hal-an-hour. These persons whispered very 
much among themselves, and kept aloof, and often looked 
round, as jealous of their speech being overheard; some two 
or three among them entered in books what seemed to be 
reports from the others; when they were not thus employed, 
_one of them would turn to the newspapers which were strewn 
upon the table, and from the St. J ames’s Chronicle, the Herald, 
Chronicle, or Public Advertiser, would read to the rest in a low 
voice some passages having reference to the topic in which 
they were all so deeply interested. But the great attraction 
was a pamphlet called The Thunderer, which espoused their 
own opinions, and was supposed at that time to emanate 
directly from the Association. This was always in request; 
and whether read aloud, to an eager knot of listeners, or by 
some solitary man, was certain to be followed by stormy 
talking and excited looks. 

In the midst of all his merriment, and admiration of his 
captain, Hugh was made sensible by these and other tokens, 
of the presence of an air of mystery, akin to that which had so 
impressed him out of doors. It was impossible to discard a 
sense that something serious was going on, and that under the 
noisy revel of the public-house, there lurked unseen and 
dangerous matter. Little affected by this, however, he was 
perfectly satisfied with his quarters and would have remained 
there till morning, but that his conductor rose soon after mid- 
‘night, to go home; Mr. Tappertit following his example, left 
him no excuse to stay. So they all three left the house together: 
roaring a No-Popery song until the fields resounded with the 
dismal noise, 
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. “Cheer up, captain!” cried Hugh, when they had roared 
themselves out of breath. ‘Another stave!” 

Mr. Tappertit, nothing loth, began again; and so the three 
went staggering on, arm-in-arm, shouting like madmen, and 
defying the watch with great valour. Indeed this did not 
require any unusual bravery or boldness, as the watchmen of 
that time, being selected for the office on account of excessive 
age and éxtraordinary infirmity, had a custom of shutting 
themselves up tight in their boxes on the first symptoms of 
disturbance, and remaining there until they disappeared. «In 
these proceedings, Mr. Dennis, who had a gruff voice and lungs 
of considerable power, distinguished himself very much, and 
acquired great credit with his two companions. 

“What a queer fellow you are!”’ said Mr. Tappertit. “ Yow’ re 

so precious sly and close. Why don’t you ever tell what trade 
you’re of ?” . 

. “Answer the captain instantly,” cried Hugh, beating his 
hat down on his head; ‘“‘why don’t you ever tell what trade 
you’re of?” 

“I’m of as gen-teel a calling, as any man in England—as 
light a business as any gentleman could desire.” 

“Was you ’prenticed to it?”’ asked Mr. Tappertit. 

“No. Natural genius,” said Mr. Dennis. ‘No ’prenticing. 
It comes by natur’. Muster Gashford knows my calling. 
Look at that hand of mine—many and many a job that hand 
has done, with a neatness and dexterity, never known afore. 
When I look at that hand,” said Mr. Dennis, shaking it in the 
air, “‘and remember the helegant bits of work it has turned off, 
I feel quite molloncholy to think it should ever grow old and 
feeble. But sich is life!”’ 

He heaved a deep sigh as he indulged in these reflections, 
and putting his fingers with an absent air on Hugh’s throat, 
and particularly under his left ear, as if he were studying the 
anatomical development of that part of his frame, shook his 
head in a despondent manner and actually shed tears. 

- “You're a kind of artist, I suppose—eh?” said Mr. Tappertit. 

“Yes,” rejoined Dennis; “yes—I may call myself a artist— 
a fancy workman—art improves natur’—that’s my motto.’ 

“And what do you call this?” said Mr. Tappertit taking his 
stick out of his hand. 
peer my portrait atop,” Dennis replied; “‘d’ye think it’s 

2 eo] 

“Why—it’s a little too handsome,” said Mr. Tappertit. 
“Who did it? You?” 

“Il” repeated Dennis, gazing fondly at the image. “TI 
wish I had the talent. That was carved by a friend of mine, 
as is now no more. The very day afore he died, he cut that 
with his pocket-knife from memory! ‘Ill die game,’ says my 
friend, ‘and my last moments shali be dewoted to making 
Dennis’s picter.’ That’s it.” 
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“That was a queer fancy, wasn’t it?” said Mr. Tappertit. 

“It was a queer fancy,” rejoined the other, breathing on 
his fictitious nose, and polishing it with the cuif of his coat, 
“but he was a queer subject altogether—a kind of gipsy—one 
of the finest, stand-up men, you ever see. Ah! He told me 
some things that would startle you a bit, did that friend of 
mine, on the morning when he died.” 

“You were with him at the time, were you?” said Mr. 
Tappertit. 

“Yes,” he answered with a curious look, “I was there. Oh! 
yes certainly, I was there. He wouldn’t have gone off half as 
comfortable without me. I had been with three or four of his 
family under the same circumstances. They. were all fine 
fellows.” : 

“They must have been fond of you,” remarked Mr. Tapper- 
tit, looking at him sideways. 

“JT don’t know that they was exactly fond of me,” said 
Dennis, with a little hesitation, “but they all had me near ’em 
when they departed. I come in for their wardrobes too. 
This very hankercher that you see round my neck, belonged to 
him that I’ve been speaking of—him as did that likeness.” 

Mr. Tappertit glanced at the article referred to, and 
appeared to think that the deceased’s ideas of dress were of a 
peculiar and by no means an expensive kind. He made no 
remark upon the point, however, and suffered his mysterious 
companion to proceed without interruption. 

“These smalls,” said Dennis, rubbing his legs; ‘‘these very 
smalls—they belonged to a friend of mine that’s left off such » 
incumbrances for ever: this coat too—I’ve often walked behind 
this coat, in the streets, and wondered whether it would ever 
come to me: this pair of shoes have danced a hornpipe for 
another mar, afore my eyes, full half-a-dozen times at least: 
and as to my hat,” he said, taking it off, and twirling it round 
upon his fist—‘‘ Lord! I’ve seen this hat go up Holborn on the 
box of a hackney-coach—ah, many and many a day!” 

“You don’t mean to say their old wearers are all dead, I 
hope?” said Mr. Tappertit, falling a little distance from him 
as he spoke. : 

**Every one of ’em,” replied Dennis. ‘‘ Every man Jack!” 

There was something so very ghastly in this circumstance, 
and it appeared to account, in such a very strange and dismal 
manner, for his faded dress—which, in this new aspect, seemed 
discoloured by the earth from graves—that Mr. Tappertit 
abruptly found he was going another way, and, stopping 
short, bade him good night with the utmost heartiness. As 
they happened to be near the Old Bailey, and Mr. Dennis knew 
there were turnkeys in the lodge with whom he could pass the 
night, and discuss professional subjects of common interest 
among them before a rousing fire, and over a social glass, he 
separated from his companions without any great regret, and _ 
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warmly shaking hands with Hugh, and making an early 
appointment for their meeting at the Boot, left them to 
pursue their road. . ae 

“That’s a strange sort of man,” said Mr. Tappertit, watch- 
ing the hackney-coachman’s hat as it went bobbing down the 
street. “I don’t know what to make of him. . Why can’t he 
have his smalls made to order, or wear live clothes at any 
rate?” . 

* He’s a lucky man, captain,” cried Hugh. ‘I should like 
to have such friends as his.” ; 

““T hope he don’t get ’em to make their wills, and then knock 
7em on the head,” said Mr. Tappertit, musing. ‘But come. 
The United B.’s expect me. On!—What’s the matter?” 

“I quite forgot,” said Hugh, who had started at the striking 
of aneighbouring clock. ‘‘I have somebody to see to-night— 
I must turn back directly. The drinking and singing put it 
out of my head. It’s well I rernembered it!” 

Mr. Tappertit looked at him as though he were about to 
give utterance to some very majestic sentiments in reference 
to this act of desertion, but as it was clear, from Hugh’s hasty 
manner, that the engagement was one of a pressing nature, 
he graciously forbore, and gave him his permission to depart 
immediately, which Hugh acknowledged with a roar of 
Jaughter. 

“Good night, captain!” he cried. “I am yours to the 
death, remember!” 

“Warewell!” said Mr. Tappertit, waving his hand. “Be 
bold and vigilant!” 

“No Popery, captain!” roared Hugh. 

“England in blood first!” cried his desperate leader, 
oe Hugh cheered and laughed, and ran off like a grey- 
round, 

“That man will prove a credit to my corps,” said Simon, 
turning thoughtfully upon his heel. “And Iet me see. In 
an altered state of society—which must ensue if. we break 
out and are viectorious—when the locksmith’s child is mine, 
Miggs must be got rid of somehow, or she’il poison the 
tea-kettle one evening when I’m out. He might marry 


_ Miggs, if he was drunk enough. It shall be done. [ll make 
- anote of it.” 


CHAPTER THE FORTIETH 


Lirris thinking of the plan for his happy settlement in life 
which had suggested itself to the teeming brain of his provident 


| eommander, Hugh made no pause until Saint Dunstan’s giants 


struck the hour above him, when he worked the handle of a 
pump which stood hard by, with great vigour, and thrusting 
his head under the spout, let the water gush upon him until a 


‘little stream ran down from every uncombed hair, and he was 
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wet to the waist. Considerably refreshed by this ablution, 
both in mind and body, and almost. sobered for the time, he 
dried himself as he best could; then crossed the road, and 
plied the knocker of the Middle Temple gate. 

The night-porter looked through a small grating in the 
portal with a surly eye, and cried ‘“ Halloa!”- which greeting 
Hugh returned in kind, and bade him open quickly. 

‘We don’t sell beer here,” cried the man; ‘‘ what else do you 
want?” 

“To come in,” Hugh replied, with a kick at the door. 

““Where to go?” 

‘Paper Buildings.” 

“Whose chambers?” 

‘Sir John Chester’s.” Each of which answers, he em- 
phasised with another kick. 

After a little growling on the other side, the gate was opened, 
and he passed in: undergoing a close inspection from the 
porter as he did so. 

* You wanting Sir John, at this time of night!” said the man, 

“Ay!” said Hugh. “I! What of that?” 

“Why, I must go with you and see that you do, for I don't 
believe it.” 

‘Come along then.” 

Eyeing him with suspicious looks, the man, with key and 
lantern, walked on at his side, and attended him to Sir John 
Chester’s door, at which Hugh gave one knock, that echoed 
through the dark staircase like a ghostly summons, and made 
the dull light tremble in the drowsy lamp. 

*Do you think he wants me now?” said Hugh. 

Before the man had time to answer, a footstep was heard 
within, a light appeared, and Sir John, in his dressing-gown 
and slippers, opened the door. 

“‘T ask your pardon, Sir John,” said the porter, pulling off 
his hat. ‘‘Here’s a young man says he wants to speak to you. 
It’s late for strangers I thought it best to see that all was 
right.” ; 

‘““Aha!” eried Sir John, raising his eyebrows. “It’s you, 
messenger, is it? Go in. Quite right, friend, I commend 
your prudence highly. Thank you. God bless you. Good 
night.” 

Yo be commended, thanked, God-blessed, and bade good 
night by one who carried “‘Sir” before his name, and wrote 
himself M.P. to boot, was something for a porter. He with- 
drew with much humility and reverence. Sir John followed 
his later visitor into the dressing-room, and sitting in his 
easy-chair before the fire, and moving it so that he could see 
him as he stood, hat in hand, beside the door, looked at him 
from head to foot, 

The old face, calm and pleasant as ever; the complexion, 
guite juvenile in its bloom and clearness; the same smile; the 
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wonted: precision and elegance of dress; the white, well- 
ordered teeth; the delicate hands; the composed and quict 
manner; everything as it used to be: no marks of age or 
passion, envy, hate, or discontent: all unruffled and serene, 
and quite delightful to behold. ; 

He wrote himself M.P.—but how? Why, thus. It was a 
proud family—more proud, indeed, than wealthy. He had 
stood in danger of arrest; of bailiffs, and a jail—a vulgar jail, 
to which the common people with small incomes went. 
Gentlemen of ancient houses have no privilege of exemption 
from such cruel laws—unless they are of one great House, 
and then they have. A proud man of his stock and kindred 
had the means of sending him there. He offered—not indeed 
to pay his debts, but to let him sit for a close borough until 
his own son came of age, which, if he lived, would come to 
pass in twenty years. It was quite as good as an Insolvent 
Act, and infinitely more genteel. So Sir John Chester was a 
Member of Parliament. 

’ But how Sir John? Nothing so simple, or so easy. One 
touch with a sword of state, and the transformation is effected. 
John Chester, Esquire, M.P., attended Court—went up with 
an address—headed a deputation. Such elegance of manner, 
so many graces of deportment, such powers of conversation, 
could never pass unnoticed. Mr. was too common for such 
merit. A man so gentlemanly should have been—but 
Fortune is capricious—born a Duke: just as some dukes 
should have been born labourers. He caught the fancy of the 
King, knelt down a grub, and rose a butterfly. John 
Chester, Esquire, was knighted and became Sir John. 

**T thought when you left me this evening, my esteemed 
acquaintance,” said Sir John after a pretty long silence, “that 
you intended to return with all despatch?” 

“So I did, master.” 

*‘And so you have?” he retorted, glancing at his watch. 
**Ts that what you would say?”’ 

Instead of replying, Hugh changed the leg on which he 
leant, shuffled his cap from one hand to the other, looked at 
the ground, the wall, the ceiling, and finally at Sir John 
himself; before whose pleasant face he lowered his eyes again, 
and fixed them on the floor, 

-*And how have you been employing yourself in the 
meanwhile?” quoth Sir John, lazily crossing hislegs. ‘*Where 
have you been? what harm have you been doing?” 

“No harm at all, master,” growled Hugh, with humility. 
**T have only done as you ordered.” 

“As I what ?” returned Sir John. 

“Well then,” said Hugh uneasily, ‘tas you advised, or said 
I ought, or said I might, or said that you would do, if you was 
me. Don’t be so hard upon me, master.” 

Something like an expression of triumph in the perfect 
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control he had established over this rough instrument appeared 
in the knight’s face for an instant; but it vanished directly, as 
he said—paring his nails while speaking: ; 

“When you say I ordered you, my good fellow, you imply 
that I directed you to do something for me—something I 
wanted done—something for my own ends and purposes—you 
see? Now I am sure I needn’t enlarge upon the extreme 
absurdity of such an idea, however unintentional ; so, please—” 
and here he turned his eyes upon him—‘‘to be more guarded. 
Will you?” 

“JT meant to give you no offence,” said Hugh. ‘I don’t 
know what to say. You catch me up.so very short.” 

“You will be caught up much shorter, my good friend— 
infinitely shorter—one of these days, depend upon it,”’ replied 
his patron calmly. ‘‘By-the-bye, instead of wondering why 
you have been so long; my wonder should be why you came 
at all. Why did you?” 4 

‘“You know, master,” said Hugh, “that I couldn’t read the 
bill I found, and that supposing it to be something particular 
from the way it was wrapped up, I brought it here.” 

**And could you ask no one else to read it, Bruin?” said Sir 
John. 

“No one that I could trust with secrets, master. Since 
Barnaby Rudge was lost sight of for good and ali—and that’s 
live years ago—I haven't talked with any one but you.” 

*‘Vou have done me honour, I am sure.” 

“JT have come to and fro, master, all through that time, when 
there was anything to tell, because 1 knew that you'd be 
nngry with me if I stayed away,” said Hugh, blurting the 
words out, after an embarrassed silence; and because EI 
wished to please you if I could, and not to have you go against 
me. There. That’s the true reason why I came to-night. 
You know that, master, I am sure.” 

‘““You are a specious fellow,” returned Sir John, fixing his 
eyes upon him, ‘‘and carry two faces under your hood, as well 
as the best. Didn’t you give me in this room, this evening, 
any other reason; no dislike of anybody who has slighted you 


lately, on ali occasions, abused you, treated you with rudeness; 


eeted towards you, more as if you were a mongrel dog than 
a man like himself?” 
“To be sure I did!” cried Hugh, his passion rising, as the 


other man meant it should; ‘‘and I say it all over now, again.’ 
I'd do anything to have some revenge on him—enything.. 


4nd when you told me that he and all the Catholics would 


suffer from those who joined together under that handbill, I 


said I'd make one of ‘em, if their master was the Devil 


himself. Iam one of’em. See whether I am as good as my- 
word and turn out to be among the foremost, orno. I mayn’t 


have much head, master, but I’ve head enough to remember 
those that use me ill. You shall see. and so shall he and so 


ls i 


BARNABY RUDGE 271 


shall hundreds more, how my spirit backs me when the time 
comes. My bark is nothing to my bite. Some that I know 
had better have a wild lion among ’em than me, when I am 
fairly loose—they had!”” 

The knight looked at him with a smile of far deeper meaning 
than ordinary; and pointing to the old cupboard, followed 
him with his eyes while he filled: and drank a glass of liquor; 
and smiled when his back was turned, with a deeper meaning 
yet. 

“You are in a blustering mood, my friend,” he said, when 
Hugh confronted him again. 

“Not I, master!” cried Hugh. ‘I don’t say half I mean. 
I can’t. I haven’t got the gift. There are talkers enough 
among us; I'll be one of the doers.” 

“Oh! you have joined those fellows then?” said Sir John, 
with an air of most profound indifference. 

“Yes. I went up to the house you told me of, and got put 
down upon the muster. There was another man there named 
Dennis—” 

“Dennis, eh!’ cried Sir John, laughing. “Ay, ay! a 
pleasant fellow, I believe?” 

“A roaring dog, master—one after my own heart—hot upon 
the matter tco—red hot.” 

“So I have heard,” replied Sir John carelessly. “You 
don’t happen to know his trade, do you?” 

“He wouldn’t say,” cried Hugh. ‘“‘He keeps it secret. 

“Ha ha!” laughed Sir John. ‘‘A strange fancy—a weakness 
with some persons—you’ll know it one day, I dare swear.” 

“We're intimate already,” said Hugh. 

“Quite natural! And have been drinking together, eh?” 
pursued Sir John. . “Did you say what place you went to in 
company, when you left Lord George’s?” 

Hugh had not said or thought of saying, but he told him; and 
this inquiry being followed by a long train of questions, he 
related all that had passed both in and out of doors, the kind 
of people he had seen, their numbers, state of feeling, mode 
of conversation, apparent expectations and intentions. His 
questioning was so artfully contrived, that he seemed even 
in his own eyes to volunteer all this information rather than to 
have it wrested from him; and he was brought to this state of 
feeling so naturally, that when Mr. Chester yawned at length 
and declared himself quite wearied out, he made a rough kind ° 
of excuse for having talked so much. 

*“There—get you gone,” said Sir John, holding the door open 
in his hand. ‘“ You have made a pretty evening's work, I 
told you not to do this. You may get into trouble. You'll 
have an opportunity of revenging yourself on your proud 
“sen Haredale, though, and for that, you’d hazard anything 

suppose?” 

“Tt would,” retorted Hugh, stopping in his passage out and 
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looking back; but what do I risk! What do { stand a chance 
of losing, master? Friends, home? A fig for ’em all; I have 
none; they are nothing to me. Give me a good scuffle; let 
me pay off old scores in a bold riot where there are men to 
stand by me; and then use me as you like—it don’t matter 
much to me what the end is!” 

‘“‘ What have you done with that paper?” said Sir John. 

“T have it here, master.” 

“Drop it again as you go along; it’s as well not to keep such 
things about. you.” ; i 

Hugh nodded, and touching his cap with an air of as much 
respect as he could summon up, departed. 

Sir John, fastening the doors behind him, went back to his 
dressing-room, and sat down once again before the fire, at 
which he gazed for a long time in earnest meditation. 

“This happens fortunately,” he said, breaking into a smile, 
‘and promises well. Let me see, My relative and I, who 
are the most Protestant fellows in the world, give our worst 
wishes to the Roman Catholic cause; and to Saville, who 
introduces their bill, I have a personal objection besides ; but 
as each of us has himself for the first article in his creed, we 
cannot commit ourselves by joining with a very extravagant 
madman, such as this Gordon most undoubtedly is. Now 
really, to foment his disturbances in secret, through the 
medium of such a very apt instrument as my savage friend 
here, may further our real ends; and to express at all becoming 
seasons, in moderate and polite terms, a disapprobation of his 
proceedings, though we agree with him in principle, will cer- 
tainly be to gain a character for honesty and uprightness of 
purpose, which cannot fail to do us infinite service, and to 
raise us into some importance. Good! So much for public 
grounds. As to private considerations, I confess that if these 
vagabonds would make some riotous demonstration (which 
does not appear impossible), and would inflict some little 
chastisement on Haredale as a not inactive man among his 
sect, it would be extremely agreeable to my feelings, and would 
amuse me beyond measure. Good again! Perhaps better!” 

When he came to this point, he took a pinch of snuff; then 
beginning slowly to undress, he resumed his meditations, by 
saying with a smile: 

“I fear, I do fear exceedingly, that my friend is following 
fast in the footsteps of his mether. His intimacy with Mr, 
Dennis is very ominous. But I have no doubt he must have 
come to that end any way. If I lend him a helping hand, the 
only difference is, that he may, upon the whole, possibly drink 
a few gallons, or puncheons, or hog heads, less in this life 
than he otherwise would. It’s no Fasiness of mine. It’s a 
matter of very small importance!”’: 

So he took another pinch of snuff and went to bed. 
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CHAPTER THE FORTY-FIRST 

From the workshops of the Golden Key, there issued AMES a 
tinkling sound, so merry and good-humoured, that it suggested 
the idea of some one working blithely, and made quite pleasant 
Music. No man who hammered on at dull monotonous duty, 
could have brought such cheerful notes from steel and iron; 
none but a chirping, healthy, honest-hearted fellow, who made 
the best of everything, and felt kindly towards everybody, 
could have dene it for an instant. He might have been a 
copper-smith, and still been musical. If he had sat on a jelting 
waggon, full of rods of iron, it seemed as if he would have 
brought some harmony out of it. 

Tink, tink, tink—clear as a silver bell, and audible at every 
pause of the streets’ harsher noises, as though it said, ‘“E 
don’t care; nothing puts me out; I am resolved to be happy. 2 
Women scolded, children squalled, heavy carts went rumbling 
by, horrible cries proceeded from the lungs of hawkers; still 
it struck in again, no higher, no lower, no louder, no softer; 
not thrusting itself on people’s notice, a bit the more for having 
been outdone by louder sounds—tink, tink, tink, tink, tink. 

It was a perfect embodiment of the still small voice, free 
from all cold, hoarseness, huskiness, or unhealthiness of any 
kind; foot-passengers slackened their pace, and were disposed 
to linger near it; neighbours who had got up splenetic that 
morning, felt good-humour stealing on them as they heard it, 
and by degrees became quite sprightly ; mothers danced their 
babies to its ringing; still the same magical tink, tink, tink, 
came gaily from the workshop of the Golden Key. 

Who but the locksmith. could have made such music! A 
gleam of sun shining through the unsashed window, and 
chequering the dark workshop with a broad patch of light, fell 
full upon him, as though attracted by his sunny heart. There 
he stood working at his anvil, his face all radiant with exercise 
and gladness, his sleeves turned up, his wig pushed off his 
shining forehead—the easiest, freest, happiest man in all the 
world. Beside him sat a sleek cat, purring and winking in 
the light, and falling every row and then into an idle doze, as 
from excess of comfort. Toby looked on from a tall bench 
hard by; one beaming smile, from his broad nut-brown face 
down to the slack-baked buckles in his shoes. The very 
locks that hung around had somthing jovial in their rust, and 
seemed like gouty gentlemen of hearty natures, disposed to 
joke on their infirmities. There was nothing surly or severe in 
the whole scene. It seemed impossible that any one of the 
innumerable keys could fit a churlish strong-box or a prison- 
door. Cellars of beer and wine, rooms where there were fires; 
books, gossip, and cheering laughter—these were their proper 
sphere ofaction. Places of distrust, and cruelty, and restraint, 
they would have left quadruple-locked forever, 
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Tink, tink, tink. The locksmith paused at last, and wiped 
his brow. The silence roused the cat, who, jumping softly 
down, crept to the door, and watched with tiger eyes a bird- 
cage in an opposite window. Gabriel lifted Toby to his mouth, 
and took a hearty draught. : 

Then, as he stood upright, with his head flung back, and his 
portly chest thrown out, you would have seen that Gabriel’s 
lower man was clothed in military gear. Glancing at the wail 
beyond, there might have been espied, hanging on their several 
pegs, 2 cap and feather, broad-sword, sash, and coat of scariet 5 
which any man learned in such matters would have known 
from their make and pattern to be the uniform of a serjeant 
in the Royal East London Volunteers. ‘ 

As the locksmith put his mug down, empty, on the bench 
whence it had smiled on him before, he glanced at these articles 
with a laughing eye, and looking at them with his head a little 
on one side, as though he would get them all into a focus, said, 
leaning on his hammer: ; 

“Time was, now, I remember, when I was like to run mad 
with the desire to wear a coat of that colour. If any one (except 
my father) had ealled me a fool for my pains, how I should have 
fired andfumed! But what a fool I must have been, sure-ly!” 

“Ah!” sighed Mrs. Varden, who had entered unobserved. 
“A fool indeed. A man at your time of life, Varden, should 
know better now.” 

“Why, what a ridiculous woman you are, Martha,” ‘said 
the locksmith, turning round with a smile. 

“Certainly,” replied Mrs. V. with great demureness, “Of 
course Iam. I know that, Varden. Thank you.” 

“IT mean—” began the locksmith. 

“Yes,” said his wife, “I know what you mean. You speak 
quite plain cnough to be understood, Varden. It’s very kind 
of you to adapt yourself to my capacity, I am sure.” 

“Tut, tut, Martha,” rejoined the locksmith; ‘don’t take 
offence at nothing. I mean, how strange it is of you to run 
down volunteering, when it’s done to defend you and all the 
other women, and our own fireside and everybody else’s, in 
case of need.” ; ; 

“Tt’s unchristian,” cried Mrs. Varden, shaking her head. 

“Unehristian!”” said the locksmith. “Why, what the 
devil—” 

Mrs. Varden looked at the ceiling, as in expectation that the 
consequence of this profanity would be the immediate descent 
ef the four-post bedstead on the second floor, together with 
the best sitting-room on the first; but no visible judgment 
occurring, she heaved a deep sigh, and begged her husband, in 
a tone of resignation, to go on, and by all means to blaspheme 
as much as possible, because he knew she liked it. 

The locksmith did for a moment seem disposed to gratify 
her, but he gave a.great gulp, and mildly rejoined; ue 
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I was going to say, what on earth do you call it un- 
ebristian for? Which would be most unchristian, Martha— 
to sit quietly down and let our houses be sacked by a foreign 
army, or to turn out like men and drive ’em off? Shouldn’t 
I be a nice sort of a Christian, if I crept into a corner of my 
own chimney and looked on while a parcel of whiskered 
savages bore off Dolly—or you?” 

When he said “‘or you,” Mrs. Varden, despite herself, 
relaxed into a smile. There was something complimentary 
in the idea. ‘In such a state of things as that, indeed—” 
she simpered. 

“As that!’ repeated the locksmith. ‘Well, that would 
be the state of things directly.. Even Miggs would go. Some 
black tambourine-player, with a great turban on, would be 
bearing her off; and, unless the tambourine-player was proof 
against kicking and scratching, it’s my belief he’d have the 
worst of it. Hahaha! Id forgive the tambourine-player. 
¥ weuldn’t have him interfered with on any account, poor 
feliow.” And here the locksmith laughed again so heartily, 
that fears came into his eyes—much to Mrs. Varden’s in- 
dignation, who thought the capture of so sound a Protestant 
and estimable a private character as Miggs by a pagan negro, 
® circumstance too shocking and awful for contemplation. 

The picture Gabriel had drawn, indeed, threatened serious 
consequences, and would indubitably have led to them, but 
luckily at that moment a light footstep crossed the threshald, 
and Dolly, running in, threw her arms round her old father’s: 


neck and hugged him tight. 


“Here she is at last!’’ cried Gabriel. ‘‘And how well you 
look, Doll, and how late you are, my darling!” 
How well she looked? Well? Why, if he had exhausted 


_ every laudatory adjective in the dictionary, it wouldnt have 


praise enough. When and where was there ever such a 
plump, roguish, comely, bright-eyed, enticing, bewitching, 


' captivating, maddening littie puss in all this world, as Doily! 


What was the Dolly of five years ago, to the Dolly of that 
day! How many coach-makers, saddlers, eabinet-makers, 
and professors of other usefu! arts, had deserted their fathers, 
mothers, sisters, brothers, and, most of ali, their cousins, for 


_ the love of her!’ How many unknown gentlemen—supposed 


to be of mighty fortunes, if not titles—had waited round the 


corner after dark, and tempted Miggs the incorruptible, with 
_ golden guineas, to deliver offers of marriage, folded up im Iove- 
- letters 


t How many disconsolate fathers and substantial 


_ tradesmen had waited on the locksmith for the same purpose, 
| with dismal tales of how their sons had lost their appetites, 
and taken to shut themselves up in dark bedrooms, and 

wandering in desolate suburbs with pale faces, and all because 


‘of Dolty Varden’s loveliness and cruelty! How many young 


men, i ali previous times of unprecedented steadiness, had’ 
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turned suddenly wild and wicked for the same reason, and, 
in an ecstasy of unrequited love, taken to wrench off door- 
knockers, and invert the boxes of rheumatic watchmen? 
How had she recruited the king’s service, both by sea and 
land, through rendering desperate his loving subjects between 
the ages of eighteen and twenty-five! How many young 
ladies had publicly professed with tears in their eyes, that for 
their tastes she was much too short, too tall, too bold, too 
cold, too stout, too thin, too fair, too dark—too everything 
but handsome! How many old ladies, taking counsel to- 
gether, had thanked Heaven their daughters were not like her, 
and had hoped she might come to no harm, and had thought 
she would come to no good, and had wondered what people 
saw in her, and had arrived at the conclusion that she was 
“going off’ in her looks, or had never come on in them, and 
that she was a thorough imposition and a popular mistake! 

And yet here was this same Dolly Varden, so whimsical 
and hard to please that she was Dolly Varden still, all smiles 
and dimples and pleasant looks, and caring no more for the 
fifty or sixty young fellows who at that very moment were 
breaking their hearts to marry her, than if so many oysters 
had been crossed in love and opened afterwards. 

Dolly hugged her father as has been already stated, and 
having hugged her mother also, accompanied both into the 
little parlour where the cloth was already laid for dinner, and 
where Miss Miggs—a trifle more rigid and bony than of yore 
—received her with a sort of hysterical gasp, intended for a 
smile. Into the hands of that young virgin, she delivered her 
bonnet and walking-dress (all of a dreadful, artful, and 
designing kind), and then said with a laugh, which rivalled 
the locksmith’s music, “ How glad I always am to be at home 
again!” 

“And how glad we always are, Doll,’? said her father, 
putting back the dark hair from her sparkling eyes, “to have 
you at home. “Give me a kiss.”’ 

If there had been anybody of the male kind there to see her 
do it—but there\was not—it was a mercy. 

“I don’t like your being at the Warren,” said the locksmith, 
“TY can’t bear to have you out of my sight, And what is the 
news over yonder, Doll?” 

“What news there is, I think you know already,” replied 
his daughter. “Iam sure you do though.” 

“Ay?” cried the locksmith. ‘What’s that?” 

“Come, come,” said Dolly, “you know very well. I want 
you to tell me why Mr. Haredale—oh, how gruff he is again, 
to be sure!—has been away from home for some days past, and 
why he is travelling about (we know he is travelling, because of 
his letters) without telling his own niece why or wherefore.’ 

“Miss Emma doesn’t want to know, I'll swear,’’ returned 
the locksmith, 
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.*T don’t know that,” said Dolly; “but I do, at any rate, 
Do tell me. Why is he so secret, and what is this ghost story, 
which nebody is.to tell Miss Emma, and which seems to be 
mixed up with his going away? Now I see you know, by 
your colouring so.”’ 

. “What the story means, or is, or has to do with it, I know 
no more than you, my dear,’’ returned the locksmith, ‘‘except 
that it’s some foolish fear of little Solomon’s—which has, 
indeed, no meaning in it, I suppose. As to Mr. Haredale’s 
journey, he goes, as I believe—”’ 

“Yes,’’ said Dolly. 

‘*As I believe,’’ resumed the locksmith, pinching her cheek, 
‘on business, Doll. What it may be, is quite another matter. 
Read Blue Beard, and don’t be too curious, pet; it’s no busi- 
ness of yours or mine, depend upon that; and here’s dinner, 
which is much more to the purpose.”’ 

Dolly might have remonstrated against this summary 
dismissal of the subject, notwithstanding the appearance of 
dinner, but at the mention of Blue Beard Mrs. Varden inter- 
posed, protesting she could not find it in her conscience to sit 
tamely by, and hear her child recommended to peruse the 
adventures of a Turk and Mussulman—far less of a fabulous 
Turk, which she considered that potentate to be. She held 
that, in such stirring and tremendous times as those in which 
they lived, it would be much more to the purpose if Dolly 
became a regular subscriber to The Thunderer, where she 
would have an opportunity of reading Lord George Gordon’s 
speeches word for word, which would be a greater comfort 
and solace to her, than a hundred and fifty Blue Beards ever 
could impart. She appealed in support of this proposition to 
Miss Miggs, then in waiting, who said that indeed the peace 
of mind she had derived from the perusal of that paper 
generally, but especially of one article of the very last weele 
as ever was, entitled “Great Britain drenched in gore,’’ 
exceeded all belief; the same composition, she added, had 
also wrought such a comforting effect on the mind of a married 
sister of hers, then resident at Golden Lion Court, number 
twenty-sivin, second bell-handle on the right-hand door-post, 
that, being in a delicate state of health, and in fact expecting 
an addition to her family, she had been seized with fits 
directly after its perusal, and had raved of the Inquisition 
ever since; to the great improvement of her husband and 
friends. Miss Miggs went on to say that she would recom- 
mend all those whose hearts were hardened to hear Lord 
George themselves, whom she commended first, in respect of 
his steady Protestantism, then of his oratory, then of his eyes, 
then of his nose, then of his legs and lastly of his figure 
generally, which she looked upon as fit for any statue, prince, 
or angel, to which sentiment Mrs, Varden fully subscribed. 

Mrs. Varden having cut in, looked at a box upon the mantel: 
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sbelf, painted In Imitation of a very red-brick dwelling-house, 
with a yellow roof; haying at top a real chimney, down which 
voluntary subscribers dropped their silver, gold, or pence, into 
the parlour; and on the door the counterfeit presentment of 
& brass plate, whereon was legibly inscribed ‘“ Protestant 
Association *:—and looking at it, said, that it was to her a 
source of poignant misery to think that Varden never had, 
of all his substance, dropped anything into that temple, save 
once in secret—as she afterwards discovered—two fragments 
af tobacco-pipe, which she hoped would not be put down to 
his Jast account. That Dolly, she was grieved to say, was 
u@ less backward in her contributions, better loving, as it 
scemed, te purchase ribbons and such gauds, than to en- 
courage the great cause, then in such heavy tribulation; and 
that she did entreat her (her father she much feared could not 
be moved) not to despise, but imitate, the bright example of 
Miss Miggs, who flung her wages, as it were, into the very 
fountenance of the Pope, and bruised his features with her 
quarter’s money. 

“Oh, mim," said Miggs, “don’t relude to that. I had no 
fntentions, mim, that nobody should know. Such sacrifices 
as f can make, are quite a widder’s mite. It’s all I have,” = 
eried Miggs with a great burst of tears—for with her they 
never.came on by degrees—‘“‘but it’s made up to me in other 
ways; it's well made up.” 

‘This was quite true, though not perhaps in the sense that 
Miggs intended. As she never failed to keep her seif-denial 
full in Mrs, Varden’s view, it drew forth so many gifts of caps 
and gowns and other articles of dress, that upen the whole 
the red-brick house was perhaps the best investment for her 
small capital she could possibly have hit upon; returning her 
interest, at the rate of seven or eight per cent. in money, and 
fifty at least in personal repute and credit. 

“You neecdn’t cry, Miggs,” said Mrs. Varden, herself in 
tears; “you needn’t be ashamed of it, though your poor - 
mistress is on the same side.” 

Miggs howled at this remark, in a peculiarly dismal way, 
and said she knowed that master hated her. That it was a 
dreadful thing to live in families and have dislikes, and not» 
give satisfactions. That to make divisions was a thing she 
could not abear to think of, neither could her feelings let her 
do it. That if it was master’s wishes as she and him should © 
part, it was best they should part, and she hoped he might be 
the happier for it, and always wishes him well, and that he 
might find somebody as would meet his dispositions. It would 
be a hard trial, she said, to part from such a missis, but she 
vould meet any suffering when her conscience told her she was 
in the rights, and therefore she was willing even to go that - 
lengths. She did not think, she added, that she could 
survive the separations, but, as-she was hated and looked upon 
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unpleasant, perhaps her dying as soon as possible would be 
the best endings for all parties. With this affecting conclusion, 
Miss Miggs shed more tears, and sobbed abundantly. 

“Can you bear this, Varden?” said his wife ina solemn voice, 
layin down her knife and fork. 

y, not very well, my dear,” rejoined the locksmith, 
“but I try to keep my temper.” 

“Don’t let there be words on my account, mim,” sobbed 
Miggs, “It’s much the best that we should part. I wouldn’s 
stay—oh, gracious me!—and make dissensions, not fox e# 
annual gold mine, and found in tea and sugar.”’ 

Lest the reader should ke at any loss to discover the cause 
of Miss Miges’s deep emotien, it may be whispered apars that, 
happening to be listening, as her custom sometimes was, 
when Gabriel and his wife conversed together, she had heard 
the locksmith’s joke relative to the foreign black whe played 
the tambourine, and bursting with the spiteful feelings which 
the taunt awoke in her fair breast, exploded io the manner 
we have witnessed. Matters having now arrived at a crisis, 
the locksmith as usual, and for the sake of peace and races, 

ave in. 
E “What are you erying for, girl?” he said. “What's the 
matter with you? What are you talking about hatred for? 
Zi don’t hate you; I don’t hate anybody. Dry your eyes and 
make yourself agreeable, in Heaven's name, ané fet us ali 
be happy while we can.” 

The allied powers deeming it good generalship te consider 
this a sufficient apology on the part of the enemy, and con- 
fession of having been in the wrong, did dry their eyes and 
take it in good part. Miss Miggs observed that she bore no 
malice, no not to her greatest foe, whom she rather loved the 
more indeed, the greater persecution she sustained. Mrs, 
Varden approved of this meek and forgiving spirit in high 
terms, and incidentally deelared as a closing article of agree- 
ment, that Dolly should accompany her to the Clerkenwell 
branch of the Association, that very night. This was an 
extraordinary instance of her great prudence and policy; 
having had this end in view from the first, and entertaining a 
secret misgiving that the locksmith (who was bold when 
Dolly was in question) would object, she had backed Miss 
Miggs up to this point, in order that she might have him at a 
disadvantage. The manceuvre succeeded so well that Gabriel 
only made a wry face; and with the warning he had just had, 
fresh in his mind, did not dare to say one word. 

The difference ended, therefore, in Miggs being presented 
with a gown by Mrs. Varden and half-a-crown by Dolly, as 
if she had eminently distinguished herself in the paths 
of morality and goodness. Mrs, V., according to custom, 

her hope that Varden would take a lesson from 
what had passed net learn more gexerous conduct for -the 
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time to come; and the dinner being now cold and nobody’s 
. appetite very much improved by what had passed, they went 
on with it, as Mrs. Varden said, “like Christians.” ; 

, As there was to be a grand parade of the Royal East London 
Volunteers that afternoon, the locksmith did no more work; 
but sat down comfortably with his pipe in his mouth, and 
his arm round his pretty daughter’s waist, looking lovingly 
on Mrs, V., from time to time, and exhibiting from the crown 
of his head to the sole of his foot, one smiling surface of good 
humour. And to be sure, when it was time to dress him in 
his regimentals, and Dolly, hanging about him in all kinds 
of graceful winning ways, helped to button and buckle and 
brush him up and get him into one of the tightest coats that 
ever was made by mortal tailor, he was the proudest father 
in all England. : 

“What a handy jade it is!” said the locksmith to Mrs. 
Varden, who stood by with folded hands—rather proud. of 
her husband too—while Miggs held his cap and sword at 
arm’s length, as if mistrusting that the latter might run 
some one through the body of its own accord; “but never 
Marry a soldier, Doll, my dear.” 

Dolly didn’t ask why not, or say a word indeed, but stooped 
her head down very low to tie his sash. 

“TI never wear this dress,” said honest Gabriel, “but I 
think of poor Joe Willet. I loved Joe; he was always a 
favourite of mine. Poor Joe!—Dear heart, my girl, don’t 
tie me in so tight.” 

Dolly Jaughed—not like herself at all—the strangest little 
laugh that could be—and held her head down lower still, 

“Poor Joe!” resumed the locksmith, muttering to him- 
self; “I always wish he had come to me. I might have 
made it up between them, if he had. Ah! old John made 
a great mistake in his way of acting by that lad—a great 
mistake.—Have you nearly tied that sash, my dear?” 

What an ill-made sash it was! ‘There it was, loose again 
and trailing on the ground. Dolly was obliged to kneel 
down, and recommence at the beginning. 

“Never mind young Willet, Varden,” said his wife, 
frowning; ‘‘you might find some one more deserving to talk 
about, I think.” 

Miss Miggs gave a great sniff to the same effect. 

“Nay, Martha,” cried the locksmith, ‘don’t let us bear too 
hard upon him. If the lad is dead indeed, we'll deal kindly 
by his memory.” 

“A runaway and a vagabond!” said Mrs. Varden, 

Miss Miggs expressed her concurrence as before. 

_ ‘A runaway, my dear, but not a vagabond,” returned the 

locksmith in a gentle tone. “He behaved himself well, did 

Joe—always—and was a handsome manly fellow. Don’t 
_ all him a vagabond, Martha.” ; 
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" Mrs, Varden coughed—and so did Miggs. 

“He tried hard to gain your good opinion, Martha, IT can 
tell you,” said the locksmith smiling, and stroking his chin, 
“Ah! that he did. It seems but yesterday that he followed 
me out to the Maypole door one night, and begged me not to 
say how like a boy they used him—say here, at home, he 
meant, though at the time, I recollect, I didn’t understand. 
“And how’s Miss Dolly, Sir?’ says Joe,” pursued the locksmith, 
musing sorrowfully. “Ah! Poor Joe!” 

“Well, I declare,” cried Miggs. “Oh! Goodness gracious 
me!” 

“What’s the matter now?” said Gabriel, turning sharply 
to her. 

“Why, if here an’t Miss Dolly,” said the handmaid, 
stooping down to look into her face, ‘“‘a giving way to floods 
of tears. Oh mim! oh Sir. Realy it’s give me such a turn,” 
eried the susceptible damsel, pressing her hand upon her 
side to quell the palpitation of her heart, “that you might 
knock me down with a feather.” 

- The locksmith, after glancing at Miss Miggs as if he could 
have wished to have a feather brought straightway, looked 
on with a broad stare, while Dolly hurried away, followed by 
that sympathising young woman: then turning to his wife, 
stammered out, ‘‘{s Dolly ill? Have I done anything? Is it 
my fault?” : 

“Your fault!” cried Mrs. V. reproachfully. ‘*There—you 
had better make haste out.” 

“What have I done?” said poor Gabriel. “Tt was agreed 
that Mr. Edward’s name was never to be mentioned, and I 
have not spoken of him, have I?” 

Mrs. Varden merely replied that she had no patience with 
him, and bounced off after the other two. The unfortunate 
locksmith wound his sash about him, girded on his sword, 
put on his cap, and walked out. 

“T am not much of a dab at my exercise,” he said under 
his breath, ‘‘but I shall get into fewer scrapes at that work 
than at this. Every man came into the world for something; 
my department seems to be to make every woman cry without 
meaning it. It’s rather hard!” 

But he forgot it before he reached the end of the street, 
and went on with a shining face, nodding to the neighbours, 
and showering about his friendly greetings like mild spring rain, 


CHAPTER THE FORTY-SECOND 

Tue Royal East London Volunteers made a brilliant sight 
that day: formed into lines, squares, circles, triangles, and 
what not, to the beating of drums and the streaming of flags; 
and performed a vast number of complex evolutions, in all 
of which Serjeant Varden bore a conspicuous share. Having 
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displayed their military prowess to the utmost in these 
warlike shows, they marched in glittering order to the Chelsea 
Bun-house, and regaled in the adjacent taverns until dark, 
‘Then at sound of drum ihey fell in again, and returned amidst 
the shouting of His Majesty’s lieges to the place from whence 
they came. : 

The homeward march being somewhat tardy,—owing to 
the unsoldierlike behaviour of certain corporals, who, being 
gentlemen of sedentary pursuits in private life and excitable 
out of decors, broke several windows with their bayonets, 
and rendered it imperative on the commanding officer to 
deliver them over to a strong guard, with whom they fought 
at intervals as they came along,—it was nine o’clock when 
the locksmith reached home. A hackney-coach was waiting 
near bis door; and as he passed it, Mr. Haredale looked from 
the window and called him by his name. ; 

“The sight of you is good for sore eyes, Sir,” said the 
locksmith, stepping up to him. “I wish you had walked in, 
though, rather than waited here.” 

“There is nobody at home, I find,” Mr. Haredale answered j 
“besides, I desired to be as private as 1 could.” 

“Humph!"* muttered the locksmith, looking round at his 
house. ‘“*Gone with Simon Tappertit to that precious Branch, 
no doubit.* 

Mr. Haredaie invited him to come into the coach, and, if 
he were not tired or anxious to go home, to ride with him a 
little way that they might have some talk together. Gabriel 
cheerfully complied, and the coachman mounting his box 
drove off. : 

“Varden,” said Mr. Haredale, after a minute’s pause, 
“you will be amazed to hear what errand E am on; it will 
seem a very strange one.” 

“JY have no doubt it’s a reasonable one, Sir, and has a 
Meaning in it.” replied the locksmith; “or it would not be 
Yours at all. Have you just come back to town, Sir?” 

“But half-an-hour ago.” 

“Bringing no news of Barnaby, or his mother?” said the 
focksmith dubiously. ‘Ah! you needn’t shake your head, 
Sir, It was a wildgoose chase. 1 feared that, from the 
first. You exhausted all reasonable means of discovery 
when they went away. To begin again after so long a time 
as passed is hopeless, Sir—quite hopeless.” 

“Why, where are they?” he returned impatiently. ‘* Where 
tan they be? Above ground?” 

“God knows,” rejoined the Jocksmith, “many that I 
knew above it five years ago, have their beds under the 
grass now. And the world is a wide place. It’s a hopeless 
attempt, Sir, believe me. We must leave the discovery of 


this mystery, like all others, to time, and accident, and 


© 


Beaven’s pleasure.” 
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“Warden, my good fellow,” said Mr. Haredale, “tI have a 
deeper meaning in my present anxiety to” find them out, 
than you can fathom. It is not a mere whim; it is not the 
easual revival of my old wishes and desires; but an earnest, 
solemn purpose. My thoughts and dreams all tend to it, 
aud fix it in my mind. I have no rest by day or night; I 
have no peace or quiet; 1 am haunted.” 

His voice was so altered from its usual tones. and his 
manner bespoke se much emotion, that Gabrie}, in his 
wonder, could only sit and lock towards him in the dariness, 
and faney the expressioa of his face. 

“Do not ask me.” continued Mr. Haredale, “to explain 
myself, If I were to do so, you would think me the victim 
ef some hideous fancy. It is enough that this is so, and 
that T cannot—no, I cannot—lie quietly in my bed, without 
doing what will seem to you incomprehensible.” 

“Since when, Sir,” said the locksmith after a pause, “bas 
this uneasy feeling been upon you?” 

Mr. Haredale hesitated for some moments, and then replleds 
““Sinee the night of the storm. In short, since the last nine« 
teenth of March.” 

- As though he feared that Varden might express surprise, 
er reason with him, he hastily went on: 

“You will think, f know, [I labour under some delusicn. 
Perhaps Edo. But it is not a morbid one; it is a wholesome 
auction ef the mind, reasoning on actual occurrences. You 
know the furniture remains in Mrs. Rudge’s house, and that 
it has been shut up, by my orders, since she went away, 
save once a week or so, when an old neighbour visits it to 
seare away the rats. Tam on my way there now.” 

“Wor what purpose?” asked the locksmith. 

“To pass the oight there,’ he replied: “and not to-night 
alone, but many nights. This is a secret which L trust to you 
in case of any unexpected emergency. You will not come, 
unless ip case of strong necessity, to me; from dusk to broad 
day I shall be there. Emma, your daughter, and the rest, 
suppose me out of London, as I have been until within this 
hour, Do not undeceive them. This is the errand I am 
bound upon. 1 know T may confide it to you, and I rely 
upon your questioning me no further at this time.” 

With that, as if to change the theme, he ted the astounded 
fecksmiith tack to the aight of the Maypole bighwayman, 
te the sobbery of Edward Chester. to the reappearance of 
the msn at Mrs, Rudge’s house, avd to al] the strange cir- 
cumstences which afterwards occurred. He even asked 
him carelessly about the man’s height, his face, bis figure, 
whether he was like any one he had ever seen—like Hugh, 


"for instance, or. ‘any map he had knowa at any time—and 


re Many questions of that sort, which the locksmith, con- 
them as mere devices to engage his attentien. and 
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prevent ‘his expressing the astonishment he felt, answered 
pretty much at random. : ; 

At length they arrived at the corner of the street in which 
the house stood, where Mr. Haredale, alighting, dismissed. 
the coach. ‘If you desire to see me safely lodged,” he said 
turning to the locksmith with a gloomy smile, “you can,’ 

Gabriel, te whom all former marvels had been nothing in 
comparison with this, followed him along the narrow pave- 
ment in silence. When they reached the door, Mr, Haredale 
softly opened it with a key he had about him, and closing it 
when Varden entered, they were left in thorough darkness. 

They groped their way into the ground-floor room. Here 
Mr. Haredale struck a light and kindled a pocket taper he 
had brought with him for the purpose. It was then, when 
the flame was full upon him, that the locksmith saw for the 

. first time how haggard, pale, and changed he looked; how 
worn and thin he was; how perfectly his whole appearance 
coincided with alJ that he had said so strangely as they rode 
along. It was noi an unnatural impulse in Gabriel, after 
what he had heard, to note curiously the expression of his 
eyes. It was perfectly collected and rational;—so much 80, 
indeed, that he felt ashamed of his momentary suspicion, 
and drooped his own wher Mr. Haredale looked towards 
him, as if he feared they would betray his thoughts. 

“Will you walk through the house?” said Mr. Haredale, 
with a glance towurds the window, the crazy shutters of 
which were closed and fastened. ‘Speak low.” 

There was a kind of awe about the place, which would 
have rendered it difficult to speak in any other manner, 
Gabriel whispered ‘*Yes,”’ and followed him upstairs, 

Everything was just as they had scen it last. There was 
a sense of closeness from the exclusion of fresh air, and a 
gloom and heaviness around, as though long imprisonmént 
had made the very silence sad. The homely hangings of the 
beds and windows had begun to droop; the dust lay thick 
upon their dwindling folds; and damps had made their way 
through ceiling, wall, and floor. The boards creaked beneath 
their tread as if resenting the unaccustomed intrusion; 
nimble spiders. paralysed by the taper’s glare. checked the 
motion of their hundred legs upon the wall, or dropped like 
lifeless things upon the ground; the death-watch ticked 
aloud; and the scampering feet of rats and mice rattled 
behind the wainscot. 

As they looked about them on the decaying furniture. it 
was strange to find how vividly it presented those to whom it 
had belonged, and with whom it was once familiar. Grip 
seemed to perch again upon his high-backed chair; Barnaby 
to crouch in his old favourite corner by the fire; the mother 
to resume her usual seat, and watch him as of old. Even 
when they could separate these objects from the phantoms 
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of the mind which they invoked, the latter only glided out of 
sight, but lingered near them still; for then they seemed to 
lurk in closets and behind the doors, ready to start out and 
suddenly accost them in their well-remembered tones. 

They went downstairs, and again into the room they had 
just now left. Mr. Haredale unbuckled his sword and laid 
it on the table, with a pair of pocket pistols; then told the 
locksmith he would light him to the door. 

:“But this is a dull place, Sir,” said Gabriel, lingering; 
“may no one share your watch?” , 

He shook his head, and so plainly evinced his wish to be 
alone, that Gabriel could say no more. In another moment 
the locksmith was standing in the street, whence he could 
see that the light once more travelled upstairs, and soon 
returning to the room below, shone brightly through the 
ehinks in the shutters. 

If ever man were sorely puzzled and perplexed, the lock< 
smith was, that night. Even when snugly seated by his own 
fireside, with Mrs. Varden opposite in a night-cap and night- 
jacket, and Dolly beside him (in a most distracting dishabille) 
eurling her hair, and smiling as if she had never cried in all 
her life and never could—even then, with Toby at his elbow 
and his pipe in his mouth, and Miggs (but that perhaps was 
not much) falling asleep in the background, he could not quite 
discard his wonder and uneasiness. So, in his dreams—still 
there was Mr. Haredale, haggard and careworn, listening in 
the solitary house to every sound that stirred, with the taper 
shining through the chinks until the day should turn it pale 
and end his lonely watching. 


CHAPTER THE FORTY-THIRD 

Next morning brought no satisfaction to the locksmith’s 
thoughts, nor next day, nor the next, nor many others. Often 
after nightfall he entered the streets, and turned his eyes 
towards the well-known house; and as surely as he did so, 
there was the solitary light, still gleaming through the 
crevices of the window-shutter, while all within was motion- 
less, noiseless, cheerless, as a grave. Unwilling to hazard 
Mr. Haredale’s favour by disobeying his strict injunction, he 
never ventured to knock at the door or to make his presence 
known in any way. But whenever strong interest and 
curiosity attracted him to the spot—which was not seldom 
—the light was always there. 

. If he could have known what passed within, the knowledge 
would have yielded him no clue to this mysterious vigil. 
At twilight, Mr. Haredale shut himself up, and at daybreak 
he came forth. He never missed a night, always came and 
went alone, and never varied his proceedings in the least 
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The manner of his watch was this. At dusk, he entered 
the house in the same way as when the locksmith bore him 
company, kindled a light, went through the rooms, and 
narrowly examined them. That donc, he returned to the 
chamber on the ground-floor, and laying his sword and 
pistals on the table, sat by it until morning. 

He usually had a book with him, and often tried to read, 
but never fixed his eyes or thoughts upon it for five minutes 
together. The slightest noise without doors caught bis ear; 
a step upon the pavement seemed to make his heart leap. 

He was not without some refreshment during the long 
lonely hours; generally carrying in his pocket a sandwich of 
bread and meat, and a small ilask of wine. The latter, diluted 
with large quantities of water, he drank in a heated, feverish 
way, as though his throat were dried up; but he scarcely 
ever broke his fast, by so much as a crumb of bread. 

Ff this voluntary sacrifice of sleep and comfort had its 
origin, as the locksmith on consideration was disposed to 
think, in any superstitious expectation of the fulfilment of 
a dream or vision connected with the event on which he had 
brooded for so many years, and if he waited for some ghostly 
visitor who walked abroad when men lay sleeping in their 
beds, he showed no trace of fear or wavering. Bis stern 
features expressed the most inflexible resolution; his brows 
Were puckered, and his lips compressed, with deep and 
settled purpose; and when he started at a noise and listened, 
it was not with the start of fear but hope, and catching up 
his sword as though the hour had come at last, he would 
clutch it in his tight-clenched hand, and listen, with sparkling 
eyes and eager looks, until it died away. 

‘These disappointments were numerous, for they ensued on 
almost every sound, but his constancy was not shaken. Still, 
every night he was at his post, the same stern, sleepless 
sentinel; and still-night passed, and morning dawned, and he 
must watch again. 

This went on forqweeks; he had taken a lodging at Vauxhall 
in which to pass the day and rest himself; and from this 
places when the tide served, he usually came to London 

ridge from Westminster by water, in order that he might 
avoid the busy streets. 

One evening, shortly before twilight, he came to his 
accustomed road upon the river’s bank, intending to pass 
through Westminster Hall into Palace Yard, and there take 
‘boat to London Bridge as usual. There was a pretty large 
concourse of people assembled round the Houses of Parlia- 
ment, looking at the Members as they entered and departed, 
and giving vent to rather noisy demonstrations of approvak 
or dislike, according to their known opinions. As he made. 
his way among the throng, he heard once or twice the No- 
Popery ery, which was then becoming pretty familiar to the 
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observing that the idlers were of the lowest grade, he neither 
thought nor cared about it, but made his way along, with 
perfect indifference ; 

There were many little knots and groups of persons in 
Westminster Fiall: some few looking upward at its noble 
ceiling, and at the rays of evening light, tinted by the setting 
sun, which streamed in a slant through its small windows, 
and growing dimmer by degrees, were quenched in the 
gathering gloom below; some, noisy passengers, mechanics 
going home from work, and otherwise, who hurried quickly 
through, waking the echoes with their voices, and soon 
darkening the smail door in the distance, as they passed into 
the street beyond; some, in busy conference together on 
political or private matters, pacing slowly up and down with 
eyes that sought the ground, and seeming, by their attitudes, 
to listen earnestly from head to foot. Here, a dozen squab- 
bling urchins made a very Babel in the air; there, a solitary 
man, half clerk, half mendicant, paced up and down with 
hungry dejection in his look and gait; at his elbow passed 
an errand-lad, swinging his basket round and round, and 
with his shrill whistle riving the very timbers of the roof; 
while a more observant schoolboy, halfway through, pocketed 
his ball, and eyed the distant beadle, as he came looming on. 
It was that time of evening when, if you shut your eyes and 
open them again, the darkness of an hour appears to have 
gathered in a second. The smooth-worn pavement, dusty 
with footsteps, still called upon the lofty walls to reiterate 
the shuffie and the tread of feet unceasingly, save when the 
closing of some heavy door resounded through the building 
like a clap of thunder, and drowned all other noises in its 
roiling sound. 

Mr. Haredale, glancing only at such of these groups as he 
passed nearest to, and then in a manner betokening that his 
thoughts were elsewhere, had nearly traversed the Hall, 
when two persons before him caught his attention. One of 
these, a gentleman in elegant attire, carried in his hand a 
cane, which he twirled in a jaunty manner as he loitered on; 
the other, an obsequious, crouching, fawning figure, listened 
to what he said—at times throwing in an humble word him- 
self—and, with his shoulders shrugged up to his ears, rubbed 
his hands submissively, or answered at intervals by an 
inclination of the head, half-way between a nod of acquies- 
cense, and a bow of most préfound respect. 

In the abstract there was nothing very remarkable in this 
pair, for servility waiting on a handsome suit of clothes and 
a cahe—not to speak of gold and silver sticks, or wands of 
office—is common enough. But there was that about the 
well-dressed man, yes, and about the other likewise, which 
struck Mr. Haredale with po pleasant feeling. He hesitated, 
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stopped, and would have stepped aside and turned out of hig 
path, but at the moment, the other two faced about quickly, 
and stumbled upon him before he could avoid them. 

The gentleman with the cane lifted his hat and had begun 
to tender an apology, which Mr: Haredale had begun as 
hastily to acknowledge and walk away, when he stopped 
short and cried, ‘“‘Haredale! Gad bless me, this is strange 
indeed!” : 

“It is,” he returned impatiently; ‘ yes—a—” ; 

“My dear friend,”’ cried the other, detaining him, “why 
such great speed? One minute, Haredale, for the sake of old 
acquaintance.”’ , 

“T am in haste,” he said. ‘Neither of us has sought this 
meeting. Let it be a brief one. Good-night!” 

“Fie, fie!”? replied Sir John (for it was he), “how very 
churlish! We were speaking of you. Your name was on 
my lips—perhaps you heard me mention it? No? I am 
sorry for that. I am really sorry—You know our friend 
here, Haredale? This is really a most remarkable meeting!’ 

- The friend, plainly very ill at ease, had made bold to press 
Sir John’s arm, and to give him other significant hints that 
he was desirous of avoiding this introduction. As it did not 
suit Sir John’s purpose, however, that it should be evaded, 
he appeared quite unconscious of these silent remonstrances, 
and inclined his hand towards him, as he spoke, to call attention 
to him more particularly. . 

The friend, therefore, had nothing for it, but to muste 
up the pleasant smile he could, and to make a conciliatory 
bow, as Mr. Haredale turned his eyes upon him. Seeing 
that he was recognised, he put out his hand in an awkward 
and embarrassed manner, which was not mended by its 
contemptuous rejection. ; 

“Mr. Gashford!” said Haredale, coldly. “It is as I have 
heard then. You have left the darkness for the light, Sir, 
and hate those whose opinions you formerly held, with all 
the bitterness of a renegade. You are an honour, Sir, to any 
cause. I wish the one you espouse at present, much joy of 
the acquisition it has made.’ 

The secretary rubbed his hands and bowed, as though he 
would disarm his adversary by humbling himself before him, 
Sir John Chester again exclaimed, with an air of great gaiety, 
“Now, really, this is a most remarkable meeting!”? and took 
a pinch of snuff with his usual self-possession. 

“Mr. Haredale,” said Gashford, stealthily raising his eyes, 
and letting them drop again when they met the other’s 
steady gaze, “‘is too conscientious, too honourable, too manly, 
I am sure, to attach unworthy motives to an honest change 
of opinions, even though it implies a doubt of those he holds 
himself. Mr. Haredale is too just, too generous, too clear- 
sighted in his moral vision, to—” 


-BARNABY RUDGE 289 


_. “Yes, Sir?” he rejoined with a sarcastic smile, finding that 
the secretary stopped. ‘You were saying—” , 

'  Gashford meekly shrugged his shoulders, and looking on 
the ground again, was silent, ; : 

“No. but Jet us really.” interposed Sir John at this juncture, 

“Jet us really, for a moment, contemplate the very remarkable 
character of this meeting. Haredale, my dear friend, pardon 
me if [ think you are not sufficiently impressed with its 
singularity. Here we stand, by no previous appointment or 
arrangement, three old.schoolfellows, in Westminster Hall; 
three old boarders in a remarkably dull and shady seminary 
at Saint Omer’s, where you, being Catholics and of necessity 
educated out of England, were brought up; and where I, 
being a promising young Protestant at that time, was sent 
to learn the French tongue from a native of Paris!” 

“Add to the singularity, Sir John,’ said Mr. Haredale, 
“that some of you Protestants of promise are at this moment 
leagued im yonder building, to prevent our having the sur- 
passing and unheard-of privilege of teaching our children to 
read and write—here—in this land, where thousands of us 
enter your service every year, and to preserve the freedom 
of which, we die in bloody battles abroad, in heaps: and that 
others of you, to the number of some thousands as I learn, 
are ted ep to look on al] men of my creed as wolves and beasts 
of prey. by this man Gashford. Add to it besides, the bare 
facts that this man lives in society, walks the streets in 
broad slay—{ was about to say. holds up his head, but that 
he does oot—and it will be strange, and very strange, I 
grant you.” 

“Oh! you are very hard upon our friend,” replied Sir John, 
witb an engaging smile. ‘* You are really very hard upon our 
friend!” ; 

“Let him go on, Sir John,” said Gashford, fumbling wit 
his gloves. “Let him go on. I can make allowances, Sir 
John. J am honoured with your good opinion, and [ can 
dispense with Mr. Haredale’s. Mr. Haredale isa sufferer 
from the penal Jaws, and I can’t expect. his favour.” 

“You have so much in my favour, Sir,” retorted Mr. Hare- 
dale, with a bitter glance at the third party in their conver- 
sation, “that I am glad to see you in such good company. 
You are the essence of your great Association, in yourselves.” 

“Now, there you mistake,” said Sir John, in his most 
benignant way.  *’There—which is a most remarkable cir- 
cumstance for a man of your punctuality and exactness, my 
dear Haredale—you fal] into an error. U don’t belong to 
the body; I have an immense respect for its members, but. I 
don’t belong to it; although I am, it is certainly true, the con- 
scientious opponent of your being relieved. I feel it my duty: 
to be so; it is a most unfortunate necessity; and cost’ me a 
bitter struggle.—Will you try this box? If you don’t object 
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to a trifling infusion of a very chaste scent, you'll find it 
flavour exquisite.” | : 

“Task your pardon, Sir John,” said Mr. Haredale, declinin; 
the proffer with a motion of his hand, “for having ranke. 
you among the humble instruments who are obvious and is 
all men’s sight. I should have done more justice to you 
genius. Men of your capacity plot in secrecy and safety 
and leave exposed posts to the duller wits.” 

“Don’t apologise, for the world,” repiied Sir John sweetly 
“old friends like you and I may be allowed some freedoms, 
or the deuce is in it.” 

Gashford, who had been very restless all this time, but hac 
not once looked up, now turned to Sir John, and ventured te 
mutter something to the effect that he must go, or my lord 
would perhaps be waiting. : 

“Don’t distress yourself, good Sir,” said Mr. Haredale 
“Yl take my leave, and put you at your ease—” which he 
was about to do without further ceremony, when he was 
stayed by a buzz and murmur at the upper end of the hall, 
and, looking in that direction, saw Lord George Gordon 
coming on, with a crowd of people round him. 

There was a lurking look of triumph, though very differently 
expressed, in the faces of his two companions, which made it 
® natural impulse on Mr. Haredale’s part not to give way 
before this leader, but to stand there while he passed. He 
drew himself up to his full height and, clasping his hands 
behind him, looked on with a proud and scornful aspect, 
while Lord George slowly advanced (for the press was great 
about him) towards the spot where they were standing. 

He had left the House of Commons but that moment, and 
had come straight down into the Hall, bringing with him, 
as his custom was, intelligence of what had been said that 
night in reference to the Papists, and what petitions had 
been presented in their favour, and who had supported them, 
and when the bill was to be brought in, and when it would be 
advisable to present their own Great Protestant petition. 
All this he toid the persons about him in a loud voice, and 
with great abundance of ungainly gesture. ‘Those who were 
nearest him made comments to each other, and vented threats 
and murmurings; those who were outside the crowd cried, 
“Silence,” and ‘Stand back,” or closed in pa the rest, 
endeavouring to make a forcible exchange of places: and so 
they came driving on in a very disorderly and irregular way, 
as it is the manner of a crowd to do. 

When they were very near to where the secretary, Sit 
John, and Mr. Haredale stood, Lord George turned round and, 
making a few remarks of a sufficiently violent and incoherent 
kind, concluded with the usual sentiment, and called for 
three cheers to back it. While theso were in the act of 

cing given with great energy, he extricated himself from 


BARNABY RUDGE 291° 


the press, and stepped up to Gashford’s side. Both he and 
Sir John being well known to the populace, they feil back a 
little, and left the four standing together. 

“Mr, Haredale, Lord George,” said Sir John Chester, 
seeing that the nobleman regarded him with an inquisitive 

' Jook. “A Catholic gentleman unfortunately—most un- 
happily a Catholic—but an esteemed acquaintance of mine, 
and once of Mr. Gashford’s. My dear Haredale, this is Lord 
George Gordon.” 

“IT should have known that, had I been ignorant of his 
lerdship’s person,” said Mr. Haredale. ‘I hope there is but 
one gentleman in England who, addressing an ignorant and 
excited throng, would speak of a large body of his fellow- 
subjects in such injurious language as I heard this moment. 
Fer shame, my lord, fer shame!” 

“I cannot talk to you, Sir,” replied Lord George in a loud 
voice, and waving his hand in a disturbed and agitated 
manner; “‘we have nothing in common.” 

“We have much in common—many things—all that the 
Almighty gave us,” said Mr. Haredale; “‘and common charity, 
my lord, not to. say common sense and common decency, 
should teach you to refrain from these proceedings. If every 
one of those men had arms in their hands at this moment, 
as they have them in their heads, I would not leave this 

ce without telling you that you disgrace your station.” 

“TI don’t hear you, Sir,” he replied in the same manner as 
before; “I can’t hear you. It is indifferent to me what 
you say. Don’t retort, Gashford,” for the secretary had 
made a show of wishing to do so: “I can hold no communion 
with the worshippers of idols.” 

_ Ashe said this, he glanced at Sir John, who lifted his hands 

_ and eyebrows, as if deploring the intemperate conduct of 

Mr. Haredale, and smiled in admiration of the crowd, and of 

their leader. 

“He retort!” cried Haredale. ‘Look you here, my lord. 

Do you know this man?” 

Lord George replied by laying his hand upon the shoulder 

of his cringing secretary, and viewing him with a smile of 
confidence. | 

_ “This man,” said Mr. Haredale, eyeing him from top to 
toe, ‘““who in his boyhood was a thief, and has been from that 

_ time to this, a servile, false, and truckling knave: this man, 

“whe has crawled and crept through life, wounding the hands 
he licked, and biting those he fawned upon: this sycophant, 
who hever knew what honour, truth, or courage meant; who 
‘robbed his benefactor’s daughter of her virtue, and married 
her to break her heart, and did it, with stripes and cruelty: 

| this creature, who has whined at kitchen windows for the 

_ broken food, and begged for halfpence at our chapel doors: 

_ this apostle of the faith, whose tender conscieice cannot 
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bear the altars where his vicious life was publicly denounced 
—Do you know this man, my lord?” 

“Oh, really—you are very, very hard upon our friend!” 
exclaimed Sir John. 

“Let Mr. Haredale go on,” said Gashford, upon whose 
unwholesome face the perspiration had broken out during 
this speech, in blotches of wet; ‘‘I don’t mind him, Sir John; 
it’s quite as indifferent to me what he says, as it is to my lord; 
if he reviles my lord, as you have heard, Sir John, how can I 
hope to escape?” - ; 

“Is it not enough, my lord,’? Mr, Haredale continued, 
“that I, as good a gentleman as you, must hold my property, 
such as it is, by a-trick at which the State connives because 
of these hard laws; and that we may not teach our youth in 
schools the common principles of right and wrong; but must 
we be denounced and ridden by such men as this! Here is a 
man to head your No-Popery cry, my lord! For shame, 
For shame!” 

The infatuated nobleman had glanced more than once at 
Sir John Chester, as if to inquire whether there was any truth 
in these statements concerning Gashford, and Sir John had 
as often plainly answered by a shrug or look, ‘‘Oh dear me! 
no.” He now said, in the same loud key, and in the same 
strange manner as before: 

“T have nothing to say, Sir, in reply, and no desire to hear 
anything more. I beg you won’t obtrude your conversation, 
or these personal attacks, upon me. I shall not be deterred 
from doing my duty to my country and my countrymen, by 
any such attempts, whether they proceed from emissaries 
of the Pope or not, I assure you. Come, Gashford!” 

They had walked on a few paces while speaking, and were 
now at the Hall-door, through which they passed together. 
Mr. Haredale, without any leave-taking, turned away to the 
river-stairs, which were close at hand, and hailed the only 
boatman who remained there. 

But the throng of people—the foremost of whom had heard 
every word that Lord George Gordon said, and among all 
of whom the rumour had been rapidly dispersed that the 
stranger was a Papist who was bearding him for his advocacy 
of the popular cause—came pouring out pell-mell, and, forcing 
the nobleman, his secretary, and Sir John Chester on before 
them, so that they appeared to be at their head, crowded to 
the top of the stairs where Mr. Haredale waited until the 
boat was ready, and there stood still, leaving him on a little 
clear space by himself. 

They were not silent, however, though inactive. At first 
some indistinct mutterings arose among them, which were 
followed by a hiss or two, and these swelled by degrees into a 
perfect storm. Then one voice said, ‘‘ Down with the Papists!” 
and there was a pretty general cheer, but nothing more. After 
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_ 8 lull of a few moments, one man cried out, “Stone him;” 
’ another, “Duck him;” another in a stentorian voice, ‘‘No 
Popery!”. This favourite cry the rest re-echoed, and the 
mob which might have been two hundred strong, joined i ina 
general shout, 

Mr. Haredale had stood calmly on the brink of the steps, 
until they made this demonstration, when he looked round 
contemptuously, and walked at a slow pace down the stairs. 
Ile was pretty near the boat, when Gashford, as if without 
intention, turned about, and directly afterwards a great 
stone was thrown by some hand in the crowd, which struck 
him on the head, and made him stagger like a drunken man. 

The blood sprang freely from the wound, and trickled down 
his coat. He turned directly, and rushing up the steps 
with a boldness and passion which made them all fall back, 
demanded: 

“Who did that? Show me that man who hit me.” 

Not a soul moved; except some in the rear who slunk off, 
and, escaping to the other side of the way, looked on like 
indifferent spectators. 

“Who did that?” he repeated. “Show me the man who 
didit. Dog, wasit you? It was your deed, if not your hand 
—I know you,” 

He threw himself on Gashford as he said these words, and 
hurled him to the ground. There was a sudden motion in 
the crowd, and some laid hands upon him, but his sword was 
out, and they fell off again, 

“My lord—Sir John,” he cried, “draw, one of you—you 
are responsible for this outrage, and I look to you. Draw, 
if you are gentlemen.” With that he struck Sir John upon 
the breast with the flat of his weapon, and with a burning 
face and flashing eyes stood upon his guard; alone, before 
them all, 

For an instant, for the briefest space of time the mind can 
readily conceive, there was a change in Sir John’s smooth 
face, such as no man ever saw there. The next moment, he 
stepped forward, and laid one hand on Mr. Haredale’s arm, 
while with the other he endeavoured to appease the crowd. 

“My dear friend, my good Haredale, you are blinded with 
passion—it’s very natura], extremely natural—but you don’t 
know friends from foes.” 

“*T know them all, Sir, I can distinguish well—” he retorted, 
almost mad with rage. “Sir John, my lord—do you hear 
me? Are you cowards?” 

“Never mind, Sir,” said a man, forcing his way between 
and pushing him towards the stairs with a friendly violence, 
“never mind asking that. For God’s sake, get away. What 
can you do against this number? And there are as many 
~ more. in the next street, who'll be round directly’ *—indeed 

they began to pour in as he said the words—*‘you’d be giddy 
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from that cut, in the first, heat of a scuffle. Now do retire, 
Sir, or take my word for it you'll be worse used than you 
would be if every man in the crowd was a woman, and that 
woman Bloody Mary. Come, Sir, make haste—as quick as 
you can.” : 

Mr, Haredale, who began to turn faint and sick, felt how 
sensible this advice was, and descended the steps with his 
unknown friend’s assistance. Joha Grueby (for John it was) 
helped him into the boat, and giving her a shove off which 
sent her thirty feet into the tide, bade the waterman pull 
away like a Briton; and walked up again as composedly as if 
he had just landed. 

There was at first a slight disposition on the part of the 
mob to resent this interference; but John looking particularly 
strong and cool, and wearing besides Lord George’s livery, 
they thought better of it, and contented themselves with 
sending a shower of small missiles after the boat, which 
plashed harmlessly in the water, for she had by this time 
cleared the bridge, and was darting swiftly down the centre 
of the stream, ; : 

From this amusement, they proceeded to giving Protestant 
knocks at the doors of private houses, breaking a few lamps, 
and assaulting some stray constables, But it being whispered 
that a detachment of Life Guards had been sent for, they 
took to their heels with great expedition, and left the street 
quite clear. 


CHAPTER THE FORTY-FOURTH 

Wuen the concourse separated, and, dividing into chance 
clusters, drew off in various directions, there still remained 
upon the scene of the late disturbance, one man. This man 
was Gashford, who, bruised by his late fall, and hurt in a 
much greater degree by the indignity he had undergone, and 
the exposure of which he had been the victim, limped up and 
down, breathing curses and threats of vengenace. 

It was not the ‘secretary’s nature to waste his wrath in 
words. While he vented the froth of his malevolence in these 
effusions, he kept a steady eye on two men, who, haviag 
disappeared with the rest when the alarm was spread, had 
since returned, and were now visible in the moonlight, af no 
great distance, as they walked to and fro, and talked together. 

He made no move towards them, but waited patiently on 
the dark side of the street, until they were tired of strolling 
backwards and forwards and walked away in company. Then 
he followed, but at some distance: keeping them in view, 
without appearing to have that object, or being seen by them. 

They went up Parliament Street, past Saint Martin’s 
Church, and away by Saint Giles’s to Tottenham Court Read, 
at the back of which, upon the western side, was then a place 
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talled the Green Lanes. ‘This was a retired spot, not of the 
choicest kind, leading into the fields. Great heaps of ashes; 
stagnant. pools, overgrown with rank grass and duckweed ; 
broken turnstiles; and the upright pests of palings long since 
carried cif for firewood, which menaced all heediess. walkers 
with their jagged and rusty nails; were the leading features 
of the landscape; while here and there a donkey, or a ragged 
horse, tethered to a stake, and cropping off a wretched meal 
from the coarse stunted turf, were quite in keeping with the 
scene, and would have suggested (if the houses had not done 
50 sufficiently, of themselves) how very poor the people were 
who lived in the crazy huts adjacent, and how foolhardy it 
might prove for one who carried money, or wore decent 
clothes, to walk that way alone, unless by daylight. 

Poverty has its whims and shows of taste, as wealth has, 
Some of these cabins were turreted, some had false windows 
painted on their rotten walls; one had a mimic clock, upon a 
crazy tower of four feet high, which sereened the chimney; 
each in its little pateh of ground had a rude seat or arbour. 
The population dealt in bones, in rags, in broken glass, in 
old wheels, in birds, and dogs. These, in their several ways 
of stowoge, filled the gardens; and shedding a perfume, not 
of the most delicious nature, in the air, filled it besides with 
yelps, and screams, and howling. 

Into this retreat, the secretary followed the two men 
whom he had held in sight; and here he saw them safely 
lodged, in one of the meanest houses, which was but a room, 
and that of small dimensions. He waited without, until 
the sound of their voices, joined in a discordant song, assured 
him they were making merry; and then approaching the door, 
by means of a tottering plank which crossed the ditch in 
front, knocked at it with his hand. 

“Muster Gashford!” said the man who opened it, takin 
his pipe from his mouth, in evident surprise. “Why, whord 
have thought of this here honour! Walk in, Muster Gash- 
ford—walk in, Sir.” 

Gashford required no second invitation, and entered with a 
gracious air. ‘There was a fire in the rusty grate (for though 
the spring was pretty far advanced, the nights were cold), 
and on a stool beside it Hugh sat smoking. Dennis placed 
a chair, his only one, for the secretary, in front of the hearth; 
and took his seat again upon the stool he had left when he 
rose to give the admission. 

“What's in the wind now, Muster Gashford?”* he said as he 
resumed his pipe, and looked at him askew. ‘Any orders 
from headquarters? Are we going to begin? What is it, 
Muster Gashford?” 

* “Ob, nothing, nothing, joined the secretary, with a 
friendly nod to Hugh. ‘We have broken the ice, though. 
‘We Bai a little spurt dateh, Dennis?” 
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“A very little one,” growled the hangman. “Not half 
enough for me.” i 

“Nor me either!” cried Hugh. ‘Give us something to 
do with life in it—with life in it, master. Ha, ha!” 

“Why, you wouldn’t,” said the secretary, with his worst 
expression of face, and in his mildest tones, “have anything 
to do, with—with death in it?” : 

“I don’t know that,” replied Hugh. “I’m open to orders. 
I don’t care; not I.” 

“Nor I!” vociferated Dennis. 

“Brave fellows!” said the secretary, in as pastor-like a 
voice as if he were commending them for some uncommon act 
of valour and generosity. “By the bye”—and here he 
stopped and warmed his hands: then suddenly looked up— 
“who threw that stone to-day?” ; 

Mr. Dennis coughed and shook his head, as who should 
say, ‘‘A mystery indeed!” Hugh sat and smoked in silence. 

“It was well done!” said the secretary, warming his hands 
again. “TI should like to know that man.” ‘ 

“Would you?” said Dennis, after looking at his face to 
assure himself that he was serious. ‘Would you like 
to know that man, Muster Gashford?” 

“T should indeed,” replied the secretary. : 

““Why then, Lord love you,” said the hangman, in his 
hoarsest chuckle, as he pointed with his pipe to Hugh, “there 
he sets. That’s the man. My stars and halters, Muster 
Gashford,” he added in a whisper, as he drew his stool clase 
to him and jogged him with his elbow, ‘what a interesting 
blade he is!’ He wants as much holding in as a thorough- 
bred bulldog. If it hadn’t been for me to-day, he’d have 
had that ’ere Roman down, and made a riot of it, in another 
minute.” 

“And why not?” cried Hugh in a surly voice, as he over- 
heard this last remark. ‘“Where’s the good of putting 
things off? Strike while the iron’s hot; that’s what I say.”” 

“Ah!” retorted Dennis, shaking his head, with a kind of 
pity for his friend’s ingenuous youth: “but suppose the iron 
an’t hot, brother! You must get people’s blood up afore 
you strike, and have ’em in the humour. There wasn’t 
quite enough to provoke ’em to-day, I tell you. Ifyou’d had 
your way, you'd have spoilt the fun to come, and ruined us.” 

“Dennis is quite right,” said Gashford, smoothly. “He is 
perfectly correct. Dennis has great knowledge of the world.” 

“T ought to have, Muster Gashford, seeing what a many 
people I’ve helped out of it, eh?” grinned the hangman, 
whispering the words behind his hand. 

The secretary laughed at this jest as much as Dennis 
could desire, and when he had done, said, turning to Hugh: 

“Dennis’s policy was mine, as you may have observeds 
You saw, for instance, how I fell when I was set upon. 
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made no resistance. - I did nothing to provoke ‘an outbreak, 
Oh dear no!” 

“No, by the Lord Harry!” cried Dennis with a noisy laugh, 
“you went down very quiet, Muster Gashford—and very 
flat besides. I thinks to myself at the time ‘it’s all up with 
Muster Gashford!’ I never see a man lay flatter nor more 
still—with the life in him—than you did to-day. He’s a 
rough ’un to play with, is that ’ere Papist, and that’s the fact.” 

The secretary’s face, as Dennis roared with laughter, and 
turned his wrinkled eyes on Hugh who did the like, might have 
furnished a study for the Devil’s picture. He-sat quite silent 
until they were serious again, and then said, looking round: 

“We are very pleasant here; so very pleasant, Dennis, that 
but for my lord’s particular desire that I should sup with 
him, and the time being very near at hand, I should be 
inclined to stop, until it would be hardly safe to go home- 
ward. I come upon a little business—yes, I do—as you 
supposed. It’s very flattering to you being this. If we ever 
should be obliged—and we can’t tell, you know—this is a 
very uncertain world—” 

“I believe you, Muster Gashford,” interposed the hangman 
withagravenod. ‘The uncertainties as I’ve seen in reference 
to this here state of existence, the unexpected contingencies 
as have come about!—Oh my eye!” and feeling the subject 
much too vast for expression, he puffed at his pipe again, 
and looked the rest. 

“T say,” resumed the secretary, in a slow, impressive way; 
““we can’t tell what may come to pass; and if we should be 
obliged, against our wills, to have recourse to violence, my 
lord (who has suffered terribly to-day, as far as words ean go) 
consigns to you two—bearing in mind my recommendation of 
you both, as good staunch men, beyond all doubt and sus- 
picion—the pleasant task of punishing this Haredale. You 
may do as you please with him, or his; provided that you show 
no mercy, and no quarter, and Jeave no two beams of his 
house standing where the builder placed them. You may 
sack it, burn it, do with it as you like, but it must come down; 
it must be razed to the ground; and he, and all belonging 
to him, left as shelterless as new-born infants whom their 
mothers have exposed. Do you understand me?” said 
Gashford, pausing, and pressing his hands together gently. 

“Understand you, master!” cried Hugh. “You speak 
plain now. Why, this is hearty!” 

“I knew you would like it,” said Gashford, shaking him by 
the hand; ‘‘I thought you would. Good night! Don’t rise, 
Dennis: I would rather find my way alone. I may have to 
make other visits here, and it’s pleasant to come and go 
without disturbing you. I can find my way perfectly well. 
Good night!” 

Hie was gone, and had shut the door behind him. _They 
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looked at each other, and nodded approvingly: Dennis stirred 
up the fire. 

“This looks a little more like business!” he said. 

“Ay, indeed!” eried Hugh; “this suits me!” 

“I've heerd it said of Muster Gashford,” said the hangman 
thoughtfully, “that he’d a surprising memory and wonderful 
firmness—that he never forgot, and never forgave.—Let’s 
drink his health!” 

Hugh readily complied; pouring no liquor on the floor 
when he drank this toast; and they pledged the secretary ag & 
man after their own hearts, in a bumper. 


CHAPTER THE FORTY-FIFTH 

Waite the worst passions of the worst men were thus working 
in the dark, and the mantle of religion, assumed to cover 
the ugliest deformities, threatened to become the shroud of 
all that was good and peaceful in society, a circumstance 
occurred which once more altered the position of two persons 
from whom this history has long been separated, and to 
whom it must now return. 

In a small English country town, the inhabitants of which 
supported themselves by the labour of their hands in plaiting 
and preparing straw for those who made bonnets and other 
articles of dress and ornament from that material,—concealed. 
under an assumed name, and living in a quiet poverty which 
knew no change, no pleasures, and few cares but that of 
struggling on from day to day in the one great toil for bread, 
—tiwelt Barnaby and his mother. Their poor cottage had 
known no stranger’s foot since they sought the shelter of 
its roof five years before; nor had they in all that time held 
any commerce or communication with the old world from 
which they had fled. To labour in peace, and devote her 
labour and her life to her poor son, was all the widow sought. 
if happiness can be said at any time to be the lot of one on 
whom a secret sorrow preys, she was happy now. Tranquillity, 
resignation, and ‘her strong love of him who needed it so 
much, formed the small circle cf her quiet joys; and while 
that remained unbroken, she was contented. 

For Barnaby himself, the time which had flown by, had 
passed him like the wind. The daily suns of years had shed 
no brighter gleam of reason on his mind; no dawn had broken 
on his long, dark night. He would sit sometimes—often for 
days together—on a low seat by the fire or by the cottage 
door, busy at work (for he had learnt the art his mother 
plied), and listening, God help him, to the tales she would 
repeat, as a lure to keep him in her sight. He had no recollec- 
tion of these little narratives; the tale of yesterday was new 
upon the morrow; but he liked them at the moment; and 
when the humour held him, would remain patiently i 
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doors, hearing her stories like a little child,.and working 

cheerfully from sunrise until it was too dark to see. 
- At other times,—and then their scanty earnings were 
barely sufficient to furnish them with food, though of the 
coarsest sort,—be would wander abroad from dawn of day 
until the twilight deepened into night. Few in that place, 
even the children, could be idle, and he had no companions of 
his own kind. Indeed there were not many who could have 
kept up with him in his rambles, had there been a legion. 
But there were a score of vagabond dogs belonging to the 
neighbours, who served his purpose quite as well. With 
two or three of these, or sometimes with a full haif-dozen 
barking at his heels, he would sally forth on some long 
expedition that consumed the day; and though, on their 
return at nightfall, the dogs would come home limping and 
sore-footed, and almost spent with their fatigue, Barnaby 
was up end off at sunrise with some new attendants of the 
same class, with whom he would return in like manner. On 
all these travels, Grip, in his little basket at his master’s 
back, was a constant. member of the party, and when they 
set off in fine weather and in high spirits, no dog barked 
louder than the raven. 
. Their pleasures on these excursions were simple enough, A 
crust of bread and scrap of meat, with water from the brook 
or spring, sufficed for their repast. Barnaby’s enjoyments 
were to walk, and run, and leap, till he was tired; then to 
lie down: in the long grass, or by the growing corn, or in the 
shade of some tall! tree, looking upward at the light clouds as 
they floated over the blue surface of the sky, and listening to 
the lark as she poured out her brilliant song. There were 
wild-flowers to pluck—the bright red poppy, the gentle hare- 
bell, the cowslip, and the rose. There were birds to watch; 
fish; ants; worms; hares or rabbits, as they darted across the 
distant pathway in the wood and so were gone: millions of 
living things to have an interest in, and lie in wait for, and 
dap hands and shout in memory of, when they had dis- 
appeared. In default of these or when they wearied, there 
was the merry sunlight to hunt out, as it crept in aslant 
through leaves and ‘oagie of trees, and hid far down— 
deep, deep, in hollow places—like a silver pool, where nodding 
branches seemed to bathe and sport; sweet scents of summer 
air breathing over fields of beans or clover; the perfume of 
wet leaves or moss; the life of waving trees, and shadows 
always changing. When these or any of them tired, or in 
excess of pleasing tempted him to shut his eyes, there was 
slumber in the midst of all these soft delights, with the gentle 
_ wind murmuring like music in his ears, and everything 

‘around melting into one delicious dream. 

Their hut—for it was little more—stood on the outskirts 
of the town, at a short distance from the high road, but in a 
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secluded place, where few chance passengers strayed at any 
season of the year. It had a plot of garden-ground attached, 
which Barnaby, in fits and starts of working, trimmed, and 
kept in order. Within doors and without, his mother 
laboured for their common good; and -hail, rain, snow, or 
sunshine, found. no difference in her. 

Though so far removed from the scenes of her past life, 
and with so little thought or hope of ever visiting them again, 
she seemed to have a strange desire to know what happened. 
in the busy world. Any old newspaper, or scrap of intelligence 
from London, she caught at with avidity. The excitement 
it produced was not of a pleasurable kind, for her manner at 
such times expressed the keenest anxiety and dread; but 
it never faded in the least degree. Then, and in stormy 
winter nights, when the wind blew loud and strong, the old © 
expression came into her face, and she would be seized with 
a fit of trembling, like one who had an ague. But Barnaby 
noted little of this; and putting a great constraint upon her- 
self, she usually recovered her accustomed manner before 
the change had caught his observation. 

Grip was by no means an idle or unprofitable member of 

the humble household. Partly by dint of Barnaby’s tuition, 
and partly by pursuing a species of self-instruction common to 
his tribe, and exerting his powers of observation to the utmost, 
he had acquired a degree of sagacity which rendered him 
famous for miles round. His conversational powers and 
surprising performances were the universal theme: and as 
many persons came to see the wonderful raven, and none 
left his exertions unrewarded—when he condescended to 
exhibit, which was not always, for genius is capricious— 
his earnings formed an important item in the common stock. 
Indeed, the bird himself appeared to know his value well; 
for though he was perfectly free and unrestrained in the 
presence of Barnaby and his mother, he maintained in public 
an amazing gravity, and never stooped to any other gratuitous 
performances than biting the ankles of vagabond boys (an 
exercise in which he much delighted), killing a fowl or two 
occasionally, and swallowing the dinners of various neigh- 
bouring dogs, of whom the boldest held him in great awe and 
dread. 
' Time had glided on in this way, and nothing had happened 
to disturb or change their mode of life, when, one summer’s 
night in June, they were in their little garden, resting from 
the labours of the day. The widow’s work was yet upon her 
knee, and strewn upon the ground about her; and Barnaby 
stood leaning on his spade, gazing at the brightness in the 
west, and singing softly to himself, 

“A brave evening, mother! If we had, chinking in our 
pockets, but a few specks of that gold which is piled up yonder 
in the sky, we should be rich for life.” 
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“We are. better as we are,” returned the widow with a 
quiet smile. ‘‘Let us be contented, and we do not want and 
need not care to have it, though ‘it lay shining at our feet.” 

> “Ay!” said Barnaby, resting with crossed arms on his 
spade, and looking wistfully at the sunsct, “that’s well 
enough, mother; but gold’s a good thing to have. I wish 
that I knew where to find it. Grip and I could do much 
with gold, be sure of that.” 

““What would you do?” she asked. 

“What! A world of things. We'd dress finely—you and 
I, I mean; not Grip—keep horses, dogs, wear bright colours 
and feathers, do no. more work, live delicately and at our ease. 
Oh, we'd find uses for it, mother, and uses that would do us 
good. I, would I knew where gold was buried. How hard 
i'd work to dig it up!” 

“You do not eas »? said his mother, rising from her scat 
and laying her hand upon his shoulder, ‘‘ what men have done 
to win it, and how they have found, too late, that it glitters 
brightest at a distance, and turns quite dim and dull when 
handled.” 

: “Ay, ay; ‘so you say; so you think,” he answered, still 
looking eagerly in the same direction. ‘For all that, mother, 
I should like to try.” 

**Do you not see,” she said, ‘“‘how red itis? Nothing bears 
s0 many stains of blood, as gold. Avoid it. None have 
such cause to hate its name as we have. Do not so much as 
think of it, dear love. It has brought such misery and suffer- 
ing on your head and mine as few have known, and God grant 
few may have to undergo. I would rather we were dead and 
laid in our graves, than you should ever come to love it.” 

. For a moment Barnaby withdrew his eyes and looked at 
her with wonder. Then, glancing from the redness in tha 
sky to the mark upon his wrist as if he would compare the 
two, he seemed about to question her with earnestness, when 
a new objeet caught his wandering attention, and made him 
quite forgetful of his purpose. 

- This was a man with dusty feet and garments, who stood, 
bareheaded, behind the hedge that divided their patch of 
garden from the pathway, and leant meekly forward as if he 
sought to mingle with their conversation, and waited for his 
time to speak. His face was turned towards the bright- 
ness, too, but the light that fell upon it showed that he was 
blind, and saw it not. 

“A blessing on those voices!” said the wayfarer. “I ‘feel 
the beauty of the night more keenly, when Ihearthem. They 
are like eyes to me. Will they speak again, and cheer the 
heart of a poor traveller?” 

s ete you no guide?” asked the widow, after a moment’s 


“None but that.” he answered, pointing with his staff 
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towards the sun; “and sometimes a milder one at night, but 
she is idle now.” : 
~ “Have you travelled far?” : 

“A weary way and long,” rejoined the traveller as he shook 
his head. “A weary, weary way. I struck my stick just 
how upon the bucket of your well—be pleased to let me have 
a draught of water, lady.’ 

“Why do you cali me lady?” she returned. “Iam as poor 
as you.”’ t ‘ - e 

“Your speech is soft and gentle, and I judge by that,”? 
replied the man. The coarsest stuffs and finest sills, are— 
apart from the sense of touch—alike to me. I cannot judge 
you by your dress.”? 

“Come round this way,” said Barnaby, who had passed out 
at the garden gate and now stood close beside him. “Put 
your hand in mine. ~ You're blind and always in the dark, eh? 
Ave you frightened in the dark? Do you see great crowds of 
faces, now? Do they grin and chatter?” 

“Alas!*? returned the other, “I see nothing, Waking or 
sleeping, nething.”’ 

Barnaby looked curiously at his eyes, and touching them 
with his fingers, as an inquisitive child might do, led him 
towards the house. 

“You have come a Iong distance,” said the widow, meeting 
him at the door. “How have you found your way so far?” 

“Use and necessity are good teachers, as I have heard— 
the best of any,” said the blind man, sitting down upon the 
chair to which Barnaby had led him, and putting his hat and 
stick upon the red-tiled floor. ‘May neither you nor your 
son ever learn under them. ‘They are rough masters.” f 

“You have wandered from the road, too,”’ said the widow, 
in a tone of pity. 

“Maybe, maybe,” returned the blind man witha sigh, and 
yet with something of a smile upon his face, “that’s likely, 
Handposts and milestones are dumb, indeed, to me. Thank 
you the more for this rest, and this refreshing drink!”? 

As he spoke, he raised the mug of water to his mouth. It 
was clear, and cold, and sparkling, but-not to his taste never- 
theless, or his thirst was not very great, for he only wetted 
his lips and put it down again. 

He wore, hanging with 2 long strap round his neck, a kind 
of scrip or wallet, in which to carry food. The widow set 
tome bread and cheese before him, but he thanked her, and 
said that through the kindness of the charitable he had broken 
his fast once since morning, and was not hungry. When he 
had made her this reply, he opened his wallet, and took out a 
few pence, which was all it appeared to contain. 

“Might I make bold to ask,” he said, turning towards 
where Barnaby stood looking on, “that one who has the gift 
of sight, would lay this out for me in bread to keep me on my 
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way? .Heaven’s blessing on the young feet that. will bestix 
Ives in aid of one so helpless as a sighitless man!” 

Barnaby looked at his mother, who nodded assent; in 
another moment he was gone upon his charitable errand. The 
blind man sat listening with an attentive face, until long after 
the sound of his retreating footsteps was inaudible to the 
widow, and then said, suddenly, and in a very altered tones 

“There are various degrees and kinds of blindness, widow. 
There is the connubial blindness, ma’am, which perhaps you 
may have observed in the course of your own experience, and 
which is a kind of wilful and self-bandaging blindness. There 
is the blindness of party, ma’am, and public men, which is the 
blindness of a mad bull in the midst of a regiment of soldiers 
clothed in red. There is the blind confidence of youth, which 
is the blindness of young kittens, whose eyes have not yet 
opened on the world; and there is that physical blindness, 
ma’am, of which I am, contrairy to my own desire, a most 
illustrious example. Added to these, ma’am, is that blind- 
ness of the intellect, of which we have a specimen in your 
interesting son, and which, having sometimes glimmerings 
and dawnings of the light, is scarcely to be trusted as a total 
darkness. ‘Therefore, ma’am, I haye taken the liberty to get 
him out of the way for a short time, while you and I confer 
together, and this precaution arising out of the delicacy of my 
— towards yourself, you will excuse me ma’am, I 

ow.”” 

Having delivered himself of this speech with many flourishes 
of manner, he drew from beneath his coat.a flat stone bottle, 
and holding the cork between his teeth, qualified his mug of 
water with a plentiful infusion of the liquor it contained. He 
politely drained the bumper to her health, and the ladies, 
and setting it down empty, smacked his lips with infinite 
relish. © 

“TI am a citizen of the world, ma’am,”’ said the blind man, 
eorking his bottle, “and if I seem to conduct myself with 
freedom, it is the way of the world. You wonder who I am, 
ma’am, and what has brought me here. Such experience of 
human nature as I have, leads me to that conclusion, without 
the aid of eyes by which to read the movements of your soul 
as depicted in your feminine features. I will satisfy your 
curiosity immediately, ma’am; im-mediately.”? With that 
he slapped his bottle on its broad back, and having put it 
under his garment as before, crossed his legs and folded his 
hands, and settled himself in his chair, previous to proceeding 
any further. i 

The change in his manner was so unexpected, the craft 
and nakedness of his deportment were so much aggravated 
by his condition—for we are accustomed to see in those who 
have lost a human sense, something in its place almost divine 
—and this alteration bred so many fears in her whom he 
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addressed, that she could not pronounce one word. After 
waiting, as it seemed, for some remark or answer, and waiting 
in vain, the visitor resumed: : 

“Madame, my name is Stagg. A friend of mine who has 
desired the honour of meeting with you any time these five 
years past, has commissioned me to call upon you. I should 
be glad to whisper that gentleman’s name in your ear.— 
Zounds, ma’am, are you deaf? Do you hear me say that I 
should be glad to whisper my friend’s name in your ear?” 

“You need not repeat it,’? said the widow, with a stifled 
groan; . “I see too well from whom you come.” 

“But as a man of honour, ma’am,”’ said the blind man, 
striking himself on the breast, ‘“‘whose credentials must not 
be disputed, I take leave to say that I will mention that 
gentleman’s name. Ay, ay,’’ he added, seeming to catch 
with his quick ear ‘the very motion of her hand, “but not 
aloud... With your leave, ma’am, I desire the favour of a 
whisper.” ‘ ‘ 

She moved towards him, and stooped down. He muttered 
® word in her ear; and, wringing her hands, she paced up 
and down the room like one distracted. The blind man, 
with perfect composure, produced his bottle again, mixed 
another glass-full; put it up as before; and, drinking from 
time to time, followed her with his face in silence. 

“You. are slow in conversation, widow,*’ he said after a 
time, pausing in his draught. “We shall have to talk before 
your son.’’ 

“What would you have me do?” she answered. “What 
do you want?” 

““We are poor, widow, we are poor,” he retorted, stretching 
out his right hand, and rubbing his thumb upon its palm. 

“Poor?” she cried. “And what am I?” 

“Comparisons are odious,’’ said the blind man. “I don’t 
know, I don’t care. I say that we are poor. My friend’s 
circumstances are indifferent, and so are mine. We must 
have our rights, widow, or we must be bought off. But you 
know that, as well as\I, so where is the use of talking?” 

She still walked wildly to and fro. At length, stopping 
abruptly before him, she said; 

“Is he near here?’? 

“He is. Close at band.’? 

“Then I am lost!” 

“Not lost, widow,” said the blind man, calmly; “only 
found. Shall I call him?” : 

“Not for the world,’* she answered, with a shudder. 

“Very good," he replied, crossing his legs again, for he had 
made as though he would rise and walk to the door. “As 


you please, widow. His presence is not necessary that I _ 


know of. Both he and I must live; to live, we must eat and 
drink ; to eat and drink, we must have money :—I say no more.’* 
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. “Do ‘you know how pinched and destitute I am?” -she 
retorted. “I do not think you do, orean. If you had eyes, 
and could look around yeu on this poor cabin, you would have 
pity on me. Ohl! let your heart be softened by your own 
affliction, friend, and have some sympathy with mine.” 
The blind man snapped his fingers as he answered: é 
“Besides the question, ma’am, besides the question. I 
have the softest heart in the world, but [ can’t live apon it: 
Many a gentleman lives well upon a soft head, who would 
find a heart of the same quality a very great drawback. 
Listen to me. This is a matter of business, with which 
sympathies and sentiments have nothing to do. As a mutual 
friend, 1 wish to arrange it in a satisfactory manner, if possible: 
and thus the case stands.—If you are very poor now, it’s your 
own choice. Yeu have friends who, in case of need, are 
always ready to help you. My friend is in a more destitute 
and desolate situation than most men, and, you and he being 
Iinked together in a common cause, he naturally looks to you 
to assist him. He has boarded and lodged with me a long 
time ifor as I said just now, [ am very soft-hearted), and I 
quite approve of his entertaining this opinion. You have always 
had a roof over your head; he has always been an outcast, 
‘You bave your son to comfort and assist you; be has nobody 
atall. The advantages must not be ail oné side. You are in 
the same boat, and we must divide the ballast a little more 
equally.” : 
She was about to speak, but he checked her, and went on. 
“The only way of doing this, is by making up a little purse 
now and then for my friend; and that’s what I advise. He 
bears you no malice that I know of, ma’am: so little, that 
although you have treated him harshly more than once, and 
driven him, I may say, out of doors, he has that regard for 
you tbat I believe even if you disappointed him now, he 
would consent fo take charge of your son, and to make a 
man of him.” 4 
He laid a great stress on these latter words, and paused as 
if to find out what effect they had produced. She only 
answered by her tears. 3 
“He is a likely lad,” said the blind man, thoughtfully, “for 
many purposes, and not ill-disposed to try his fortune in 2 
little change and bustle, if I may judge from what I heard of 
his talk with you to-night.—Come. In a word, my friend has 
pressing necessity for twenty pounds. You, who can give 
up an annuity, can get that sum for him. It’s a pity you 
should be troubled. You seem very eomfortable here, and 
it’s worth that much to remain so. Twenty pounds, widow, 
is a moderate demand. You know where to apply for it; a 
post will bring it you.—Twenty pounds!” ; : 
She was about to answer him again, but again he stopped 
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“Don’t say anything hastily;. you might be sorry for its 
Think of it a little while. Twenty pounds—of other people’s 
money—how easy! Turn it over in your mind, I’m in no 
hurry. Night’s coming on, and if I don’t sieep here, I shall 
not go far. Twenty pounds! Consider of it, ma’am, for 
twenty minutes; give each pound a minute; that’s a fair 
allowance, I'll enjoy the air the while, which is very mild 
and pleasant in these parts.” i 

With these words he groped his way to the door, carrying 
his chair with him. Then seating himself, under a spreading 
honeysuckle, and stretching his legs across the threshold so 
that no person could pass in or out without his knowledge, 
he took from his pocket a pipe, flint, steel, and tinder-box, 
and began to smoke. It was a lovely evening, of that gentle 
kind, and at that time of year, when the twilight is most 
beautiful. Pawsing now and then to let his smoke curl slowly 
off, and to sniff the grateful fragrance of the flowers, he sat 
there at his ease—as though the cottage were his proper 
dwelling, and he had held undisputed possession of it all his 
life—waiting for the widow’s answer and for Barnaby’s 
return, 


CHAPTER THE FORTY-SIXTH 

Wuen Barnaby returned with the bread, the sight of the 
pious old pilgrim smoking his pine and making himself so 
thoroughly at home, appeared to surprise even him; the more 
so as that worthy person, instead of putting up the loaf in his 
wallet as a scarce and precious article, tossed it carelessly on 
cnt teva and producing his bottle, bade him sit down and 
“Wor I carry some comfort, you see,” he said, ‘Taste 
that. Is it good?” 

The water stood in Barnaby’s eyes as he coughed from the 
strength of the draught, and answered in the affirmative. 

“Drink some more,” said the blind man; “don’t be afraid 
of it. You don’t taste anything like that, often, ch?” 

Often!” cried Barnaby. ‘‘Never!” 

“Too poor?” returned the blind man with a sigh. “Ay, 
That’s bad. Your mother, poor soul, would be happier if she 
was richer, Barnaby.” 

“Why, so I tell her—the very thing I told her just befora 
you came to-night, when all that gold was in the sky,” said 
Barnaby, drawing his chair nearer to him, and looking 
eagerly in his face. “Tell me. Is there any way of being 
rich, that I could find out?” 

“Any way? A hundred ways.” ; 

“Ay, ay?” he returned. “Do you say 80? What are 
they ?—Nay, mother, it’s for your sake I ask; not mine;— 
for yours, indeed, What are they?” i. 
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. ‘Phe blind man turned his face, on which there was a smile 
of triumph, to where the widow stood in great distress; and 

“Why they are not to be found out by stay-at-homes, my 
good friend.” a : Yofex 

“By stay-at-homes!”’ cried Barnaby, plucking at his sleeve, 
“But I am not one. Now, there you mistake. I am often 
out before the sun, and travel home when he has gone to rest. 
I am away in the woods before the day has reached the shady 
places, and am often there when the bright moon is peeping 
through the boughs, and Jooking down upon the other moon 
that lives in the water. As I walk along, I try to find, among 
the grass and moss, some of that small money for which she 
works so hard and used to shed so many tears. As FE lie 
asleep in the shade, I dream of it—dream of digging it up in 
heaps; and spying it out, hidden under bushes; and seeing 
it sparkle, as the dew-drops do, among the leaves. But I 
never find it. Tell me where it is. -I’d go there if the journey 

_ were a whole year long, because I know she would be happier 
when I came home and brought some with me, Speak agains 
Tl listen to you if you talk ail night.” 

The blind man passed his hands lightly over the poor 
fellow’s face, and finding that his elbows were planted on the 
table, that his chin rested on his two bards, that he leaned 
eagerly forward, and that his whole manner expressed the 
utmost interest and anxiety, paused for 2 minute as though 
he desired the widow to observe this fuily, and then made 
answer: 

“Tis in the world, bold Barnaby, the merry world; not in 
solitary places like those you pass your time in, but in crowds, 
and where there’s noise and ratile. 

“Good! good!” cried Barnaby, rubbing his hands. “Yes! I 
| lovethat. Griplovesittoo. Tisuitsusboth, That’s brave!” 

‘Nhe kind of place,” said the blind man, “‘that a young 
fellow likes, and in which a good'son may do more for his, 
mother, and himself to boot, in a month, than he could here 
in all his life—that is, if he had a friend, you know, and some 
one to advise with.” 

_ “You hear this, mother?” cried Barnaby, turning to 
her with delight.. ‘Never tell me we shouldn’t heed it, if it 

lay shining at our feet. Why do we heed it so much now? 
Why do you toil from morning until night?” 

“Surely,” said the blind man, “surely. Have you ne 
‘answer, widow? Is your mind,” he slowly added,. “not 
‘made up yet?” es 

_ “Let me speak with you,” she answered, “apart.” : 

“Lay your hand upon my sleeve,” said Stagg, arismg from 
the table; ‘‘and lead me where you will, Courage, bold 
Barnaby. We'll talk more of this: I’ve a fancy. for you, 

Wait there till I come back. Now, widow.” Calder 
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She led him out at the door, and into the little garden, 
where they stopped. 

- “You are a fit agent,” she said, in a half-breathless manner, 
“‘and well represent the man who sent you here.” 

“Tl tell him that you said so,” Stagg retorted. ‘He has 
a. regard for you, and will respect me the more (if possible) 
for your praise, We must have our rights, widow.” 

- “Rights! Do you know,” she said, “that a word from 
me—”’ , 
“Why do you stop?” returned the blind man calmly, after 
2 long pause. “Do I know that a word from you would 
place my friend in the last position of the dance of life? Yes, 
Ids What ofthat? It will never be spoken, widow.” 

“You are sure of that?” 

“Quite—so sure, that I-don’t come here to discuss the 
question. I say we must have our rights, or we must be 
bought off. Keep to that point, or let me return to my 
young friend, for 1 have an interest in the lad, and desire to 
put him in the way of making his fortune. Bah! you needn’t 
speak,” he added hastily; ‘I know what you would say: you 
have hinted at itoncealready. Have I no feeling for you, because 
Iam blind? No, l have not. Why do you expect me, being 
in darkness, to be better than men who have their sight—why 
should you? Is the hand of God more manifest in my 
having no eyes, than in your having two? It’s the cant of 
you folks te be horrified if a blind man robs, or lies, or steals; 
oh, yes, it’s far worse in him, who can barely live on the few 
halfpence that are thrown to him in streets, than in you, 
who can see, and work, and are not dependent on the mercies 
of the world. A curse on you! You who have five senses 
may be wicked at your pleasure; we who have four, and want 
the most important, are to live and be moral on our affliction. 
The i charity and justice of rich to poor, all the world 
over!’ 

- He paused a moment when he had said these words, and 
caught the sound of money, jingling in her hand. 

-““ Well?” he eried, quickly resuming his former manner. 
“That should lead to something. The point, widow?” 

“First answer me one question,” she replied. ‘You say he 
is close at hand. Has he left London?” 

“Being close at hand, widow, it would seem he has,” 
returned the blind man. 

“I mean, for good? You know that.” 

“Yes, for good.’ The truth is, widow, that his making a 
longer stay there might have had disagreeable consequences, 
Iie has come away for that reason.” 

“Listen,” said the widow, telling some money out, upon a 
bench beside them. ‘Count.” ; 

“Six,” said the blind man, listening attentively, “Any 
more?” ‘ ; P 


“BARNABY RUDGE 809 


~ “They are the savings,” she answered, “‘of five years.’ Six 
guineas.’ 

_ He put out his hand for one of the coins; felt it carefully, 

put it between his teeth, rang it on the bench; and nodded to 
her to proceed. : 
: “These have been scraped together and laid by, lest sick- 
hess or death should separate my son and me. They have 
been purchased at the price of much hunger, hard labour, and 
want of rest. If you can take them—do—on condition that 
you leave this place upon the instant, and enter no more into 
that room, where he sits now, expecting your return.” 

“Six guineas,” said the blind man, shaking his head 
“though of the fullest weight that were ever coined, fall very 
far short of twenty pounds, widow.” 

. “For such a sum, as you know, I must write to a distant 
part of the country. To do that, and recieve an answer, J 
must have time.” 

“Two days?” said Stagg. 

_ **More.” 

» “Four days?” 

: “A week. Return on this day week, at the same hour, but 
not to the house. Wait at the corner of the lane.” 

- “Of course,” said the blind man, with a crafty look, “I 
shall find you there?” 

. “Where else can I take refuge? Is it not enough that you 
have made a beggar of me, and that 1 have sacrificed my whole 
store, so hardly earned, to preserve this home?” 

- “Wumph!” said the ’plin man, after some consideration. 
**Set me with my face towards the point you speak of, and in 
the middle of the road. Is this the spot?” 

ants.” 

“On this day week at sunset. And think of him within 
doors.—For the present, good night.” 

‘She made him no answer, nor did he stop for any. He went 
slowly away, turning his head from time to time, and stopping 
to listen, as if he were curious to know whether he was 
watched by any one. The shadows of night were closing fast 
around, and he was soon lost in the gloom. It was not, how- 
ever, until she had traversed the lane from end to end, and 
made sure that he was gone, that she re-entered the cottage, 
and hurriedly barred the door and window. 

“Mother!” said Barnaby. ‘‘What is the matter? Where 
is the blind man?” 

' “He is gone.” 

“Gone!” he cried, starting up. ‘‘I must have more talk 
with him. Which way did he take?” 

-“Y don’t know,” she answered, folding her arms ~oout 
him. “You must not go out to-night. There are gbests and 
dreams abroad.” 

“Ay?” said Barnaby, i ina frightened whisper. _ 
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“Tt is not safe to stir. We must leave this place to- 
morrow.” 

“This place! This -cottage—and the little garden, 
mother!” . ; . 

“Yes! To-morrow morning at sunrise. We must travel 
to London; lose ourselves in that wide place—there would be 
some trace of us in any other town—then travel on again, 
and find some new abode.” : 

Little persuasion was required to reconcile Barnaby to any- 
thing that promised change. In another minute, he was wild 
with delight; in another, full of grief at the prospect of parting 
with his friends the dogs; in another, wild again; then he was 
fearful of what she had said to prevent his wandering abroad 
that night, and full of terrors and strange questions. His 
light-heartedness in the end surmounted all his other feelings, 
and lying down in his clothes to the end that he might be 
ee on the morrow, he soon fell fast asleep before the turf 

eh 

His mother did not close her eyes, but sat beside him, 
watching. Every breath of wind sounded in her ears like 
that dreaded footstep at the door, or like that hand upon the 
latch, and made the calm summer night, a night of horror. 
At length the welcome day appeared. When she had made 
the little preparations which were needful for their journey, 
and had prayed upon her knees with many tears, she roused 
Barnaby, whe jumped up gaily at her summons. 

His clothes were few enough, and to carry Grip was a 
labour of love. As the sun shed his earliest beams upon the 
earth, they closed the door of their deserted home, and turned 
away. The sky was blue and bright. The air was fresh 
and filled with a thousand perfumes. Barnaby looked upward, 
and laughed with all his heart. 

But it was a day he usually devoted to a long ramble, and 

one of the dogs—the ugliest of them all—came bounding up, 
and jumping round him in the fulness of his joy. He had to 
bid him go back in a surly tone, and his heart smote him 
while he did so. The dog retreated; turned with a half- 
incredulous, half-imploring look; came a little back; and 
stopped. 
_ It was the last appeal of an old companion and a faithful 
friend—cast off. Barnaby could bear no more, and as he 
shook his.head and waved his playmate home, he burst inte 
tears. 

“‘Oh mother, mother, how mournful he will be when he 
seratches at the door, and find it always shut!” ‘ 

There was such a sense of home in the thought, that though 
her own eyés overflowed she would not have obliterated the 
recollection of it, either from her own mind or from his, fog 
the wealth of the whole wide world. 
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CHAPTER THE FORTY-SEVENTH 
In the exhaustless catalogue of Heaven’s mercies to mankind, 
the power we have of finding some germs of comfort in the 
hardest trials must ever occupy the foremost place; not only 
because it supports and upholds us when we most require to 
be sustained, but. because in this source of consolation there 
is something, we have reason to believe, of the divine spirit; 
semething of that goodness which detects amidst our own evil 
doings, a redeeming quality; something which, even in our 
fallen nature, we possess in common with the angels; which 
had its beings in the old time when they trod the earth, and 
lingers on it yet, in pity. 

How often, on their journey, did the widow remember with 
a grateful heart, that out of his deprivation Barnaby’s cheer- 
fulness and affection sprang! How often did she call to mind 
that but for that, he might have been sullen, morose, unkind, 
far removed from her—vicious, perhaps, and cruel! How 
often had she cause for comfort, in his strength, and hope, 
and in his simple nature! Those feeble powers of mind which 
rendered him so soon forgetful of the past, save in bricf gleams 
and: flashes,—even they were a comfort now. The world to 
him was full of happiness; in every tree, and plant, and flower, 
in every bird, and beast, and tiny insect whom a breath of 
summer wind laid low upon the ground, he had delight. His 
delight was hers; and where many a wise son would have 
made her sorrowful, this poor light-hearted idiot filled her 
breast with thankfulness and love. 
. Their stock of money was low, but from the hoard she had 
told into the blind man’s hand, the widow had withheld one 
guinea. This, with the few pence she possessed besides, was 
to two persons of their frugal habits, a goodly sum in bank, 
Moreover they had Grip in company; and when they must 
otherwise have changed the guinea, it was but to make him 
‘exhibit outside an alehouse door, or in a village street, or in the 
grounds or gardens of a mansion of the better sort, and 
scores who would have given nothing in charity, were ready — 
to bargain for more amusement from the talking bird. 

One day—for they moved slowly, and although they had 
many rides in carts and waggons, were on the road a weeck— 
Barnaby, with Grip upon his shoulder and his mother follow- 
ing, begged permission at a trim lodge to go up to the great 
house, at the other end of the avenue, and show his raven. 
The man within was inclined to give them admittance, and 
‘was indeed about to do so, when a stout gentleman with a 
long whip in his hand, and a flushed face which seemed to 
indicate that he had had his morning’s. draught, rode up. to 
the gate, and called in a loud voice and with more oaths thay 
the occasion seemed to warrant to have it opened directly. 
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“Who hast thou got here?” said the gentleman angrily, 
as the man threw the gate wide open, and pulled off his hat, 
“‘who are these? Eh? art a beggar, woman?” ? 

The widow answered with a curtsey, that they were poor 
travellers. - 

“Vagrants,”’ said the gentleman, ‘“‘ vagrants and vagabonds, 
Thee wish to be made acquainted with the cage, dost thee— 
the cage, the stocks, and the whipping-post? Where dost 
come from?” 

She told him in a timid manner,—for he was very loud, 
hoarse, and red-faced,—and besought him not to be angry, for 
they meant no harm and would go upon their way that 
moment. i 

“Don’t be too sure of that,” replied the gentleman, ‘we 
don’t allow vagrants to roam about this place. I know what 
thou want’st—stray linen drying on hedges, and stray 
poultry, eh? What hast got in that basket, lazy hound?’? 

“Grip, Grip, Grip—Grip the clever, Grip the wicked, Grip 
the knowing—Grip, Grip, Grip,” cried the raven, whom 
Barnaby had shut up on the approach of this stern personage. 
“Vm a devil I’m a devil I’m a devil, Never say die Hurrah 
Bow wow wow, Polly put the kettle on we’ll all have tea.” 

“Take the vermin out, scoundrel,” said the gentleman, 
“and let me see him.” 

Barnaby, thus condescendingly addressed, produced his 
bird, but not without much fear and trembling, and set him 
down upon the ground; which he had no sooner done than 
Grip drew fifty corks at least, and then began to dance; at 
the same time eyeing the gentleman with surprising insolence 
of manner, and screwing his head so much on one side that 
he appeared desirous of screwing it off upon the spot. 

The cork-drawing seemed to make a greater impression 
on the gentleman’s mind, than the raven’s power of speech, 
and was indeed particularly adapted to his habits and 
capacity. He desired to have that done again, but despite 
his being very peremptozy, and notwithstanding that Barnaby 
coaxed to the utmost, Grip turned a deaf ear to the request, 
and preserv..t a dead silence. 

“Bring him along,” said the gentleman, pointing to the 
house. But Grip, who had watched the action, anticipated 
his master, by hopping on before them ;—constantly flapping 
his wings, and screaming ‘‘Cook!’”? meanwhile, as a hint 
perhaps that there was company coming, and a small collation 
would be acceptable. 

Barnaby and his mother walked on, on either side of the 
gentleman on horseback, who surveyed each of them from 
time to time in a proud and coarse manner, and occasionally 
thundered out some question, the tone of which alarmed 
Barnaby so much that he could find no answer, and, as a 
matter of course, could make him no reply. On one of these 
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oceasions wnen the gentleman appeared disposed to. exercise 
his horsewhip, the widow ventured to inform him in .a low 
voice and with tears in her eyes, that her son was of weak 
mind. 

“‘An idiot, eh?” said the gentleman, looking at Barnaby as 
he spoke. ‘And how long hast thou been an idiot?” 

“She knows,” was Barnaby’s timid answer, pointing to 
his mother—* I—always, I believe.” 

“From his birth,”’ said the widow. 

“T don’t believe it,” cried the gentleman, “not a bit of it. 
It’s an excuse not to work.: There’s nothing like flogging to 
cure that disorder. I’d make a difference in him in ten 
minutes, [ll be bound.” 

“ Heaven has made none in more than twice ten years, Sir,” 
said the widow mildly. 

“Then why don’t you shut him up? we pay enough for 
county institutions, damn ’em. But thou’d rather drag him 
about to excite charity—of course. Ay, I know thee.” 

Now, this gentleman had various endearing appellations 
among his intimate friends. By some he was called ‘‘a 
country gentleman of the true school, ”” by some “a fine on 
country gentleman,” by some “a sporting gentleman,” by 
some “‘a thorough-bred Englishman,” by some ‘‘a genuine 
John Bull”; but they all agreed in one respect, and that was, 
that it was a pity there were not more like him, and that 
because there were not, the country was going to rack and 
ruin every day. He was in the commission of the peace, 
and could write his name almost legibly; but his greatest 
qualifications were, that he was more severe with poachers, 
was a better shot, a harder rider, had better horses, kept 
better dogs, could eat more solid food, drink more strong 
wine, go to bed every night more drunk and get up every 
morning more sober, than any man in the county. In 
knowledge of horseflesh he was almost equal to a farrier, in 
stable learning he surpassed his own head groom, and in 
gluttony not a pig on his estate was a match for him. He 
had no seat in Parliament himself, but he was extremely 
patriotic, and usually drove his voters up to the poll with his 
own hands.. He was warmly attached to the Church and 
state and never appointed to the living in his gift any but a 
three-bottie man and a first-rate fox-hunter. He mistrusted 
the honesty of all poor people who could read and write, and 
had a secret jealousy of his own wife (a young lady whom he 
had married for what his friends called ‘‘the good old English 
reason,” that her father’s property adjoined his own) for 
: pocerate those accomplishments in a greater degree than 

self. In short, Barnaby being an idiot, and Grip a 
creature of mere brute instinct, it would be very hard to say. 
what this gentleman was. 

We rode up to the door of a handsome: house approached 
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by a great flight of steps, where a man was waiting to take 
his horse, and led the way into a large hall, which, spacious 
as it was, was tainted with the fumes of last night’s stale 
debauch. Great-coats, riding-whips, bridles, top-boots, spurs, 
and such gear, were strewn about on all sides, and formed, 
with some huge stags’ antlers, and a few portraits of dogs 
and horses, its principal embellishments. 

~ Throwing himself into 2 great chair (in which, by the bye, 
he often snored away the night, when he had been, according 
to his admirers, a finer country gentleman than usual) he bade 
the man tell his mistress to come down: and presently there 
appeared, a little flurried, as it seemed, by the unwonted 
summons, a lady much younger than himself, who had the 
appearance of being in delicate health, and not too happy. 

“Here! Thou’st no delight in following the hounds as an 
Englishwoman should have,” said the gentleman. “See to 
this here. That'll please thee perhaps.” 

The lady smiled, sat down at a little distance from him, and 
glanced at Barnaby with a look of pity. 

“He’s an idiot, the woman says,” observed the gentleman, 
shaking his head; “I don’t believe it.” 

“Aye you his mother?” asked the lady. 

She answered yes. 

“What’s the use of asking her?’ said the gentleman, — 
thrusting his hands into his breeches pockets. ‘She'll tell — 
thee so, of course. Most likely he’s hired, at so much a day. 
There. Get on. Make him do something.” 

Grip having by this time recovered his urbanity, con- 
descended, at Barnaby’s solicitation, to repeat his various 
phrases of speech, and to go through the whole of his per- 
formances with the utmost success. The corks, and the never 
say die, afforded the gentleman so much delight that he 
demanded the repetition of this part of the entertainment, 
until Grip got into his basket, and positively refused to say 
another word, good or bad. The lady too, was much amused 
with him; and the closing point of his obstinacy so delighted 
her husband that he burst into a roar of laughter, and 
demanded his price. 

Barnaby looked as though he didn’t understand his mean- 
ing. Probably he did not. 

‘‘His price,” said the gentleman, rattling the monéy in his 
pockets, “what dost want for him? How much?” 

“He’s not to be sold,” replied Barnaby, shutting up the 
basket in a great hurry, and throwing the strap over his 
Shoulder. ‘‘Mother, come away.” 4g 

“Thou seest how much of an idiot he is, book-learner,”*? — 
said the gentleman, looking scornfully at his wife. ‘He can 
make a bargain. What dost want for him, old woman?’® 

__ “He is my son’s constant companion,” said the widow. — 
“He is not to be sold, Sir, indeed.” 
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“Net to he sold!” eried the gentleman, growing ten times 
redder, hoarser, and louder than before. ‘“Not to be sold!’’ 

“Indeed no,” she answered.’ “‘We have never thought of 
parting with him, Sir, I do assure you.” f 
_ He was evidently about to make a very passionate retort, 
when 2 few murmured words from his wife happening to 
eatch his ear, he turned sharpiy round, and said, “ih? 
What?” f 

“We can hardly expect them to sell the bird, against their 
own desire,” she faliered.. “If they prefer to keep him——” 

“Prefer to keep him!’’ he echoed. “These people, who 
go tramping about the country, a pilfering and vagabondizing 
on all hands, prefer to keep a bird, when a ianded proprictor 
and a justice asks his price! That old woman’s been to school. 
I know she has. Don’t teil me no,” he reared to the widow, 
“7 say, yes.” ; 4 f 

Barnaby’s mother pleaded guilty to the accusation, and 
hoped there was no harm in it. 

“No harm!” said the gentleman. ‘No. No harm. No 
harm, ye old rebel, not a bit of harm. If my clerk was here, 
Vd set ye in the stocks, I would, or lay ye in jail for prowting 
up and dewn, on the look-out for petty larcenies, ye limb of 
a gipsy. Here, Simon, put these pilferers out, shove ’em into 
the road, out with ’em! Ye don’t want to sell the bird, ye 
that come here to beg, don’t ye. If they an’t out in double- 
quick, set the dogs upon ’em!”’ 

They waited for no further dismissal, but fied precipitately, 
leaving the gentleman to storm away by himself (for the poor 
lady had already retreated), and making a great many vain 
attempts to silence Grip, who, excited by the noise, drew 
corks enough for a city feast as they hurried down the avenue, 
and appeared to congratulate himself beyond measure on 
having been the cause of the disturbance. When they had 
nearly reached the lodge, another servant, emerging from the 
shrubbery, feigned to be very active in ordering them off, 
but this man put a crown inte the widow’s hand, and whisper- 
ing that his lady sent it, thrust them gently from the gate. 

This incident only suggested to the widow’s mind, when 
they halted at an ale-house some miles further on, and heard 
the justice’s character, as given by his friends, that perhaps 
something more than capacity of stomach and tastes for the 
kennel and the stable, were required to form cither a perfect 
country gentleman, a thorough-bred Englishman, or a genuine 
Jobn Bull; and that possibly the terms were sometimes mis- 
appropriated, not to say disgraced. She little thought then, 
that a circumstance so slight would ever influence their future 
fortunes; but time and experience enlightened her in this 


“Mother,”’ said Barnaby, as they were sitting next day in 
_ B waggon which was to take them to within ten miles of the 
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, Capital, “we’re going to London first, you said. Shall we 
' see that blind man there?” : 

She was about to answer “Heaven forbid!” but checked 
herself, and told him No, she thought not; why did he ask? 

' “He’s a wise man,” said Barnaby, with a thoughtful 
countenance. “I wish that we may meet with him again. 
‘What was it that he said of crowds? That gold was to be 
found where people crowded, and not among the trees and in 
‘such quiet places? He spoke as if he loved it; London is a 
‘crowded place; I think we shall meet him there.” 

“But why do you desire to see him, love?” she asked. 

“Because,” said Barnaby, looking wistfully at her, “he 
talked to me about gold, which is a rare thing, and say what 
you will, a thing you would like to have, I know. And 
because he came and went away so strangely—just as white- 
headed old men come sometimes to my bed’s foot in the 
night, and say what I can’t remember when the bright day 
returns. He told me he’d come back. I wonder why he 
broke his word!” 

“But you never thought of being rich or gay before, dear 
Barnaby. You have always been contented.” 

He laughed and bade her say that again, then cried, “Ay, 
ay—oh yes,” and laughed once more. Then something 
passed that caught his fancy, and the topic wandered from 
his mind, and was succeeded by another just as fleeting. 

But it was plain from what he had said, and from his 
returning to the point more than once that day, and on the 
next, that the blind man’s visit, and indeed his words, had 
taken strong possession of his mind. Whether the idea of 
wealth had occurred to him for the first time on looking at 
the golden clouds that evening—and images were often 
presented to his thoughts by outward objects quite as remote 
and distant ; or whether their poor and humble way of life had 
suggested it, by contrast, long ago; or whether the accident 
(as he would deem it) of the blind man’s pursuing the current 
of his own remarks, had done so at the moment ; or he had 
been impressed ‘by the mere circumstance of the man being 
blind, and, therefore, unlike any one with whom he had 
talked before; it was impossible to tell. She tried every 
means to discover, but in vain; and the probability is that 
Barnaby himself was equally in the dark. 

It filled her with uneasiness to find him harping on this 
string, but all that she could do, was to lead him quickly to 
some other subject, and to dismiss it from his brain. To 
caution him against their visitor, to show any fear or suspicion 
in reference to him, would only be, she feared, to increase that 
interest with which Barnaby regarded him, and to strengthen 
his desire to meet him once again. She hoped, by plunging 
into the crowd, to rid herself of her terrible pursuer, and 
by journeying to a distance and observing increased caution, 
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if that were possible, to live again unknown, in secrecy and 
peace. is ; 

. They reached, in course of time, their halting-place within 
ten miles of London, and lay there for the night, after bargain- 
ing to be carried on for a trifle next day, in a light van which 
was returning empty, and was to start at five o’clock in the 
morning. The driver was punctual, the road good—save 
for the dust, the weather being very hot and dry—and at 
seven in the forenoon of Friday the second of June, one 
thousand seven hundred and eighty, they alighted at the 
foot of Westminster Bridge, bade. their.conductor farewell, 
and stood alone, together, on the scorching pavement. For 
the freshness which night sheds upon such busy thorough- 
fares had already departed, and the sun was shining with 
uncommon lustre. 


CHAPTER THE FORTY-EIGHTH 
UNcERTAIN where to go next, and bewildered by the crowd 
of people who were already astir, they sat down in one of the 
recesses on the bridge, to rest. They soon became aware that 
the stream of life was all pouring one way, and that a vast 
throng of persons were crossing the river from the Middlesex 
to the Surrey shore, in unusual haste and evident excitement. 
_ They were, for the most part, in knots of two or three, or 
sometimes half-a-dozen; they spoke little together—many of 
them were quite silent; and hurried on as if they had one 
absorbing object in view, which was common to them all. 
They were surprised to see that nearly every man in this 
great concourse, which still came pouring past, without 
slackening in the least, wore in his hat a blue cockade; 
and that the chance passengers who were not so decorated, 
appeared timidly anxious to escape observation or attack, 
and gave them the wall as if they would conciliate them. 
This, however, was natural enough, considering their in- 
feriority in point of numbers; for the proportion of those 
who wore blue cockades, to those who were dressed as usual, 
was at least forty or fifty to one.. There was no quarrelling, 
however: the blue cockades went swarming on, passing each 
other when they could, and making all the speed that was 
possible in such a multitude; and exchanged nothing more 
than looks, and very often not even those, with such of the 
passers-by as were not of their number. 
. At first, the current of people had been confined to the two 
pathways, and but a few more eager stragglers kept the road, 
But after half-an-hour or so, the passage was completely 
blocked up by the great press, which, being now closely 
“ wedged together, and impeded by the carts and coaches it 
encountered, moved but slowly, and was sometimes at @ 
’ stand for five or ten minutes together, 
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After the lapse of nearly two hours, the numbers began to 
diminish visibly, and gradually dwindling away, by little and 
little, left the bridge quite clear, save that, now and then, 
some hot and dusty man with the cockade in his hat, and his 
coat thrown over his shoulder, went panting by, fearful of 
being too late, or stopped to ask which way his friends had 
taken, and being directed, hastened on again like one re- 
freshed. In this comparative solitude, which:seemed quite 
strange and novel after the late crowd, the widow had for the 
first time an opportunity of inquiring of an old man who came 
and sat beside them, what was the meaning of that great 
assemblage, 3 

“Why, where have you come from,” he returned, “that 
you haven’t heard of Lord George Gordon’s great association? 
This is the day that he presents the petition against the 
Catholics, God bless him!” 

““What have all these men to do with that?” she asked, 

“What have they to do with it!” the old man replied. 
“Why, how you talk! Don’t you know his lordship has 
declared he won’t present it to the House at all, unless it is 
attended to the door by forty thousand good and true men 
at least? ‘There’s a crowd for you!” 

“A crowd indeed!” said Barnaby. ‘Do you hear that, 
mother!”’ 

“And they’re mustering yonder, as I am told,”’ resumed 

‘the old man, “nigh upon a hundred thousand strong. Ah} 
Let Lord George alone. He knows his power. There'll be a 
good many faces inside them three windows over there,” and 

€ pointed to where the House of Commons overlooked the 
river, “that'll turn pale when good Lord George gets up this 
afternoon, and with reason too, Ay, ay. Let his lordship 
alone. Let him alone. He knows!” And 80, with much 
mumbling and chuckling and shaking of his forefinger, he rose, 
with the assistance of his stick, and tottered off. 

“Mother!” said Barnaby, “that’s a brave crowd he talks of: 
Come!” \ 

“Not to join it!” cried his mother. 

“Yes, yes,” he answered, plucking at her sleeve. “Why 
mot? Come!” 

“You don’t know,” she urged, “‘what mischief they may 
do, where they may lead you, what their meaning is. Dear 
Barnaby, for my sake—” 

“For your sake!” he cried, patting her hand. “Well! It 
és for your sake, mother. You remember what the blind man 
said, about the gold. Here’s a brave crowd! Come! Or 
wait till I come back—yes, yes, wait here.” 

She tried with all the earnestness her fears engendered, to 
turn him from his purpose, but in vain. He was ig 
down to buckle on his shoe, when a hackney-coach passed 
rather quickly, and a voice inside called to the driver to stop, 
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“Young man,” said a voice within. 

“*Who’s that?” cried Barnaby, looking up. 

“Do you wear this ornament?” returned the stranger, 
holding out a blue cockade. 

“In Heaven’s name, no. Pray do not give it him!” 
exclaimed the widow. 

“Speak for yourself, woman,” said the man within the 
coach, coldly, ‘‘Leave the young man to his choice; he’s old 
enough to make it, and to snap your apron-strings. He 
knows, without your telling, whether he wears the sign of a 
loyal Englishman or not.” 

Barnaby, trembling with impatience, cried “Yes! yes, yes, 
I do,” as he had eried a dozen times already. The man 
threw him a cockade, and erying ‘* Make haste to St. George’s 
Fields,” ordered the coachman to drive on fast; and left them. 

With hands that trembled with his eagerness to fix the 
bauble in his hat, Barnaby was adjusting it as he best could, 
and hurriedly replying to the tears and entreaties of his 
mother, when two gentlemen passed on the opposite side of 
the way. Observing them, and seeing how Barnaby was 
occupied, they stopped, whispered together for an instant, 
turned back and came over to them. 

“Why are you sitting here?” said one of them, who was 
dressed in a plain suit of black, wore long lank hair, and 
LEY a great cane. “Why have you not gone with the 
rest?* 

“T am going, Sir,”’ replied Barnaby, finishing his task, and 
putting his hat on with an air of pride. ‘I shall be there 
directly.” 

“Say ‘my lord,’ young man, when his lordship does you 
the honour of speaking to you,” said the second gentleman 
mildly. ‘“‘If you don’t know Lord George Gordon when you 
see him, it’s high time you should.” 

“Nay, Gashford,” said Lord George, as Barnaby pulled 
off his bat again and made him a low bow, “‘it’s no great 
matter on a day like this, which every Englishman will 


_ remember with delight and pride. Put on your hat, friend, 


and follow us, for you lag behind and are late. [t’s past ten 
now. Didn’t you know that the hour of assembling was 
ten o'clock?” 

Barnaby shook his head and looked vacantly from one to 
the other. 

“You might have known it, friend,” said Gashford, ‘it 
was perfectly understood. How came you to be so ill- 
informed?” 

“He cannot tell you, Sir,” the widow interposed. ‘It’s 
of no use to ask him. We are but this morning come from a 


‘long distance in the country, and know nothing of these 


matters.” 
“The cause has taken a deep root. and has spread its 
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branches far and wide,” said Lord George to his secretary. 
This is a pleasant hearing, I thank Heaven for itl!” — 

“Amen!” cried Gashford with a solemn face, 

“You do not understand me, my lord,” said the widow. 
“Pardon me, but you eruelly mistake my meaning. We 
know nothing of these matters, We have no desire or right 
to jein in what you ate about todo, This is my son, my poor 
afflicted son, dearer to me than my own life. In merey'’s 
name, my lord, go your way alone, and do not tempt him 
into danger!” 

“My geod woman,” said Gashford, “how can you!—Dear 
me!—What do you mean by tempting, and by danger? 
Do you think his lordship is a roaring lion, going about and 
seeking whom he may devour? God bless me!” : 

“No, no, my lord, forgive me,” implored the widow, laying 
both her hands upon his breast, and scarcely knowing what 
she did, or said, in the earnestness of her supplication, ‘‘ but 
there are reasons why you should hear my earnest, mother’s 
ees and leave my son with me. Oh do. He is not in 

is right senses, he is not, indeed!” 

“Tt is a bad sign of the wickedness of these times,” said 
Lord George, evading her touch, and colouring. deeply, 
“that those who cling to the truth and support the right 
cause, are set down as mad. Have you the heart to say this 
ef your own son, unnatural mother!” : 

“Tam astonished at you!” said Gashford, with a kind of 
meek severity. “This is a very sad picture of female 
depravity.” 

“He has surely no appearance,” said Lord George, glancing 
at Barnaby, and whispering in his secretary’s car, “of being 
deranged? And even if he had, we must not construe any 
trifling peculiarity into madness. Which of us”—and here 
he turned red again—‘ would be safe, if that were made the 
law!” 

“Not one,” replied the secretary ; “in that case, the greater 
the zeal, the truth, and talent; the more direct the call from 
above; the clearer would be the madness. With regard to 
this young man, my lord,” he added, with a lip that slightly — 
curled as he looked at Barnaby, who stood twirling his hat, © 
and stealthily beckoning them to come away, “he is as sensible 
and self-possessed as any one I ever saw.” 

“And you desire to make one of this great body?” said 
ius George, addressing him; ‘and intended to make one, 

id you?’ 

“Yes—yes,” said Barnaby, with sparkling eyes. “To be 
sure I did! I told her so myself.” ' 

“I see,” replied Lord George, with a reproachful glance at — 
the unhappy mother. I thought so. Follow me and this 5 
gentleman, and you shal! have your wish,” 4 

Barnaby kissed his mother tenderly on the cheek, ‘and 
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| bidding her he of good cheer, for their fortunes were both made 


now, did as he was desired.. She, poor woman, followed teo 
—with how much fear and grief it would be hard to tell, 

, They passed quickly through the Bridge-road, where the 
shops were all shut up (for the passage of the great crowd 
and the expectation of their return had alarmed the trades- 
men for their goods and windows), and where, in the upper 


stories, all the inhabitants were congregated, looking down 


into the street below, with faces variously expressive of 
alarm, of interest, expectancy, and indignation. Some of 
these applauded, and some hissed; but regardless of these 
interruptions—for the noise of a vast congregation of people 
at a little distance, sounded in his ears, like the roaring of the 
sca—Lord George Gcrdon quickened his pace, and presently 
arrived before St. George’s Fields. — - 

They were really fields at that time,-and of considerable 
extent. Elere am immense multitude was collected, bearing 
flags of various kinds and sizes, but all of the same colour— 
bine, like the cockades—some sections marching to and fro 
in military array, and others drawn up in circies, squares, 
and lines. A large portion, both of the bodies which paraded 
the ground, and of those which remained stationary, were 
occupied in singing hymns or psalms. With whomsoever this 


originated, it was weil done; for the sound of so many thou- 
‘sand voices in the air must have stirred the heart of any 


men within him, and could not fail to have a wonderful effect 


“upon enthusiasts, however mistaken. 


Scouts had been posted in advance of the great body, to 
give notice of their leader’s coming. These falling back, the 
word was quickly passed through the whole host, and fora 
short interval there ensued a profound and deathlike silence, 


| during which the mass was so still and quiet, that the flutter- 


ing of a banner caught the eye, and became a circumstance of 


‘note. Then they burst into a tremendous shout, into another, 


and another; and the air seemed rent and shaken, as ‘if by 
the discharge of cannon. 

“Gashford!” eried Lord George, pressing his secretary’s 
arm tight within his own, and speaking with as much emotion 
in his voice, as in his altered face, ‘“‘I am called indeed, now. 
I feel and know it. I am the leader of a host. If they sum- 
moned me at this moment with one voice to lead them on 
to death, ’'d do it—Yes, and fall first myself!” 

. “Tt is a proud sight,” said the seerctary. ‘It is a noble 
day for England, and for the great cause throughout the world. 
Such homage, my lord, as I, an humble but devoted man, 
can render—” 

‘What are you doing?” cried his master, catching him by 
both hands; for he had made a show of kneeling at his feet. 
“Do not unfit me, dear Gashford, for the solemn duty of this 


‘glorious day—” the tears stood in the eyes of the poor gentle. 
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man as he said the words.—‘‘Let us go among them; we have 
to find a place in some division for this new recruit—give me 
_your hand.” ‘ 

Gashford slid his c¢id insidious palm into his master’s 
grasp, and so, hand in hand, and followed still by Barnaby 
and by his mother too, they mingled with the concourse. 

They had by this time taken to their singing again, and as 
their leader passed between their ranks, they raised their 
voices to their utmost. Many of those who were banded 
together to support the religion of their country, even unto 
death, had never heard a hymn or psalm in ail their lives. 
But these fellows having for the most part strong lungs, and 
being naturally fond of singing, chanted any ribaldry or 
nonsense that occurred to them, feeling pretty certain that 
it would not be detected in the general chorus, and not caring 
very much if it were. Many of these voluntaries were sung 
under the very nose of Lord George Gordon, who, quite 
unconscious of their burden, passed on with his usual stiff 
and solemn deportment, very much edified and delighted 
by the pious conduct of his followers. 

So they went on and on, up this line, down that, round 
the exterior of this circle, and on every side of that hollow 
square; and still there were lines, and squares, and circles 
out of number to review. The day being now intensely hot, 
and the sun striking down his fiercest rays upon the field, 
those who carried heavy banners began to grow faint and 
weary; most of the number assembled were fain to pull off 
their neckcloths, and throw their coats and waistcoats open; 
and some, towards the centre, quite overpowered by the 
excessive heat, which was of course rendered more unendurable | 
by the multitude around them, lay down upon the grass, | 
and offered all they had about them for a drink of water. 
Still, no man left the ground, not even of those who were 
80 distressed; still Lord George, streaming from every pore, 
went on with Gashford; and still Barnaby and his mother 
followed close behind them. 

They had arrived at the top of a long line of some eight 
hundred men in single file, and Lord George had turned his 
head to look back, when a loud cry of recognition—in that 
peculiar and half-stifled tone which a voice has, when it is 
raised in the open air and in the midst of a great concourse 
of persons—was heard, and a man stepped with a shout of 
laughter from the rank, and smote Barnaby on the shoulders 
with his heavy hand. 

“How now!” he cried. ‘‘ Barnaby Rudge! Why, where 
have you been hiding for these hundred years?” 

' Barnaby had been thinking within himself that the smell 
of the trodden grass brought back his old days at cricket, 
when he was a young boy and played on Chigwell Green. _ 
Confused by this sudden and boisterous address, he stared 
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. 4n a bewildered manner at the man, and could scarcely say 
- “What! Hugh!” 


“Hugh!” echoed the other; “ ay, Hugh Maypole Hugh! 
You remember my dog? He’s alive now, and will know you, 
I warrant. What, you wear the colour do you? Well 
done! Ha ha ha!” 

*“You know this young man, I see,” said Lord George. 

“Know him, my lord! as well as I know my own right 
hand. My captain knows him. We all know Bim id 

“Will you take him into your division?” . 

. “Tt hasn’t in it.a better, nor a nimbler, nor a more ective 
man, than Barnaby Rudge,” said Hugh. ‘‘Show me the 
man who says it has! Fall in, Barnaby. He shall march, 
my lord, between me and Dennis; and he shall carry,” he 
added, taking a flag from the hand of a tired man who ten- 
dered it, ‘““the gayest silken streamer in this valiant army.” 

“In the name of God, no!” shrieked the widow, darting 
forward. ““Barnaby—my lord—see—he’ll come back— 
Barnaby—Barnaby!”” 

“Women in the field!” cried Hugh, stepping between them, 
and holding her off. ‘‘Holloa! My captain there!” 

“What’s the matter here?” cried Simon Tappertit, bustling 
up in a great heat. ‘Do you call this order?” 

“Nothing like it, captain,” answered Hugh, still holding 
her back with his outstretched hand. “It’s against all 
orders. Ladies are carrying off our gallant soldiers from their 
duty. The word of command, captain! They’re filing off 
the ground. Quick!” 

“Close!”’ cried Simon, with the whole power of his lungs. 
**Form! March!” 

She was thrown to the ground; the whole field was in 
motion; Barnaby was whirled away into the heart of a dense 
mass of men, and she saw him no more. 


CHAPTER THE FORTY-NINTH 

Tue mob had been divided from its first assemblage into 
four divisions; the London, the Westminster, the Southwark, 
and the Scotch. Each of these divisions being sub-divided 
into various bodies, and these bodies being drawn up in various 
forms and figures, the general arrangement was, except to 
the few chiefs and leaders, as unintelligible as the plan of a 
great battle to the meanest soldier in the field. It was not 
without its method, however, for, in a very short space of 
time after being put in motion the crowd had resolved itself 
into three great parties, and were prepared, as had been 
arranged, to cross the river by different bridges, and make 
for the House of Commons in separate detachments, 

_ At the head of that division which had Westminster 
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Bridge for its approach to the scene of action, Lord George 
Gordon tcok his post; with Gashford at his right hand, and 
sundry ruffians, of most unpromising appearance, forming a 
kind of staff about him. The conduct of a second party, 
whose route lay by Blackfriars, was entrusted to a committee 
of management, including perhaps a dozen men: while the 
third, which was to go by London Bridge, and through the 
main streets, in order that their numbers and their serious 
intentions might be the better known and appreciated by the 
citizens, were led by Simon Tappertit (assisted by a few 
subalterns, selected from the Brotherhecd of United Bull- 
dogs), Dennis the hangman, Hugh, and some cthevs. 

The word of command being given, each of these great 
bedies tock the road assigned to it, and departed on its way, 
in perfect order and profound silence. That which went 
through the City greatly exceeded the others in number, 
and was cf such prodigious extent that when the rear began 
to move, the front was nearly. four miles in advance, not- 
withstanding that the men marched three abreast and followed 
very close upon each other. 

At the head of this party, in the place where Hugh, in the 
madaess of his humour, had stationed him, and walking 
between that dangerous companion and the hangman, went 
Barnaby; as many a man among the thousands who looked 
on that day afterwards remembered well. Forgetful of all 
other things in the ecstacy of the moment, his face fiushed 
and his eyes sparkling with delight, heedless of the weight of 
the great banner he carried, and mindful only of its flashing 
in the sun and rustling in the summer breeze, on he went, 
proud, happy, elated past all telling:—the only lighthearted, 
undesigning creature, in the whole assembly. 

“What do you think of this?” asked Hugh, as they passed 
through the crowded streets, and looked up at the windows 
which were thronged with spectators. “They have all 
turned out to see our flags and streamers? Eh, en | 
Why, Barnaby’s the greatest man of all the pack! i 
flag’s the largest of the lot, the brightest toc. There’s 
nothing in the show, like Barnaby. All eyes are turned on 
him. Ha haha!” 

“Don’t make that din, brother,” growled the hangman, 
glancing with no very approving eyes at Barneby as he 
spoke: “I hope he don’t think there’s nothing to be done, 
but carrying that there piece of blue rag, like a boy at a 
breaking-up. You're ready for action I hope, eh? You, I 
mean,” he added, nudging Barnaby roughly with his elbow. 
“What are you staring at? Why don’t you speak?” : 

Barnaby had been gazing at his flag, and looked vacantly 
from his questioner to Hugh. 

“He don’t understand your way,” said the latter. “Here, 
Pll explain it to him. Barnaby, old boy, attend to me.” 
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“Pll attend,” ‘said Baraaby, looking ey round; 
“but I wish I could see her somewhere.** 

“See who?” demanded Dennis in a gruff tone, ‘You an’t. 
in love I hope, brother? That an’t the sort of thing for us, 
you know. We mustn’t have no love here.” 

“She would be proud indeed to see me now, eh Hugh?” 
said Barnaby. ‘Wouldn't it make her glad te sce me at 
the head of this large show? She’d ery with joy, I know 
she would. Where can she be? She never sees me at my 
best, and what do I care to be ga y and fine if she’s not by?” 

“Why, what palaver’s this?’? asked Mr. Dennis with 
supreme disdain. ‘We ant got no sentimental members 
among us, I hope.” 

Don’t. be uneasy, brother,” cried Hugh, ‘he’s only talking 
of his mother.” 

“Of his what?” said Mr. Dennis with a strong oath, 

‘*His mother.” 

“And have I combined myself with this here section, and 
turned out on this here memorable day, to hear men talk 
about their mothers!” growled Mr. Dennis with extreme dis- 
gust. “‘Tke notion of a man’s sweetheart’s bad enough, but 
a man’s mother!’’—and here his disgust was so extreme that 
he spat upon the ground, and could say no more. 

“Barnaby’s tight,” cried Hugh with a grin, “and I say, it. 
Lookee, boid lad. If she’s not - here to see, it’s because I’ve 
provided for her, and sent half-a-dozen gentlemen, every one 
of ’em with a blue flag (but not half as fine as yours), to take 
_ ker, in state, to a grand house all hung round with goid and 
silver banners, and everything else you please, where she'll 
wait till you come, and want for nothing.” 

“Ay!” said Barnaby, his face beaming with delight: 
“have you indeed? That's a good hearing.. That’s finc! 
Kind Hugh!” 

“But nothing to what will come, bless you,” retorted Hugh, 
with a wink at Dennis, who regarded his new companion- 
in-arms with great astonishment. 

“No, indeed?” cried Barnaby. 

“Nothing at all," said Hugh. ‘Money, cocked hats and 
feathers, ‘red. coats and gold lace; al) the fine things there are, 
ever were, or will be; will belong to us if we are true to that 
noble gentieman—the best man in the world—carry our 
Pad for a few days, and keep "em safe. That’s all we’ve got 
to do.” 

“Is that all?” cried Barnaby with glistening eyes, as he 
clutched his pole the tighter; “I warrant you I keep this one 
safe, then. You have put it in good hands. You know me, 
Hugh. Nobody shall wrest this flag away.” 

“Well said!” cried Hugh. ‘Haha! Nobly said! . That's 
the old stout Barnaby, that I have climbed and leaped with, 
many and many a day—I knew { was. aot mistaken in 


328 BARNABY RUDGE 


Barnaby.—Don’t you see, man,” he added in a whisper, as 
he slipped to the other side of Dennis, “that the lad’s a natural, 
and can be got to do anything, if you take him the right way. 
Letting alone the fun he is, he’s worth a dozen men, in earnest, 
as you'd find if you tried a fall with him. Leave him to me. 
You shall soon see whether he’s of use or not.” 

Mr. Dennis received these explanatory remarks with many 
nods and winks, and softened his behaviour towards Barnaby 
from that moment. Hugh, laying his finger on his nose, 
stepped back into his former place, and they proceeded in 
silence. 

It was between two and three o’clock in the afternoon when 
the three great parties met at Westminster, and, uniting into 
one huge mass, raised a tremendous shout. This was not 
only done in token of their presence, but as a signal to those 
on whom the task devolved, that it was time to take possession 
of the lobbies of both Houses, and of the various avenues of 
approach, and of the gallery stairs. To the last-named place, 
Hiugh and Dennis, still with their pupil between them, rushed 
straightway; Barnaby having given his flag into the hands 
of one of their own party, who kept them at the outer door. 
Their followers pressing on behind, they were borne as on a’ 
great wave to the very doors of the gallery, whence it was 
impossible to retreat, even if they had been so inclined, by 
reason of the throng which choked up the passages. It is a 
familiar expression in describing a great crowd, that a person 
might have walked upon the people’s heads. In this case it 
was actually done; for a boy who had by some means got 
among the concourse, and was in imminent danger of suffoca- ~ 
tion, climbed to the shoulders of a man beside him and walked 
upon the people’s hats and heads into the open street; travers- 
ing ip his passage the whole length of two staircases and a 
long gallery. Nor was the swarm without less dense ; fora 
basket which had been tossed into the crowd, was jerked 
from head to head, and shoulder to shoulder, and went spinning 
and whirling on above them, until it was lost to view, without 
ever once falling in xmong them or coming near the ground. 

Through this vast throng, sprinkled doubtless here and 
there with honest zealots, but composed for the most part of 
the very scum and refuse of London, whose growth was fostered 
by bad criminal laws, bad prison regulations, and the worst 


conceivable police,—such of the members of both Houses of ~ 


Parliament as had not taken the precaution to be already 
at their posts, were compelled to fight and force their way. 
Their carriages were stopped and broken; the wheels wrenched _ 
off; the glasses shivered to atoms; the panels beaten in; 
drivers, footmen, and masters, pulled from their seats and 
rolled in the mud. Lords, commoners, and reverend bishops, ~ 
with little distinction of person or party, were kicked and 
pinched and hustled: passed from hand to hand through — 
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various stages of ill-usage; and sent to their fellow-senators 
at last. with their clothes hanging in ribands about them, 
their bagwigs torn off, themselves speechless and breathless, 
and their persons covered with the powder which had been 
_ cuffed and beaten out of their hair. One lord was so long in 
the hands of the populace, that the Peers as a body resolved 
to sally forth and rescue him, and were in the act of doing so, 
when he happily appeared among them covered with dirt 
and bruises, and hardly to be recognised by those who knew 
him best. The noise and uproar were on the increase every 
moment. ‘The air was filled with execrations, hoots, and 
howlings. ‘The mob raged and roared, like a mad. monster 
as it was, unceasingly, and each new outrage served to swell 
its fury. i 
Within doors, matters were even yet more threatening. 
Lord George—preceded by a man who carried the immense 
petition on a porter’s knot through the lobby to the door of 
the House of Commons, where it was received by two officers 
of the House who rolled it up to the table ready for presenta- 
tion—had taken his seat at an early hour, before the Speaker 
went to prayers. His followers pouring in at the same time, 
the lobby and all the avenues were immediately filled, as we 
have seen: thus the members were not only attacked in their 
passage through the streets, but were set upon within the 
very walls of Parliament; while the tumult, both within and 
without, was so great, that those who attempted to spéak 
could scarcely hear their own voices: far less consult upon 
the course it would be wise to take in such extremity, or animate 
each other to dignified and firm resistance. So sure as any 
member, just arrived, with dress disordered and dishevelled 
hair, came struggling through the crowd in the lobby, it 
yelled and screamed in triumph; and when the door of the 
House, partially and cautiously opened by those within for 
his admission, gave them a momentary glimpse of the interior, 
they grew more wild and savage, like beasts at the sight of 
rey, and made a rush against the portal which strained its 
locks and bolts in their staples, and shook the very beams. 
The Strangers’ Gallery, which was immediately above the 
door of the House, had been ordered to be closed on the first 
rumour of disturbance, and was empty; save that now and 
then Lord George took his seat there, for the convenience of 
coming to the head of the stairs which led to it, and repeating 
to the people what bad passed within. It was on these stairs 
that Barnaby, Hugh and Dennis were posted. There were 
two flights, short. steep, and narrow, running parallel to 
each esther, and leading to two little doors communicating 
witb a low passage which opened on the gallery. Between 
them was a kind of well, or unglazed skylight, for the admission 
__ of light and air into the lobby, wee might be some ot 
_ or twenty feet below. 
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Upon one of these little staireases—not that at the head of 
which Lord George appeared from time to time, but the 
other—Gashford stood with his elbow on the bannister, and 
his check resting on his hand, with his usual crafty 
Whenever he varied this attitude in the slightest degree— 
50 much as by the gentlest motion of his arm—the uproar 
was certain to increase, not merely there, but in the lobby 
below; from which place no doubt, some man who acted as 
hin to the rest, was constantly looking up and watching 
“Order!” cried Hugh, in a voice which made itself heard. 

even above the roar and tumult, as Lord George appeared 
at the top of the staircase. “News! News from my lord!”’ 

The noise continued, notwithstanding his appearance, 
until Gashford looked round. There was silence immediately 
—eveh among the people in the passages without, and on 
the other staircases, who could neither see nor hear, but 
to whom, notwithstanding, the signal was conveyed with 
marvellous rapidity. - 

“Gentlemen,”’ said Lord George, who was very pale and 
agitated, “we must be firm. They talk of delays, but we 
must have no delays. They talk of taking your petition into 
consideration next Tuesday, but we must have it considered 
now. Present appearances look bad for our success, but we 
must succeed and will!” 

“We must succeed and will!’? echoed the crowd. And se 
among their shouts and cheers and other cries, he bowed to 
them and retired, and presently came back again. ‘There was 
gnother gesture from Gashford, and a dead silence directly, 

“T am afraid,” he said, this time, “that we have little 
reason, gentlemen, to hope for any redress from the proceed= 
ings of Parliament. But we must redress our own grievances, 
we must meet again, we must put our trust in Providence, 
and it will bless. our endeavours,’? 

This speech being a little more temperate than the last, 
was not so favourably received. When the noise and exase 
peration were at their height, he came back once more, end 
told them that the alarm had gone forth for many miles 
round; that when the King heard of their assembling to- 
gether in that great body, he had no doubt His Majesty would 

send down private orders to have their wishes complied with; 

and—with the manner of his speech as childish, irresolute, 
and uncertain as his matter—was proceeding in this strain, 
when two gentlemen suddenly appeared at the door where 
he stood, and pressing past him and coming a step or two 
lower down upon the stairs, confronted the people. 

The boldness of this action quite took them by surprise, 
They were not the less disconcerted, when one of the 
men, turning to Lord George, spoke thus—in a loud voice 
that they might hear him well, but quite coolly and collectedly, 
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* 8 ¥ou tell these people, if you please, my lord, that I 
am Bacederesy of whom they have hes and that I 
oppose this petition, and all their proceedings, and yours. I 
am a soldier, you may tell them; and I will protect the free- 
dom of this place with my sword. You see, my lord, that the 
members of this House are all in arms to-day; you know that 
the entrance to it is a narrow one; you cannot be ignorant 
that there are men within these wails who are determined 
to defend that pass to the last, and before whom many lives 
must fall if your adherents persevere. Have a care what 
7 

“And my Lord George,’’ said the other gentleman, address- 
ing him in like manner, “I desire them to hear this, from me 
—Colonel Gorden—your near relation. If a man among this 
crowd, whose uproar strikes us deaf, cresses the threshold of 
the House of Commons, I swear to run my sword that moment 
—not into his, but into your body!” 

With that. they stepped back again, keeping their faces 
towards the crowd; took each an arm of the misguided noble- 
man; drew him into the passage, and shut the door; which 
they directly locked and fastened on the inside. 

This was so quickly done, and the demeanour of beth 
gentlemen—who were not young men either—was so gallant 
and resolute, that the crowd faltered and stared at each other 
with irresolute and timid looks. Many tried to turn towards 
the door; some of the faintest-hearted cried that they had 
best go back, and called to those behind to give way; and the 
panic and confusion were increasing rapidly, when Gashferd 
whispered Hugh. 

“What now!’? Hugh roared aloud, turning towards them. 
“Why go back? Where can you do better than here, boys! 
One good rush against these deors and one below at the 
same time, will do the business. Rush on, then! As to 
the door below, let those stand back who are afraid. Let 
these who are not afraid, try who shall be the first te pass it. 
‘Here goes! Look out down there!” 

Without the delay of an instant, he threw himself headlong 
pver the bannisters into the lobby below. He had hardly 
touched the ground when Barnaby was at his side. The 

in’s assistant, and some members who were imploring 
the people to retire, immediately withdrew; and then, with 
& great shout, both crowds threw themselves against the 
doors pell-mell, and besieged the House in earnest. 

At that moment, when a second onset must have brought 
them into collision with those who stood on the defensive 
within, in which case great loss of life and bloodshed would 
inevitably have ensued,—the hindmost portion of the crowd 
gave way, and the rumour spread from mouth to month that 
@ messenger had been despatched by water for the military, 
who were forming in the street, Fearful of. sustaining a 
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-charge in the narrow passages in which they were so closely 
wedged together, the throng poured out as impetuously as 
they had flocked in. As the whole stream turned at once, 
Barnaby and Hugh went with it: and so, fighting and strug- 
gling and trampling on fallen men and being tranipled on in 
turn themselves, they and the whole mass floated by degrees 
into the open street, where a large detachment of the Guards, 
both horse and foot, came hurrying up; clearing the ground 
before them ‘so rapidly that the people seemed to melt away 
as they advanced. 

The word of command to halt being given, the suldiers 
formed across the street; the rioters, breathless and exhausted 
with their late exertions, formed likewise, though in a very 
irregular and disorderly manner. The commanding officer 
rode hastily into the open space between the two bodies, 
accompanied by a magistrate and an officer of the House of)» 
Commons, for whose accommodation a couple of troopers 
had hastily dismounted. The Riot Act was read, but net a 
man stirred. 

: In the first rank of the insurgents, Barnaby and Hugh 
stood side by side. Somebody had thrust inte Barnaby’s 
-hands when he came out into the street, his precious flag; 
which, being now rolled up and tied round the pole, looked 
like a giant quarter-staff as he grasped it firmly and stood 
upon his guard. If ever man believed with his whole heart 
and soul that he was engaged in a just cause, and that he 
was bound to stand by his leader to the last, poor Barnaby 
believed it of himself and Lord George Gordon. 

After an ineffectua] attempt te make himself heard, the 
magistrate gave the word and the Horse Guards came riding 
in among the crowd. But even then he galloped here and 
there, exhorting the people to disperse; and, although heavy 
stones were thrown at the men, and some were desperately 
cut and bruised, they had no orders but to make prisoners 
of such of the rioters as were the most active, and to drive 
the people back with the flat of their sabres. As the horses 
came in among them, the throng gave way at many points, 
and the Guards, following up their advantage, were rapidly 
clearing the ground, when two or three of the foremost, who 
were in a manner cut off from the rest by the people closing 
round them, made straight towards Barnaby and Hugh, 
who had no doubt been pointed out as the two men who 
dropped into the lobby; laying about them now with some 
effect, and inflicting on the more turbulent of their opponents, 
a few slight flesh wounds, under the influence of which a 
man dropped, here and there, into the arms of his fellows, 
amid much groaning and confusion. 

At the sight of gashedsand bloody faces, seen for a moment 
in the crowd, then hidden by the press around them, Barnaby 
turned pale and sick. But he stood his ground, and grasping 
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his pole more firmly yet, kept his eye fixed upon the nearest 
soldier—nodding his head meanwhile, as Hugh, with a 
scowling visage, whispered in his ear. 

- The soldier came spurring on, making his horse rear as the 
people pressed about him, cutting at the hands of those who 
would have grasped his rein and forced his charger back, and 
waving to his comrades to follow—and still Barnaby, without 
retreating an inch, waited for his coming. Some called to 
him to fly, and some were in the very act of closing round him, 
to prevent his being taken, when the pole swept the air 
above the people’s heads, and the man’s saddle was empty in 
an instant. 

Then he and Hugh turned and fled, the crowd opening to 
Jet them pass, and closing up again so "quickly that there was 
no clue to the course they | hadtaken. Panting for breath, hot, 
dusty, and exhausted with fatigue, they reached the river- 
side in safety, and getting into a boat with all despatch were 
soon out of any immediate danger. 

As they glided down the river, they plainly heard the 
people cheering; and supposing they might have forced the 
soldiers to retreat, lay upon their oars for a few minutes, 
uncertain whether to return or not. But the crowd passing 
along Westminster Bridge, soon assured them that the 
populace were dispersing; and Hugh rightly guessed from 
this, that they had cheered the magistrate for offering to 
dismiss the military on condition of their immediate departure 
to their several homes; and that he and Barnaby were better 
where they were. He advised, therefore, that they should 
proceed to Blackfriars, and, going ashore at the bridge, make 
the best of their way to the Boot; where there was not only 
good entertainment and safe lodging, but where they would 
certainly be joined by many of their late companions, 
Barnaby assenting, they decided on this course of action, 
and pulled for Blackfriars accordingly. 

They landed at a critical time, and fortunately for them- 
selves at the right moment. For, coming into Fleet Street, 
they found it in an unusual stir; and inquiring the cause, 
were told that a body of Horse Guards had just galloped past, 
and that they were escorting some rioters whom they had 
made prisoners, to Newgate for safety. Not at all ill-pleased 
to have so narrowly escaped the cavalcade, they lost no 
more time in asking questions, but hurried to the Boot with 
as much speed as Hugh considered it prudent to make, without 
appearing singular or attracting an inconvenient share of 
public notice. 


CHAPTER THE FIFTIETH 
TarEyY were among the first to reach the tavern, but they 
-had not been there many minutes, when several groups of 
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men who had formed part of the crowd, came straggling in; 
Among them were Simon Tappertit and Mr. Dennis; both. 
of whom, but especially the latter, greeted Barnaby with the 
utmost warmth, and paid him many compliments on the 
prowess he had shown. . 

“Which,” said Dennis, with an oath, as he rested his 
bludgeon in a corner with his hat upon it, and took his seat 
at the same table with them, ‘it does me good to think of. 
There was a opportunity! But it led to nothing. For my 
part, I don’t know what would. There’s no spirit among 
the people in these here times. Bring something to eat and 
drink here; I’m disgusted with humanity.” 

“Qn what account?” asked Mr. Tappertit, who had been 
quenching his fiery face in a half-galion can, “Don’t you 
consider this a good- beginning, mister?” 

“Give me security that it an’t an ending,” rejoined the 
hangman, ‘When that soldier went down, we might have 
made London curs; but no;—we stand, and gape, and look 
on—the justice (I wish he had had a bullet in each eye, as 
he would have had, if we’d gone to werk my way) says ‘My 
lads, if you'] give me your word to disperse, I'll order off the 
inilitary,—our people set up a hurrah, throw up the game 
with the winning cards in their hands, and skulk away like 
@ pack of tame curs as they are. Ah!” said the hangman, 
in a tone of deep disgust, “it makes me blush for my feller- 
ereeturs. I wish I had been born a ox, I do!” 

“You'd have been quite as agreeable a character if you 
had been, I think,” returned Simon Tappertit, going out in 
a lofty manner, 

“Don’t be too sure of that,” rejoined the hangman, calling 
after him; ‘if I was a horned animal at the present moment, 
with the smallest grain of sense, I'd toss every man in this 
company, excepting them two,” meaning Hugh and Barnaby, 
“for his manner of conducting himself this day.” 

With which mournful review of their proceedings, Mr, 
Dennis sought consolation in cold boiled beef and beer; 
but without at all relaxing the grim and dissatisfied expression 
of his face, the gloom of which was rather deepened than 
dissipated by their grateful influence. 

The company who were thus libelled might have retaliated 
by strong words, if not by blows, but they were dispirited 
and worn out. The greater part of them had fasted since 
morning; all had suffered extremely from the excessive heat; 
and, between the day’s shouting, exertion, and excitement, 
many had quite lost their voices, and so much of their 
strength that they could hardly stand. Then they were 
uncertain what to do next, fearful of the consequences of 
what they had done already, and sensible that after all 
they had carried no point, but had indeed left matters worse 
than they had found them. Of those who had come to the 
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Boot," many dropped off within an hour; “such of them as 
were Teally honest and sincere, never, after the morning’s 
experience, to return, or to hold any communication with 
their late companions. Others remained but to refresh them- 
selves, and then went home desponding; others who had 
theretofore been regular in their attendance, avoided the 
place altogether. The half-dozen prisoners whom the Guards 
had taken, were magnified by report into half a hundred at 
least; and their friends, being faint and sober, so slackened 
in their energy, and so dreoped beneath these dispiriting 
influences, that by eight o’clock in the evening, Dennis, 
Hugh, and Barnaby were left alone. Even they were fast 
aseep upon the benches, when Gashford’s entrance roused 
them. 

“Oh! you are here then?” saidthe secretary. ‘“‘Dearme!” 

“Why, where should we be, Muster Gashford!” Dennis 
rejoined as he rose into a sitting posture. 

“Oh, nowhere, nowhere,” he returned with exeessive 
mildness. “The streets are filied with blue cockades, I 
rather thought you might have been among them, I am 
glad you are not.” 

“You have orders for us, master, then?” said Hugh. 

“Oh dear,no. NotI. No orders, my goed fellow. What 
orders should I have? ‘You are not in my service.” 

“Muster Gashford,” remonstrated Dennis, “we belong to 
the cause, don’t we?” 

“The cause!” repeated the secretary, looking at him in 
a sort of abstraction. ‘‘There is no cause. The cause is 
lost.” 

Lost!’ 

“Oh yes. You have heard, I suppose? The petition is 
rejected by a hundred and ninety-two, to six. It’s quite 
final. We might have spared ourselves some trouble: that, 
and my lord’s vexation, are the only circumstances I regret, 
I am quite satisfied in all other respects.” 

As he said this, he took a penknife from his pocket, and 
putting his hat upon his knee, began to busy himself in 
ripping off the blue cockade which he had worn all day; at 
the same time humming a psalm tune which had been very 
popular in the morning, and dwelling on it with a genile 
regret. 

iis two adherents looked at each other, and at him, as if 
they were at a loss how to pursue the subject. At length 
Hugh, after some elbowing and winking between himself 
and Mr. Dennis, ventured to stay his hand, and to ask him 
why he meddled with that riband in his hat. 

“Because,” said the secretary, looking up with something 
between a snarl and a smile, “because to sit still and wear it, 
or fall asleep and wear it, or run away and wear it, is a 
mockery. That’s all, friend.” 
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**What. would you have us do, master?” eried Hugh. 

“Nothing,” returned Gashford, shrugging his shoulders; 
nothing. When my lord was reproached and threatened 
for standing by you, [, as a prudent man, would have had 
you do nothing. When. the soldiers were trampling you 
ander their horses’ feet, I would have had you do nothing. 
When one of them was struck down by a daring hand, and [ 
saw confusion and dismay in all their faces, I would have 
had you do nothing—just what you did, in short. This is 
the young man who had so little prudence and so much 
boldness. Ah! Iam sorry for him.” 

**Sorry, master" cried Hugh. 

™Sorry, Muster Gashford!’’ echoed Dennis. 

“In case there should be a proclamation out to-morrow, 
offering five hundred pounds, or some such trifle, for his 
apprehension; and in case it should include another man 
who dropped into the lobby from the stairs above,” said 
Gashford, coldly; “still, do nothing.” 

“Fire and fury, master!” cried Hugh, starting up. “What 
have we done, that you should talk to us like this!’ 

“Nothing,” returned Gashford with a sneer. “If you are 
east into prison; if the young man”-—here he looked hard 
at Barnaby’s attentive face—‘is dragged from us and from 
his friends; perhaps from people whom he loves, and whom 
his death would kill; is thrown into jail, brought out and 
hanged before their eyes; still, do nothing. You'll find it 
your best policy, I have no doubt.” 

“Come on!"! cried Hugh, striding towards the door. 
“Dennis—-Barnaby—come on!** 

“Where? To what?” said Gashford, slipping past him, 
and standing with his back against it. 

“Anywhere! Anything!” cried Hugh. “Stand aside, 
master, or the window will serve our turn as well. Let us 
out!’ 

“Ha ha ba! You are of such—of such an impetuous 
nature,” said Gashford, changing his manner for one of the 
utmost good-fellowship and the pleasantest raillery; “you 
are such an excitable creature—but you'll drink with me 
before you go?” 

“Oh, yes—certainly,” growled Dennis, drawing his sleeve 
across his thirsty lips. ‘‘No malice, brother. Drink with 
Muster Gashford!”’ 

Hugh wiped his heated brow, and relaxed into a smile. 
The artful secretary laughed outright. 

“Some liquor here! Be quick, or he’ll not stop, even for 
that. He is a man of such desperate ardour!" said the smooth 
secretary, whom Mr. Dennis corroborated with sundry nods 
and muttered oaths—‘“ Once roused, he is a fellow of such 
fierce determination!”’ . : 

Hugh poised his sturdy arm.aloft, and clapping Barnaby 
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on the back, bade him fear nothing. They. shook~ hands 
together—poor Barnaby evidently possessed with the idea 
that he was among the most virtuous and disinterested 
heroes in the world—and Gashford laughed again. 

“T hear,’’ he said smoothly, as he stood among them with a - 
great measure of liquor in his hand, and filled their glasses as 
quickly and as often as they chose, “‘I hear—but I cannot say 
whether it be true or false—that the men who are loitering in 
the streets to-night are half disposed to pull down a Romish 
chapel or two, and that they only want leaders. I even heard 
mention of those in Duke Street, Lincoln’s Inn Fields, and 
in Warwick Street, Golden-square; but common report, you 
know—You are not going?”’ : - 

“To do nothing, master, eh?’’ cried Hugh. ‘No jails 
and halter for Barnaby and me. They must be frightened out 
of that. Leaders are wanted, are they? Now boys!’’ 

“A most impetuous fellow!"’ cried the secretary. ‘‘Ha hal 
A courageous, boisterous, most vehement fellow! A man 
who—’”’ : 

There was no need to finish the sentence, for they had 
rushed out of the house, and were far beyond hearing. He 
stopped in the middle of a laugh, listened, drew on his gloves, 
and, clasping his hands behind him, paced the deserted room 
for a long time, then bent his steps towards the busy town, 
and walked into the streets. 

They were filled with people, for the rumour of that day’s 
proceedings had made a great noise. Those persons who did 
not care to leave home, were at their doors or windows, and 
one topic of discourse prevailed on every side. Some reported 
that the riots were effectually put down; others that they 
had broken out again: some said that Lord George Gordon 
had been sent under a strong guard to the Tower; others 
that an attempt had been made upon the King’s life, that the 
soldiers had been again called out, and that the noise of 
musketry in a distant part of the town had been plainly 
heard within an hour. As it grew darker, these stories 
became more direful and mysterious; and often, when some 
fmghtened passenger ran past with tidings that the rioters 
were not far off, and were coming up, the doors were shut and 
barred, lower windows. made secure, and as much consterna- 
tion engendered, as if the city were invaded by a foreign army. 

Gashford walked stealthily about, listening to all he heard, 
and diffusing or confirming, whenever he had an opportunity, 
such false intelligence as suited his own purpose; and, busily 
occupied in this way, turned into Holborn for the twentieth 
time, when a great many women and children came flying 
along the street—often panting and looking back—and the 
confused murmur of numerous voices struck upon his ear. 
Assured by these tokens, and by the red light which began to 
flash upon the houses on either side, that some of his friends 
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were indeed approaching, he begged a moment’s sheiter at a 
door which opened as he passed, and running with some other 
persons to an upper window, looked out upon the crowd. 

They had torches among them, and the chief faces were 
distinctly visible. That they had been engaged in the 
destruction of some building was sufficiently apparent, and 
that it was a Catholic place of worship was evident from the 
spoils they bore as trophies, which were easily recognisable 
for the vestments of priests, and rich fragments of altar- 
furniture. Covered with soot, and dirt, and dust, and lime; 
their garments torn to rags; their hair hanging wildly about 
them; their hands and faces jagged and bleeding with the 
wounds of rusty nails; Barnaby, Hugh, and Dennis hurried 
on before them all, like hideous madmen. After them, the 
dense throng came fighting on: some singing; some shouting 
in triumph; some quarrelling among themselves; some 
aeerag | the spectators as they passed; some with great 
wooden fragments, on which they spent their rage as if they 
had been alive, rending them limb from limb, and hurling the 
scattered morsels high into the air; some in a drunken state, 
unconscious of the hurts they had received from falling bricks, 
and stones, and beams; one borne upon a shutter, in the 
very midst, covered with a dingy cloth, a senseless, ghastly 
heap. ‘Thus—a vision of coarse faces, with here and there a 
blot of flaring, smoky light; a dream of demon heads and 
savage eyes, and sticks and iron bars uplifted in the air, and 
whirled about; a bewildering horror, in which so much was 
seen, and yet so little, which seemed so long and yet so short, 
in which there were so many phantoms, not to be forgotten 
all through life, and yet so many things that could not be 
observed in that distracting glimpse—it flitted onward, and 
was gone. 

As it passed away upon its work of wrath and ruin, a 
piercing scream was heard. A knot of persons ran towards 
the spot; Gashford, who just then emerged into the street, 
among them. He was on the outskirts of the little concourse, 
and could not see or hear what passed within; but one who 
had a better place, informed him that a widow woman had — 
descried her son among the rioters. 

“Ts that all?’ said the secretary, turning his face home-_ 
wards. “Well! I think this looks a little more like business!”* _ 
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CHAPTER THE FIFTY-FIRST 5 
PRoMISING as these outrages were to Gashiord’s view, and 
much like business as they looked, they extended that night~ 
no farther. The soldiers were again called out, again they 
took half-a-dozen prisoners, and again the crowd dispersed 
after a short and bloodless scuffle. Hot and drunken though 
they were, they had not yet broken all bounds and set all law 
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and government at defiance. Something of their habitual 
deference to the authority erected by society for its own 
asics reservation yet remained among them, and had its majesty 

m vindicated in time, the secretary would have had to 
digest a bitter disappointment. 

By midnight, the streets were clear and quiet, and, save that 
there stood in two paris of the town a heap of nodding walls 
and pile of rubbish, where there had been at sunset a rich and 
handsome building, everything wore its usual aspect. Even 
the Catholic gentry and tradesmen, of whom there were many 
resident in different parts of the City and its suburbs, had no 
fear for their lives or property, and but little indignation for 
the wrong they had already sustained in the plunder and 
destruction of their temples of worship. An honest confidence 
in the government under whose protection they had lived for 
many years, and a well-founded reliance on the good feeling 
and right thinking of the great. mass of the community, with 
whom, notwithstanding their religious differences, they were 
every day in habits of confidential, affectionate, and friendly 
intercourse, reassured them, even under the excesses that 
had been committed ; and convinced them that they who were 
Protestants in anything but the name, were no more to be 
considered as abettors of these disgraceful occurrences, than 
they themselves were chargeable with the uses of the block, 
the rack, the gibbet, and the stake, in cruel Mary’s reign. 

The clock was on the stroke of one, when Gabriel Varden, 

_ with his Jady and Miss Miggs, sat waiting in the little parlour. 
This fact; the toppling wicks of the dull, wasted candles; the 
silence that prevailed; and above all the nightcaps of both 
maid and matron, were suificient evidence that they had been 

prepared for bed some time ago, and had some strong reason 
for sitting up so far beyond their usual hour. 

| If any other corroborative testimony had been required, it 

would have been abundantly furnished in the actions of Miss 
| Miggs, who, having arrived at that restless state and sensitive 
condition of the nervous system which are the result of long 
watching, did, by a constant rubbing and tweaking of her 
nose, 2 perpetual change of position (arising from the sudden. 
growth of imaginary knots and knobs in her chair), a frequent 
friction of her eyebrows, the incessant recurrence of a small — 
cough, a small groan, a gasp, a sigh, a sniff, a spasmodic start, 
es by other demonstrations of that nature, so file down and 
rasp, as it were, the patience of the locksmith, that after 
looking at her in silence for some time, he at last broke out 
into this apostrophe: 
“Miggs, my good girl, go to bed—do go to bed. You’re 
ly worse than the dripping of a hundred water-butts 
outside the window, or the scratching of as many mice behind 
the wainseot. I can’t bear it. BO go to bed, Migs. To 


‘oblige me—do,” eee ee 
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“You haven’t got nothing to untie, Sir,” returned Miss 
Miggs, ‘“‘and therefore your requests does not surprise ‘me. 
But missis has—and while you set up, mim’—she added, 
turning to the locksmith’s wife, ‘‘I couldn’t, no, not if twenty 
times the quantity of cold water was aperiently running down 
my back at this moment, go to bed with a quiet spirit.” 

_ Having spoken these words, Miss Miggs made divers efforts 
to rub her shoulders in an impossible place, and shivered 
from head to foot; thereby giving the beholders to understand 
that the imaginary cascade was still in full flow, but that a 
sense of duty upheld her under that and all other sufferings, 
and nerved her to endurance. 

Mrs. Varden being too sleepy to speak, and Miss Miggs 
having, as the phrase is, said her say, the locksmith had 
nothing for it but to sigh and be as quiet as he could. 

But to be quiet with such a basilisk before him was im- 
possible. If he looked another way, it was worse to feel that 
she was rubbing her cheek, or twitching her ear, or winking 
her eye, or making all kinds of extraordinary shapes with 
her nose, than to see her do it. If she was for a moment free 
from any of these complaints, it was only because of her foot 
being asleep, or of her arm having got the fidgets, or of her 
leg being doubled up with the cramp, or of some other horrible 
disorder which racked her whole frame. If she did enjoy 
a moment’s ease, then with her eyes shut and her mouth wids 
open, she would be seen to sit very stiff and upright in her 
chair; then to nod a little way forward, and stop with a jerk; 
then to nod a little farther forward, and stop with another 
jerk; then to recover. herself; then to come forward again— 
Jower—lower—lower—by very slow degrees, until, just as it 
seemed impossible that she could preserve her balance for 
another instant, and the locksmith was about to call out in 
an agony, to save her from dashing down upon her forehead 
and fracturing her skull, then all of a sudden and without 
the smallest notice, she would come upright and rigid again 
with her eyes open, and in her countenance an expression of 
defiance, sleepy but yet most obstinate, which plainly said 
“I’ve never once closed ’em since I looked at you last, and — 
Ill take my oath of it!” | 

At length, after the clock had struck two, there was 3 
sound at the street door, as if somebody had fallen against 
the knocker by accident. Miss Miggs immediately jumping — 
up and clapping her hands, cried with a drowsy mingling © 
= sacred and profane, ‘*‘ Ally Looyer, mim! there’s Simmuns’s 
knock!” 

‘““Who’s there?” said Gabriel. 

“Me!” cried the well-known voice of Mr. Tappertit. 
Gabriel opened the door, and gave him admission. 

He did not cut a very insinuating figure, for a man of his 
stature suffers in a crowd: and having been active in yesterday 
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morning’s work, his dress was literally crushed from head to 
foot: his hat being beaten out of all shape, and his shoes trodden 
down at heel like slippers. His coat fluttered in strips about 
him, the buckles were torn away both from his knees and 
feet, half his neckerchief was gone, and the bosom of his 
shirt was rent te tatters. Yet notwithstanding all these 
personal disadvantages; despite his being very weak from heat 
and fatigue; and se begrimed with mud and dust that he 
might have been in a case, for anything of the real texture 
(either of his skin or apparel) that the eye could discern; he 
stalked haughtily into the parlour, and throwing himself 
into a chair, and endeavouring to thrust his hands into the 
pockets of his small-clothes, which were turned inside out 
and displayed upon his legs, like tassels, surveyed the house- 
hold with a gloomy dignity. 

“Simon,” said the locksmith gravely, “how comes it that 
you return home at this time of night, and in this condition? 
Give me an assurance that you have not been among the 
rioters, and I am satisfied.” 

“Sir,” replied Mr. Tappertit, with a contemptuous look, 
J wonder at your assurance in making such demands.” 
~ “You have been drinking,” said the locksmith. 

- “As a general principle, and in the most offensive sense of 
the words, Sir,” returned his journeyman with great self- 
possession, *“‘I consider you a liar. In that last observation 
you have unintentionally—unintentionally, Sir—struck upon 
the truth.” 

' “Martha,” said the locksmith, turning to his wife, and 
shaking his head sorrowfully, while a smile at the absurd 
figure before him still played upon his open face, “I trust it 
may turn out that this poor lad is not the victim of the knaves 
and fools we have so often had words about, and who have 
done so much harm this day. If he has been at Warwick 
Street or Duke Street to-night—” 

. “He has been at neither, Sir,” cried Mr. Tappertit in a 
loud voice, which he suddenly dropped into a whisper as he 
repeated, with eyes fixed upon the locksmith, ‘‘he has been 
at neither.” 

“T am glad of it, with all my heart,” said the locksmith in 
a serious tone; “for if he had been, and it could be proved 
against him, Martha, your Great Association would have been 
to him the cart that draws men to the gallows and leaves 
them hanging in the air. It would, as sure as we’re alive!” 

Mrs. Varden was too much scared by Simon’s altered manner 
and appearance, and by the accounts of the rioters which 
had reached her ears that night, to offer any retort, or to 
have recourse to her usual matrimonial policy. Miss Mi 
wrung her hands, and wept. 

. “He was not at Duke Street or at Warwick Street, G. 
Varden,” said Simon, sternly; “‘but he was at Westminster 
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Perhaps, Sir, he kicked a county member, perhaps, Sir, he 
tapped a lord—you may stare, Siz, I repeat it—blood flowed 
from noses, and perhaps he tspped a lord. Who knows? 
This,” he added, putting his hand into his waistcoat-pocket, 
and taking out 4 large tooth, at sight of which both Miggs 
and Mrs. Varden screamed, “this was a bishop’s. Beware, 
G. Varden!” 

. “Now, I would rather,” said the locksmith hastily, “have 
paid five hundred pounds, than had this come to pass. You 
idiot. do you know what peril you stand in?” ‘ 

“7 know it, Sir,” replied his journeyman, “and it is my 
glory. I was there, everybody saw me there. I was con- 
spicuous, and prominent. I will abide the consequences.” 

The locksmith, really disturbed and agitated, paced to and 
fro in silence—glancing at his former *prentice every now and 
then—and at length stopping before him, said: 

“Get to bed, and sieep for a.couple of hours that you may 
wake penitent, and with some of your senses about you. 
Be sorry for what you have done, and we will try to save 
you. If I call him by five o'clock,” said Varden, turnin 
hurriedly to his wife, “and he washes himseli clean a 
changes his dress, he may get to the Tower Stairs, and away 
by the Gravesend tide-boat, before any search is made for 
him. From there ke can easily get on to Canterbury, where 
your cousin will give him work till this storm has blown over. 
Tam not sure that I do right in screening him from the punish- 
ment he deserves, but he has lived in this house, man and 
boy; for a dozen years, and [ should be sorry if for this one 
day’s work he msde a miserable end. Lock the front door, 
Miggs, and show no light towards the street when you go 
upstairs. Quick, Simon! Get to bed!” 

“And do you suppose, Sir,” retorted Mr. Tappertit, with a 
thickness and slowness of speech which contrasted forcibly 
with the rapidity and earnestness of his kind-hearted master— 
‘stand do.you suppose, Sir, that [ am base and mean enough 
to aecept your servile proposition ?—Miscreant!” 

“Whatever you please, Sim, but get to bed. Every minute 
is of consequence. The light here, Miggs!”” 

‘Yes, yes, oh do! Go to bed directly,” cried the two 
women together. 

Mr. Tappertit stood upon his feet, and pushing his chair 
away to show that he needed no assistance, answered, swaying 
himself to and fro, and managing his head as if it had no 
connexion whatever with his body: : 

“You spoke of Miggs, Sir—Miggs may be smothered!” 

.“Qh Simmun!” ejaculated that young lady in a faint 
voice.. **Oh mim! Oh Sirl Oh goodness gracious, what a 
turn he has give me.” : i 

. “This family may all-be smothered, Sir,’ returned Mz, 
Tappertit, after glancing at her with a smile of ineffable 
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disdain, “‘excepting Mrs. Y.. I have come here, Sir, for her 
sake, this night. Mrs. Varden, take this piece of paper. 
It’s a protection, ma’am, You may need it.” 

With these words be held-out at arm’s length, a dirty, 
crumpled scrap of writing. The locksmith took it from him, 
opened it, and read as follows: : 


“All good friends to our cause, I hope will be particular, 
and do no injury to the property of any true Protestant. I 
am well assured that the proprietor of this house is a staunch 
and worthy friend to the cause. : 

; Gzorcr Gorpon.” 


“What's this!”’ said the locksmith, with an altered face. 

“Something that'll do you good service, young feller,” 
replied his journeyman, “tas you'll find. Keep that safe, and 
where you can lay your hand upon it in an instant. And 
chalk ‘No Popery’ on your door to-morrow night, and for a 
week to come—that’s all.” 

“This is a genuine document,” said the locksmith, “I know, 
for I have seen the hand before. What threat does it imply? 
What, devil is abroad?” 

“A fiery devil,” retorted Sim; “a flaming, furious devil. 
Don’t you put yourself in its way, or you’te done for, my 
buck, Be warned in time. G. Varden. Farewell!” — 

But bere the two women threw themselves in his way— 
especially Miss Miges, who fell upon him with such fervour 
that she pinned him against the wall—and conjured him in 
moving words not to go forth till he was sober; to listen to 
reason; to think of it; to take some rest. and then determine, 

**T tell you,” said Mr, Tappertit, “that my mind is made 
up. My bleeding country calls me, and I goi Miggs, if you 
don’t get out of the way, Pll pinch you.” 

Miss Miggs, still clinging to the rebel, screamed once 
vociferously—but whether in the distraction of her mind, or 
because of his having executed his threat, is uncertain. 

“Release me,” said Simon, struggling to free himself from 
her chaste, but spider-like embrace. ‘“‘Let me go! I have 
made arrangements for you in an altered state of society, and 
mean to provide for you comfortably in life—there! Wiil 
that satisfy you?” 

“Oh Simmun!* cried Miss Miggs. “*Oh my blessed Sim- 
mun! Oh mim, what are my feelings at this conflicting 
moment!” 

Of a rather turbulent description, it would seem; for her 
nightcap had been knocked of in the scuffie, and she was 
on he. knees upon the floor, making a strange revelation of 
blue an-1 yellow curl-papers, straggling locks of hair, tags of 
Staylaces, and strings of it’s impossible to say what; panting 
for breath, clasping her hands, turning her eyes upwards, 
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shedding abundance of tears, and exhibiting various other 
symptoms of the acutest mental suffering. : 

“T leave,” said Simon, turning to his master, with an utter 
disregard of Miggs’s maidenly affliction, “a box of things 
upstairs. Do what you like with °em. J don’t want ‘em: 
I’m never coming back here, any more. Provide yourself, 
Sir, with a journeyman; {'m my country’s journeyman; 
henceforward that’s my line of business.” 

“Be what you like in two hours’ time, but now go up to 
bed,” returned the locksmith, planting himself in the door- 
way. ‘Do you hear me? Go-to bed!” , 

“T hear you, and defy you, Varden,” rejoined Simon 
Tappertit. “This night, Sir, 1 have been in the country, 
planning an expedition which shall fill your bell-hanging soul 
with wonder and. dismay. The plot demands my utmost 
energy. Let me pass!” 

“Tl knock you down ff you come near the door,” replied 
the locksmith. ‘‘You had better go to bed!” ’ 

Simon made no answer, but gathering himself up as straight 
as he could, plunged head foremost at his old master, and the 
two went driving out into the workshop together, plying 
their hands and feet so briskly that they looked like half-a- 
dozen, while Miggs and Mrs. Varden screamed for twelve. 

It would have been easy for Varden to knock his old 
*prentice down, and bind him hand and foot; but as he was 
loth to hurt him in his then defenceless state, he contented 
himself with parrying his blows when be eould, taking them 
in perfect good part when he could not, and keeping between 
him and the door, unti] a favourable opportunity should 
present itself for forcing him to retreat upstairs, and shutting 
him up in his own room. But, in the goodness of his heart, 
he calculated too much upon his adversary’s weakness, and 
forgot that drunken men who have lost the power of walking 
steadily, can often run. Watching his time, Simon Tappertit 
made a cunning show of falling back, staggered unexpectedly 
forward, brushed past him, opened the door (he knew the 
trick of that lock well), and darted down the street like a 
mad dog. The locksmith paused for a moment in the excess 
of his astonishment, and then gave ehace. 

It was an excellent season for a run, for at that silent hour 
the streets were deserted, the air was eool, and the flying 
tigure before him distinctly visible at a great distance, as it 
kped away, with a long gaunt shadow following at its heels, 
But the short-winded locksmith had no chance against a man 
of Sim’s youth and spare figure, though the day had been 
when he could have run him down in no time. The space 
fietween them rapidly increased, and as the rays of the rising 
gun streamed upon Simon in the act of turning a distant 
eorner, Gabriel Varden was fain to give up, and sit down on a 
door-step to fetch his breath. Simon meanwhile, without 
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once stopping, fled at the same degree of swiftness to the 
Boot, where, as he well knew, some of his company were 
lying, and at which respectable hostelry—for he had already 
acquired the distinction of being in great peril of the law—a 
friendly watch had been expecting him all night, and was 
even now on the look-out for his coming. 

“Go thy ways, Sim, go thy ways,” said the locksmith, as 
soon as he could speak. ‘‘I have done my best for thee, poor 
lad, and would have saved thee, but the rope is round thy 
neck, I fear.” 

So saying, and shaking his head in a very sorrowful and 
diseconsolate manner, he turned back, and soon re-entered his 
own house, where Mrs. Varden and the faithful Miggs had 
been anxiously expecting his return. 

Now Mrs. Varden (and by consequence Miss Miggs likewise) 
was impressed with a secret misgiving that she had done 
wrong; that she had, to the utmost of her small means, aided 
and abetted the growth of disturbances, the end of which it 
was impossible to foresee; that she had led remotely to the 
scene which had just passed; and that the locksmith’s time 
for triumph and reproach had now arrived indeed. And so 
strongly did Mrs. Varden feel this, and so crestfallen was she 
in consequence, that while her husband was pursuing their 
lost journeyman, she secreted under her chair the little red- 
brick dwelling-house with the yellow roof, lest it should 
furnish new occasion for reference to the painful theme; and 
now hid the same still further, with the skirts of her dress. 

But it happened that the locksmith had been thinking of 
this very article on his way home, and that, coming into the 
room and not seeing it, he at once demanded where it was. 

Mrs. Varden had no resource but to produce it, which she 
did with many tears, and broken protestations that if she 
could have known— : 

“Yes, yes,” said Varden, “of eourse—I know that. I 
don’t mean to reproach you, my dear. But recollect from 
this time that all good things perverted to evil purposes, are 
worse than chose which are naturally bad. “A thoroughly 
wicked woman, is wicked indeed. When religion goes wrong, 
she is very wrong, for the same reason. Let us say no 
more shout ‘t. my dear.” 

So he dropped the sed-brick dwelling-house on the floor, 
and «setting his heel apop it, crushed it into pieces. The 
halfpence. and sixpences, and other voluntary contributions, 
rolled about ip all directions, but nobody offered to touch 
them, or te take them up. 

‘Phat, said the blacksmith, “tis easily disposed of, and I 
would to Heaven that everything growing out of the same 
society could be settled as easily.” “= 

“It happens very fortunately, Varden,” said his wife, with 
her handkerchief to her eyes, “that in case any more 
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disturbances should happer—which L hope not; I sincerely 
hope not—” > 

“‘T hope so too, my dear.” : 

“—That in case any should occur, we have the piece o 
paper which that poor misguided young man breught.”  ~ 

“Ay, to be sure,’ said the locksmith, turning quickly 
round, ‘Where is that piece of paper?” ‘ 

Mrs. Varden stood aghast as he took it from her outstretched 
hand, tore it into fragments, and threw them under the grate. 

“Not use it!” she said. 

“Use it!” cried the locksmith, ‘Nol Let them come and 
pull the roof about our ears; let them burn us out of house 
and home; Id neither have the protection of their leader, 
nor chalk their howl upon my door, though, for not coing it, 
they shot me on my own threshold. Use it! Let them come 
and do their worst. The first man who crosses my door-step 
on such an errand as theirs, had better be a hundred miles 
away. Let him look to it. The others may have their will, 
I wouldn’t beg or buy them off, if, instead of every pound of 
iron in the place, there was a hundred weight of gold. Get you 
to bed, Martha. Ishalltake down the shutters and go to work.” 

“So early!” said his wife. 

“Ay,” replied the locksmith cheerily, ‘so early. Come 
when they may, they shall not find us skuiking and hiding, 
as if we feared to take our portion of the light of day, and left 
it all to them. So pleasant dreams to you, my deat, and 
cheerful sleep!” 

With that he gave his wife a hearty kiss. and bade her delay 
no longer, or it would be time to rise before she lay down to 
rest. Mrs. Varden quite amiably and meekly walked up- 
stairs, followed by Miggs, who, although a good deal subdued, 


could not refrain from sundry stimulative coughs and sniffs — 


by the way, or from holding up her hands in astonishment at 
the daring conduct of master. 


CHAPTER THE FIFTY-SECOND 

A mop is usually a creature of very mysterious existence, 
particularly in a large city. Where it comes from or whither 
it goes, few men can tell. Assembling and dispersing with 
equal suddenness, it is as difficult to follow to its various 
sources as the sea itself; nor does the parallel stop here, for 
the ocean is not more fickle and uncertain, more terrible when 
Yoused, more unreasonable, or more cruel. ; 

The people who were boisterous at Westminster upon the 
Friday morning, and were cagerly bent upon the work of 
devastation in Duke Street and Warwick Street at night, 
were, in the mass, the same. Allowing for the chance acces- 
sions of which any crowd is morally sure in a town where 
there must always be a large number of idle and profligate 
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persons, one and the same mob was at both places.. Yet they 
spread themselves in various directions when they dispersed 
in the afternoon, made no appointment for reassembling, had 
no definite purpose or design, and indeed, fer anything they 
knew, were scattered beyond the hope of future union. t 

At the Boot, which, as has been shown, was ina manner the 
headquarters of the rioters, there were not, upon this Friday 
night, a dozen people. Some slept in the stable and out- 
houses, some in the commen room, some two er three in beds, 
‘The rest were in their usual homes or haunts, Perhaps not 
a score in all lay in the adjacent fields and lanes, and under 
haystacks, or near the warmth of brick-kilus, who had not 
their accustomed place of rest beneath the open sky. As to 
the public ways within the town, they had their ordinary 
nightly occupants, und no others; the usual amount of vice 
and wretchedness, but no more. 

The experience of one evening, however, had taught the 
reckless leaders of disturbance, that they had but to show 
themselves in the streets, to be immediately surrounded by 
materials which they could only have kept together when 
their aid was not required, at great risk, expense, and trouble. 
Qnee possessed of this secret, they were as confident as if 
twenty thousand men, devoted to their will, had been en- 
camped about them, and assumed a confidence wiich could 
not have been surpassed, though that had really been the 
case, All day, Saturday, they remained quiet. On Sun- 
aay, they rather studied how to keep their men within 
call, and in full hope, than to fellow cut, by any very fierce 
measure, their first day’s proceedings. 

“T hope,” said Dennis, as, with a loud yawn, he raised his 
body from a heap of straw on which he had been sleeping, and 
supporting his head upon his hand, appealed to Hugh on 
Sunday morning, “that Muster Gashford allows some rest? 
‘Perhaps he’d have us at work again already, eh?” 

“It’s not his way to let matters drop, you may be sure of 
that,” growled Hugh in answer. “1m in no humour to stir yet 
though. I’'mas stiff as a dead bedy, and asfull of ugly scratehes 
as if I had been fighting all day yesterday with wild cats.” 

“Vou’ve so much enthusiasm, that’s it,’ said Dennis, 
looking with great admiration at the uncombed head, matted 
beard, and torn hands and face of the wild figure before him; 
*‘vou’re such a devil ofa fellow. You hurt yourself a hundred 
times more than you need, because you will be foremost in. 
everything, and will do more than the rest.” 

_ “Wor the matter of that,” returned Hugh, shaking back his 
gagged hair and glancing towards the deor of the stable in 
which they lay; “there’s one yonder as good as me. What 
did I teli you about him?. Did I say he was worth a dozen, 
when you doubted him?” | eee * 

. Mr. Dennis rolled lazily over upon his breast, and resting 
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chin upon his hand in imitation of the attitude in which Hugh 
lay, said, as he too looked towards the door: : ; 
»“Ay, ay, you knew him, brother, you knew him. But 
who’d suppose to look. at that chap now, that he could be the 
man he i Isn’t it a thousand cruel pities, brother, that 
instead of taking his nat’ral rest and qualifying himself for 
further exertions in this here honourable cause, he should be 
playing at soldiers like a boy? And his cleanliness too!” 
said Mr. Dennis, who certainly had no reason to entertain a 
fellow-feeling with anybody who was particular on that score; 
“what weaknesses he’s guilty of, with respect to his cleanliness! 
At five .o’clock this morning, there he was at the pump, 
though any one would think he had gone through enough the 
day before yesterday, to be pretty fast asleep at that time. 
But no—when I woke for a minute or two, there he was at the 
pump, and if you’d seen him sticking them peacock’s feathers 
into his hat when he’d done washing—ah! I’m sorry he’s 
such a imperfect character, but the best on us is incomplete 
in some pint of view or another.” 

. The subject of this dialogue and of these concluding 
remarks, which were uttered in a tone of philosophical 
meditation, was, as the reader will have divined, no other than 
Barnaby, who, with his flag in his hand, stood sentry in the 
little patch of sunlight at the distant door, or walked to and 
fro outside, singing softly to himself, and keeping time to the 
music of some clear church bells. Whether he stood still, 
leaning with both hands on the flag-staff, or, bearing it upon 
his shoulder, paced slowly up and down, the careful arrange- 
ment of his poor dress, and his erect and lofty bearing, showed 
how high a sense he had of the great importance of his trust, 
and how happy and how proud it made him. To Hugh and his 
companion, who lay in a dark corner of the gloomy shed, he, 
and the sunlight, and the peaceful Sabbath sound to which 
he made response, seemed like a bright picture framed by the 
door, and set off by the stable’s blackness. The whole formed 
such a contrast to themselves, as they lay wallowing, like 
some obscene animals, in their squalor and wickedness on the 
two heaps of straw, that for a few moments they looked on 
without speaking, and felt almost ashamed. 

“Ah!” said Hugh at length, carrying it off with a laugh: 
““We’s a rare fellow is Barnaby, and can do more, with less 
rest, or meat, or drink, than any of us. As to his soldiering, 
I put him on duty there.” 

“Then there was a object in it, and a proper good one too, 
T'll be sworn,” retorted Dennis with a broad grin, and an oath 
of the same quality. ‘‘What was it, brother?” 

“Why, yousce,”’ said Hugh, crawling a little nearer to him, 
“that our noble captain yonder, came in yesterday morning 
rather the worse for liquor, and was—like you and me—ditto 
last night.” 
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~ Dennis looked to where Simon Tappertit lay coiled upon a 
truss of hay, snoring profoundly, and nodded. 

““And our noble captain,” continued Hugh with another 
laugh, “our noble captain and i, have planned for to-mortow 
a roaring expedition, with good profit in it.” : 

“Against, the Papists?” asked Dennis, rubbing his hands. 

“Ay, against the Papists—against one of ’em at least, that 
some of us, and I for one, owe a good heavy grudge to,” 

““Not Muster Gashford’s friend that he spoke to us about in 
my house, eh?” said Dennis, brimful of pleasant expectation. 

’ “The same man,” said Hugh. 

““That’s your sort,” cried Mr. Dennis, gaily shaking hands 
with him, “that’s the kind of game. Let’s have revenges 
and injuries, and all that, and we shall get on twice as fast. 
Now you talk, indeed!” 

“Hahaha! The captain,” added Hugh, “thas thoughts of 
carrying off a woman in the bustle, and—ha ha ha!—and so 
have I!” 

Mr. Dennis received this part of the scheme with a wry face, 
observing that as a general principle he objected to women 
altogether, as being unsafe and slippery persons on whom 
there was no calculating with any certainty, and who were 
never in the same mind for four-and-twenty hours at a 
stretch. He might have expatiated on this suggestive theme 
at much greater length, but that it occurred to him to ask 
what connexion existed between the proposed expedition and 
Barnaby’s being posted at the stable-door as sentry; to which 
Hugh cautiously replied in these words: 

- “Why, the people we mean to visit were friends of his, once 

upon a time, and I know that much of him to feel pretty sure 
that if he thought we were going to do them any harm, he’d 
be no friend to our side, but would lend a ready hand to the 
other. So I’ve persuaded him (for I know him of old) that 
Lord George has picked him out to guard this place to- 
morrow while we’re away, and that it’s a great honour—and 
60 he’s on duty now, and as proud of it as if he was a general. 
Haha! What do you say to me for a careful man as well as 
& devil of a one?” 

Mr. Dennis exhausted himself in compliments, and then 
added, : 

“But about the expedition itself—”’ 

' “About that,’ said Hugh, “‘you shall hear all particulars 
from me and the great captain conjointly and both together— 
for see, he’s waking up. Rouse yourself, lionheart. Ha hal 
Put a good face upon it, and drink again. Another hair of the 
dog that bit you, captaini Call for drink! There’s enough 
of gold and silver cups and candlesticks buried underneath my 
bed,” he added, rolling back the straw, and pointing to where 
the ground was newly turned, ‘‘to pay for it, if it was a score 
of casks full. Drink, captain!’* ; 
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, Mr. Tappertit received these jovial promptings with a very 
bad grace, being much the worse, both in mind and body, for 
his two nights of debauch, and: but indifferently able to stand 
upon his legs, With Hugh’s assistance, however, he con- 
trived to stagger to the pump; and having refreshed himself 
with an abundant draught of cold water, and a copious shower 
of the same refreshing liquid on his head and face. he ordered 
some rum and milk to be served; and upon that innoeent 
beverage and some biscuits and cheese made a pretty hearty 
meal. That done, he disposed himself in an easy attitude on 
the ground beside his two companions (who were carousing 
after their own tastes), and proceeded to enlighten Mr. 
Dennis in reference to to-morrow’s project. 7 

That their conversation was an interesting one, was 
renGered manifest by its length, and by the close attention of 
ailthree. That it was not of an oppressively grave character, 
but was enlivened by various pleasantries arising out of the 
subject, was clear from their loud and frequent roars of 
Jaughter, which startled Barnaby on his post, and made him 
wender at their levity. But he was not summoned to join 
them, until they had eaten, and drumk, and slept, and talked 
together for some hours; not, indeed, until the twilight; when 
they informed him that they were about to make a slight 
demonstration in the streets—just to keep the peopie’s hands 
in, as It was Sunday night, and the public might otherwise be 
disappointed—and that he was free to accompany them if he 
would. 

Without the slightest preparation, saving that they carried 
clubs and wore the blue cockade, they sallied out into the 
streets; and, with no mere settied design than that of doing: 
as much mischief as they eculd, paraded them at random. 
Their numbers rapidly increasing, they soon divided into 
parties; and agreeing to meet by-and-by, in the fields near 
Welbeck Street, scoured the town in various directions. The 
largest body, and that which augmented with the greatest 
rapidity, was the one to which Hugh and Barnaby belonged. 
This took its way Sowards Moorfields, where there was a rich 
chapel, and in which neighbourhood several Catholic families 
were known to reside. 

Beginning with the private houses so occupied, they broke 
open the doors and windows; and while they destroyed the 
furniture and left but the bare walls, made a sharp search for 
tools and engines of destruction, such as hammers, pokers, 
axes, saws, and such like instruments. Many of the rioters 
made belts of cord, of handkerchiefs, or any material they 
found at hand, and wore these weapons as openly as pioneers, 
upon a field-day. There was not the least disguise or con- 
cealment—indeed, on this night, very little excitement or 
hurry. From the chapels, they tore down and took away the 
very altars, benches, pulpits, pews, and flooring; from the 


ms woe, Sa a te, 


aes Deletes) 


BARNABY RUDGE Bot 


dwelling-houses, the very wainscoting and stairs. This 
Sunday evening’s recreation they pursued like mere workmen 
who had a certain task to do, and did it. Tifty resolute men 
might have turned them at any moment; a single compaay of 
soldiers could have scattered them like dust; but no man 
interposed, no authority restrained them, and, except by the 
terrified persons who fled from their approach, they were as 
little heeded as if they were pursuing their lawful occupations 
with the utmost sobriety and geod conduct. 

In the same manner, they marched to the place of rendez- 
vous agreed upon, made great fires in the fields, and reserving 
the most valuable of their spoils, burnt the ‘rest. Priestly 
ge rments, images of saints, rich stuffs and ornaments, altar- 

wniture and household goods, were cast into the flames, and 
shed a glare on the whole country round; but they danced, 
and howled, and roared about these fires till they Were tired, 
and were never for an instant checked. 

As the main body filed off from this scene of action, and 
eeree down Welbeck Street, they came upon Gashford, who 

ad been a witness of their proceedings, and was walking 
stealthily along the pavement. Keeping up with him, and 
yet not seeming to speak, Hugh muttered in his ear: , 

‘Is this better, master?” 

“No,” said Gashford. “It is not.” 

“What would you have?’ said Hugh, ‘Fevers are never 
at their height at once. They must get on by degrees.” 

““T would have you,” said Gashford, pinching his arm with 
such malevolence that his nails seemed to meet in the skin; 
“I would have you put some meaning into your work. Fools! 
Can you make no better bonfires than of rags and scraps? 
Can you burn nothing whole?” 

“*A little patience, master,” said Hugh. “Wait but a few 
hours, and you shall see. Look for a redness in the sky, to- 
morrow night.” 

With that, he fell back into his place beside Barnaby; and 
when the Bocretary looked after him, both were lost in the 
crowd. 


CHAPTER THE FIFTY-THIRD 

Tue next day was ushered in by merry peals of bells, and by 
the firing of the Tower guns; flags were hoisted on many of 
the church-steeples; the usual demonstrations were made in 
honour of the anniversary of the King’s birthday; and every 
man went about his pleasure or business as if the city were in 
perfect order, and there were no half-smouldering embers ia 
its secret places which on the approach of night would kindle 
up again, and scatter ruin and dismay abroad. The leaders 
of the riot, rendered still more daring by the success of last 
night and by the booty they had acquired, kept steadily 
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together, and only thought of implicating the mass of their . 
followers so deeply that no hope of pardon or reward might 
tempt them to betray their more notorious confederates into 
the hands of justice. : 

Indeed, the sense of having gone too far to be forgiven, held 
the timid together no less than the bold. Many, who would 
readily have pointed out the foremost rioters and given 
evidence against them, felt that escape by that means was 
hopeless, when their every act had been observed by scores of 
people who had taken no part in the disturbances; who had 
suffered in their persons, peace, or property, by the outrages 
of the mob; who would be most willing witnesses, and whom 
the government would, no doubt, prefer to any King’s evidence 
that might be offered. Many of this class had deserted their 
usual occupations on the Saturday morning; some had been 
seen by their employers, active in the tumult; others knew 
they must be suspected, and that they would be discharged if 
they returned; others had been desperate from the beginning, 
and comforted themselves with the homely proverb, that, 
being hanged at all, they might as well be hanged for a sheep 
asalamb. They all hoped and believed, in a greater or less 
degree, that the government they seemed to have paralysed, 
would, in its terror, come to terms with them in the end, 
and suffer them to make their dwn conditions. The least 
sanguine among ‘them reasoned with himself that, at the 
worst, they were too many to be all punished. and that he had 
as good a chance of escape as any other man. The great mass 
never reasoned or thought at all, but were stimulated by their 
own headlong passions, by poverty, by ignorance, by the love 
of mischief, and the hope of plunder. 

One other circumstance is worthy of remark; and that is, 
that from the moment of their first outbreak at W estminster, 
every symptom of order or preconcerted arrangement among 
them vanished. When they divided into parties and ran 
to different quarters of the town, it was on the spontaneous 

“suggestion of the moment. Each party swelled as it went 
along, like rivers\as they roll towards the sea; new leaders 
sprang up as they were wanted, disappeared when the 
necessity was over, and reappeared at the next crisis. Each 
tumult took shape and form from the circumstances of the 
moment; sober workmen, going home from their day’s labour, 
Were seen to cast down their baskets of tools and become 
rioters in an instant; mere boys on errands did the like. Ina 
word, a moral plague ran through the city. The noise, and 
hurry, and excitement, had for hundreds and hundreds an 
attraction they had no firmness to resist. The contagion 
spread like a dread fever: an infectious madness, as yet not 
hear its height, seized on new victims every hour, and society 
began to tremble at their ravings. : ‘ 
It was between two and three o’clock in the ‘afternoon 
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when Gashford looked into the lair described in -the fast 
chapter, and seeing only Barnaby and Dennis Spun inquired: 
for Hugh. 

He was out, Barnaby told him; had gone out more than anr 
hour ago; and lad not yet returned. 

“Dennis!” said the smiling secretary, in his smoothest 
voice, as he sat down crosslegged on a barrel, “Dennis!” © ; 

The hangman struggled into’a sitting posture directly, and 
with his eyes wide open, looked towards him. 

“How do you do, Dennis?” said Gashford, nodding, “SIE: 
hope you have suffered no inconvenience from your late 
exertions, Dennis?” 

“T always will say of you, Muster Gashford,” returned the 
hangman, staring at him, ‘‘that that ’ere quiet way of yours 
might almost wake a dead man. It is,” he added, with a 
muttered oath—still staring at him in a thoughtful manner— 
“so awful sly!” 

**So distinct, eh Dennis?” 

“Distinct!” he answered, scratching his head, and keeping 
his eyes upon the secretary’s face; ‘1 seem to hear it, Muster 
Gashford, in my wery bones.” } ; 

“I am very glad your sense of hearing is so sharp, and that 
I succeed in making myself so intelligible,” said Gashford, in 
his unvarying, even tone. ‘‘ Where is your friend?” 

Mr. Dennis looked round as in expectation of beholding 
him asleep upon his bed of straw; then remembering that he 
had seen him go out, replied: 

“TI can’t say where he is, Muster Gashford, I ‘expected 
him back afore now. I hope it isn’t time that we was busy, 
Muster Gashford?”’ 

“Nay,” said the secretary, “who should know that as well 
as you? How can J tell you, Dennis? You are perfect 
master of your own actions, you know, and accountable to 
rosy. except sometimes to the law, eh?” ; 

Dennis, who was very much baffled by the cool matter-of- 
eourse manner of this reply, recovered his self-possession on 
his’ professional pursuits being referred to, and pointing to- 
wards Barnaby, shook his head and frowned, ° 

“Ffush!*? cried‘Barnaby. 

“Ah! Do hush about that, Muster Gashford,”? said the 
hangman in a low voice, “‘pop’lar prejudices—you .always 
forget—well, Barnaby, my lad, what’s the matter?” 

“T hear him e-ming,” he answered: ‘‘Hark! Do you mark 
that? That’s his foot! Bless you, I know his step, and his 
dog’stoo. Tramp, tramp, pit-pat, on they come together, and, 
ha ha ha!—and here they are!’’ he cried joyfully, welcoming 
Hugh with both hands, and then patting him fondly on the back, 
as if instead of being the rough companion he was, he had been 
one of the most prepossessing of men. ‘‘Here he is, and safe 
toa! Iam glad to see him back again, old Hugh!” : 
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_ “Pm a Turk if he don’t give me a warmer welcome always 

than any man of sense,” said Hugh, shaking hands with him 
with a kind of ferocious friendship, strange enough to see. 
“How are you, boy?” 

“Hearty!” cried Barnaby, waving his hat. “Ha ha ha! 
And merry too, Hugh! And ready to do anything for the 
good cause, and the right, and to help the kind, mild, pale- 
faced gentleman—the lord they use so ill—eh, Hugh?” 

“Ay!” returned his friend, dropping his hand, and looking 
at Gashford for an instant with a changed expression before 
he spoke to him. “Good day, master!” 

“And good day to you,” replied the secretary, nursing his 
leg. “And many good days—whole years of them, I hope. 
You are heated.” 

. “So would you have been, master,” said Hugh, wiping his 
face, “if you’d been running here as fast I have.” 

“You know the news, then? Yes, I suppose you would 
have heard it.” ; 

“News! what news!” 

“You don’t?” cried Gashford, raising his eyebrows with an 
exclamation of surprise. “Dear me! Come; then 1 am the 
first to make you acquainted with your distinguished position, 
after ail. Do you see the King’s Arms a-top?” he smilingly 
asked, as he took a large paper from his pocket, unfolded it, 
and held it out for Hugh’s inspection. 

“Well!” said Hugh. ‘Whai’s that to me?” 

“Much, A great deal,” replied the secretary. “Read it.” 

“I told you, the first time I saw you, that I couldn’t read,” 
said shea impatiently, ‘What in the Devil’s name’s inside 
of it?” 

“Tt is a proclamation from the King in Council,” said 
Gashford, “dated to-day, and offering a reward of five 
hundred pounds—five hundred pounds is a great deal of 
money, and a large temptation to some people—to any one 
who will discover the person or persons most active in 
demolishing those chapels on Saturday night.” 
~ “Is that all?’ cried Hugh, with an indifferent aic. “I 
knew of that.” 

“Truly I might have known you did,” said Gashford, 
smiling, and folding up the document again. “Your friend, 
I might have guessed—indeed I did guess—was sure to tell 

ou.” 


“My friend!” stammered Hugh, with an unsuccessful effort 
to appear surprised. ‘‘ What friend??? : 

“Tut tut—do you suppose I don’t know where you have 
been?” retorted Gashford, rubbing his hands, and beating 
the back of one on the palm of the other, and looking at him 
with a cunning eye. ‘How dull you think me! Shall I say 
his name?” 3 

“No,” said Hugh, with a hasty glance towards Dennis, 


Pee ri tte t A ery ae i ee Pah ee A ee 


BARNABY RUDGE 855 


» “You have also heard from him, no doubt,”* resumed the 
secretary, after a moment’s pause, ‘“‘that the rioters who have 
been taken (poor fellows) are committed for trial, and that 
some very active witnesses have had the temerity to appear 
against them. Among others—” and here he clenched his 
teeth, as if he would suppress, by force, some viclent words 
that rose upon his tongue; and spoke very slowly. ‘“‘ Among 
others, a gentleman who saw the work going on in Warwick 
Street; a Catholic gentleman; one Haredale.” 

Hugh would have prevented his uttering the word, but it 
was out already. Hearing the name, Barnaby turned swiftly 
round. 

“Duty, duty, bold Barnaby!” cried Hugh, assuming his 
wildest and most rapid manner, and thrusting into his hand 
his staff and flag which leant against the wall. ‘“‘Mount 
guard without loss of time, for we are off upon our expedition. 
Up, Dennis, and get ready. Take care that no one turns 
the straw upon my bed, brave Barnaby; we know what’s 
underneath it—eh? Now, master, quick! What you have 
to say, say speedily, for the little captain and a cluster of 
’em are in the fields, and only waiting for us. Sharp’s the 
word, and strike’s the action. Quick!” 

Barnaby was not proof against this bustle and despatch. 
The look of mingled astonishment and anger which had 
appeared in his face when he turned towards them, faded 
from it as the words passed from his memory, like breath from 
a polished mirror; and grasping the weapon which Hugh 
forced upon him, he proudly took his station at the door, 
beyond their hearing. 

“You might have spoiled our plans, master,” said Hugh. 
You, too, of all men!” 

. “Who would have supposed that ke would be so quick?” 
urged Gashford. 

““Fe’s as quick sometimes—I don’t mean with his hands, 
for that you know, but with his head—as you or any man,” 
said Hugh. “Dennis, it’s time we were going; they’re wait- 
ing for us; I came to tell you. Reach me my stick and belt. 
Here! Lend a hand, master. Fling this over my shoulder, 
and buckle it behind, will you?” 

. “Brisk as ever!” said the secretary, adjusting it for him 
as he desired. 

“A man need be brisk to-day; there’s brisk work afoot.” 

“There is, is there?”’ said Gashford, He said it with such 
a provoking assumption of ignorance, that Hugh, looking 
over his shoulder and angrily down upon him, replied: 

“¥s there! You know there is! Who knows better than 
you, master, that the first great step to be taken is to 
make examples of these witnesses, and frighten all men from 
appearing against us or any of our body, any more?” 

“There’s one we know of,” returned Gashford, with an 
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expressive smile, “who is at least as well informed upon 


that subject as you or I.” 


“Tf-we mean the same gentleman, as I suppose we do,” 


Hugh rejoined softly, “I tell you this—he’s as good’ and 


quick information about everything as—” here he paused 


and looked round, as if to make quite sure that the person 
in question was not within hearing—“as Old Nick himself, 
Have you done that, master? How slow you are!” 

“It’s quite fast now,” said Gashford, rising. “I say— 
you didn’t find that your friend disapproved of to-day’s 
little expedition? Ha ha ha! It is fortunate it jumps so 
well with the witness’ policy; for, once planned, it must 
have been carried out. And now you are going, eh?” 

“Now we are going, master!” Hugh replied. “ Any parting 
words?” : 

“Oh dear, no,” said Gashford sweetly. - “None!” 

“You’re sure?” cried Hugh, nudging the grinning Dennis, 

“Quite sure, eh, Muster Gashford?” chuckled the hangman. 

Gashford paused a moment, struggling with his caution 
and his malice; then putting himself between the two men, 


and laying a hand upon the arm of each, said, in a cramped 


whisper: 

_ “Do not, my good friends—I am sure you will not—forget 
our talk one night—in your house, Dennis—about this 
person. No mercy, no quarter, no two beams of his house 
to be left standing where the builder placed them! Fire, the 
saying goes, is a good servant, but a bad master. Make it 
his master; he deserves no better. But I am sure you will 
be firm, I am sure you will be very resolute, I am sure you 
will remember that he thirsts for your lives, and those of ail 
your brave companions. If you ever acted like staunch 
fellows, you will do so to-day. Won’t you, Dennis—won’t 
you, Hugh?” : 

The two looked at him, and at each other; then bursting 
into a roar of laughter, brandished their staves above their 
heads, shook hands, and hurried out. 

When they had been gone a little time, Gashford followed, 
They were yet in sight, and hastening to that part of the 
adjacent fields in which their fellows had already mustered; 
Hugh was looking back, and flourishing his hat to Barnaby, 


who, delighted with his trust, replied in the same manner,. 


and then resumed his pacing up and down before the stable. 
door, where his feet had worn a path already. And when 
Gashford himself was far distant, and looked back for the 
last time, he was still walking to and fro, with the same 
measured tread; the most devoted and the blithest champion 


that ever maintained a post, and felt his heart lifted up With — 
a brave sense of duty, and determination to defend it to the . 


last. ; 
Snaiking at the simplicity of the poor idiot, Gashford betoolk 
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himself-to Welbeck Street by a different path from that-which 
he knew the rioters would take, and sitting down behind a. 
curtain in one of the upper windows of Lord George Gordon’s 
house; waited impatiently for their coming. They were so 
long, that although he knew it had been settled they should 
come that way, he had a misgiving they must have changed 


- their plans and taken some other route. But at length the 


roar of voices was heard in the neighbouring fields, and soon 
afterwards they came thronging past, in a great body. 
However, they were not all, nor nearly all, in one body, 
but were, as he soon found, divided into four parties, each 
of which stopped before the house to give three cheers, and 
then went on; the leaders crying out in what direction they 
were going, and calling on the spectators to join them. The 
first detachment, carrying, by way of banners, some relics 
of the havoc they had made in Moorfields, proclaimed that 
they were on their way to Chelsea, whence they would return 
in the. same order, to make of the spoil they bore, a great 
bonfire, near at hand, The second gave out that they were 
bound for Wapping, to destroy a chapel; the third, that their 
place of destination was East Smithfield, and their object the 
same. All this was done in broad, bright, summer day. Gay 
carriages and chairs stopped to let them pass, or turned back 
to avoid them; people on foot stood aside in doorways, or 
perhaps knocked and begged permission to stand at a window, 


or in the hall, until the rioters had passed; but nobody 


| interfered with them; and directly they had gone by, every- 
| thing went on as usual. 


There still remained the fourth body, and for that the 


# secretary looked with a most intense eagerness. At last it 


came up. It was numerous, and composed of picked men; 


for as he gazed down among them, he recognised many 
_ upturned faces which he knew well—those of Simon Tappertit, 


Hugh, and Dennis in the front, of course. They halted and 


| cheered, as the others had done; but when they moved again, 


they did not like them, proclaim what design they had. 


Hugh merely raised his hat upon the bludgeon he carried, 
and glancing at a spectator on the opposite side of the way, 
was gone, 

Gashford followed the direction of his glance instinctively, 
and saw, standing on the pavement, and wearing the blue 
cockade, Sir John Chester. He held his hat an inch or two 
above his head, to propitiate the mob; and, resting gracefully 
on his cane, smiling pleasantly, and displaying his dress and 
person to the very best advantage, looked on in the most. 
tranquil state imaginable. For all that, and quick and 
dexterous as he was, Gashford had seen him recognise Hugh 
with the air of.a patron. He had no longer any eyes for the 


crowd, but fixed his keen regards upon Sir John. 


He stood in the same place and posture, until the last. man 


358 BARNABY RUDGE 


in the concourse had turned the corner of the street; then very 
deliberately took the blue cockade out of his hat; put it 
carefully in his pocket, ready for the next emergency; 
refreshed himself with a pinch of snuff; put up his box; and 
was walking slowly off, when a passing carriage stopped, 
and a lady’s hand let down the glass. Sir John’s hat was 
oif again immediately. After a minute’s conversation at tke 
earriage-window, in which it was apparent that he was 
vastly entertaining on the subject of the mob, he stepped 
lightly in, and was driven away. 

The secretary smiled, but he had other thoughts to dwell 
upon, and soon dismissed the topic. Dinner was brought 
him, but he sent it down untasted; and, in restless pacings 
up and down the room, and constant glances at the clock, 
and many futile efforts to sit down and read, or go to sleep, 
or look out of the window, consumed four weary hours. 
When the dial told him thus much time had crept away, he 
stole upstairs to the top of the house, and coming out upon 
the roof sat down, with his face towards the east. 

Weedless of the fresh air that blew upon his heated brow, 
of the pleasant meadows from which he turned, of the piles 
of roofs and chimneys upon which he looked, of the smoke 
and rising mist he vainly sought to pierce, of the shrill cries 
of children at their evening sports, the distant hum and 
turmoil of the town, the cheerful country breath that hustled 
past to meet it, and to droop, and die; he watched, and 
watched, till it was dark—save for the specks of light that 
twinkled in the streets below and far away—and, as the 
darkness deepened, strained his gaze and grew more eager yet. 

“Nothing but gloom in that direction, still!’? he muttered 
restlessly. ““Dog! where is the redness in the sky, you 
promised me!”? 


CHAPTER THE FIFTY-FOURTH 
Rumours of the prevailing disturbances had by this time 
begun to be pretty generally circulated through the towns 
and villages round London, and the tidings were everywhere 
received with that appetite for the marvellous and love of 
the terrible which have probably been among the natural 
characteristics of mankind since the creation of the world. 
These accounts, however, appeared, to many persons at that 
day, as they would to us at the present, but that we know 
them to be matter of history, so monstrous and improbable, 
that a great number of those who were resident at a distance, 
and who were credulous enough on other points, were really 
unable to bring their minds to believe that such things could 
be; and rejected the intelligence they received on all hands, 
as wholly fabulous and absurd. : 
Mr. Willet—not so much, perhaps, on account of his haying 
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argued and settled the matter with himself, as by reason’ of 
his constitutional obstinacy—was one of those who positively 
refused to entertain the current topic for a moment. On 
this very evening, and perhaps at the very time when Gash- 
ford kept his solitary watch, old John was so red in the face 
with perpetually shaking his head in contradiction of his 
three ancient cronies and pot companions, that he was quite 
a phenomenon to behold; and lighted up the Maypole porch 
wherein they sat together, like a monstrous carbuncle in a 
fairy tale. 

“Do you think, Sir,” said Mr. Willet, looking hard at 
Solomon Daisy—for it was his custom in cases of personal 
altercation to fasten upon the smallest man in the party— 
‘do you think, Sir, that I’m a born fool?”’ 

“No, no, Johnny,” returned Solomon, looking round upon 
the little circle of which he formed a part. ‘‘We all know 
better than that. You’re no fool, Johnny. No, no!” 

Mr. Cobb and Mr. Parkes shook their heads in unison, 
muttering, “No, no, Johnny, not you!” But as such 
compliments had usually the effect of making Mr. Willet 
rather more dogged than before, he surveyed them with a 
look of deep disdain, and returned for answer: 

‘Then, what do you mean by coming here, and telling me 
that this evening you’re a going to walk up to London to- 
gether—you three—you—and have the evidence of your own 
senses? An’t,” said Mr. Willet, putting his pipe in his 
mouth with an air of solemn disgust, ‘‘an’t the evidence of 
my senses enough for you?” 

“But we haven’t got it, Johnny,” pleaded Parkes, humbly. 

j “You haven’t got it, ‘Sir?” repeated Mr. Willet, eyeing 

| him from top to toe. ‘You haven’t got it, Sir? You have 
got it, Sir. Don’t I tell you that His blessed Majesty King 
George the Third would no more stand a rioting and rollicking 
in his streets, than he’d stand being crowed over by his own 
Parliament?” 

“Yes, Johnny, but that’s your sense—not your senses,” 
said the adventurous Mr. Parkes. 

“How do you know,” retorted John with great dignity. 
“You're a contradicting pretty free, you are, Sir. How do 
you know which it is? I’m not aware I ever told you, Sir.” 

Mr. Parkes, finding himself in the position of having got 
into metaphysics without exactly seeing his way out of 
them, stammered forth an apology and retreated from the 
argument, There then ensued a silence of some ten minutes 
or a quarter of an hour, at the expiration of which period 
Mr. Willet was observed to rumble and shake with laughter, 
and presently remarked, in reference to his late adversary, 
“that he hoped he had tackled him enough.”” Thereupon 
Messrs. Cobb and Daisy laughed, and nodded, and Parkes 

was looked upon as thoroughly and effectually’ put down. 
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“Do you suppose if all this was true, that Mr. Haredale 
would be constantly away from home, as he is?” said John, 
after another silence. “Do you think he wouldn’t be afraid 
to leave his house with them two young women in it, and 
only a couple of men, or so?” ‘ 

“Ay, but then you know,” returned Solomon Daisy, “his 
house is a goodish way out of London, and they do say that 
the rioters won’t go more than two mile, or three at the 
farthest, off the stones. Besides, you know, some of the 
Catholic gentlefolks have actually sent trinkets and such- 
like down here for safety—at least, so the story goes.” 

“The story goes!” said Mr. Willet testily. “Yes, Sir. 
The story goes that you saw a ghost last March. But no- 
body believes it.” 

“Well!” said Solomon, rising, to divert the attention of 
his two friends, who tittered at this retort, “believed or 
disbelieved, it’s true; and true or not, if we mean to go to 
London, we must be going at once. So shake hands, Johnny, 
and good night.” ‘ : 

“IT shall shake hands,” returned the landlord, putting his 
into his pockets, ‘‘with no man as goes to London on such 
nonsensical errands,” 

The three cronies were therefore reduced to the necessity 
of shaking his elbows; having performed that ceremony, and 
brought from the house their hats, and sticks, and great- 
coats, they bade him good night and departed; promising 
to bring him on the morrow full and true accounts of the 
real state of the city, and if it were quiet, to give him the full 
merit of his victory. : 

John Willet looked after them, as they plodded along the 

road in the rich glow of a summer evening; and knocking 
the ashes out of his pipe, laughed inwardly at their folly, 
until his sides were sore. When he had quite exhausted 
himself—which took some time, for he laughed as slowly as 
he thought and spoke—he sat himself comfortably with his 
back to the house, put his legs upon the bench, then his 
apron over his face, and fell sound asleep. 
- How long he slept, matters not; but it was for no brief 
space, for when he awoke, the rich light had faded, the sombre 
hues of night were falling fast upon the landscape, and a 
few bright stars were already twinkling overhead. The 
birds were all at roost, the daisies on the green had closed 
their fairy hoods, the honeysuckle twining round the porch 
exhaled its perfume in a twofold degree, as though it lost — 
its coyness at that silent time and loved to shed its fragrance 
on the night; the ivy scarcely stirred its deep green leaves. _ 
How tranquil, and how beautiful it was! 

Was there no sound in the air, besides the gentle coe ; 
of the trees and the grasshopper’s merry chirp? . Hark! 
Something very faint and distant, not unlike the murmuring 
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in a sea-shell: Now it grew louder, fainter now, and now it 
altogether died away. Presently—it came -again, subsided, 


.. came once more, grew louder, fainter—swelled into a roar. 


It was on the road, and varied with its windings. - All at 
once it burst into a distinct sound—the voices, and the 
tramping feet of many men. 

' It is questionable whether old John Willet, even then, 
would have thought of the rioters, but for the cries of his 
eook and housemaid, who ran screaming upstairs and locked 
themselves into one of the old garrets,—shrieking dismally 
when they had done so, by way of rendering their place of 
refuge perfectly secret and secure. These two females did 
afterwards depone that Mr. Willet in his consternation uttered 
but one word, and called that up the stairs in a stentorian 
voice, six distinct times. But as this word was a mono- 
syllable, which, however inoffensive when applied to the 
quadruped it denotes, is highly reprehensible when used in 
connexion with females of unimpeachable character, many 
persons were inclined to believe that the young women 
laboured under some hallucination caused by excessive be 
and that their ears deceived them. 

Be this as it may, John Willet, in whom the very utter- 
most extent of dull-headed perplexity supplied the place of 
courage, stationed himself in the porch, and waited for their 
coming up. Once, it dimly occurred to him that there was 
a kind of door to the house, which had a lock and bolts; 
and at the same time some shadowy ideas of shutters to the 
lower windows, flitted through his brain. But he stood 
stock still, looking down the road in the direction in which 
the noise was rapidly advancing, and did not so much as 
take his hands out of his pockets. 

He had not to wait long. A dark mass, looming through a 
cloud of dust, soon became visible; the mob quickened their 
pace; shouting and whooping like savages, they came rushing 
on pell-mell ; and in a few seconds he was bandied from hand 
to hand, in the heart of a crowd of men. 

“Holloa!” cried a voice he knew, as the man who spoke 
eame cleaving through the throng. ‘Where is he? Give 
him to me. Don’t hurt him. How now, old Jack! Ha 
ha ha!” 

Mr. Willet looked at him, and saw it was Hugh; but he 
said nothing, and thought nothing. 

' “These lads are thirsty and must drink!’’ cried Hugh, 

thrusting him back towards the house. ‘Bustle, Jack, 

bustle. Show us the best—the very best—the over-proof 
' that you keep for your own drinking, Jack!” . 

John faintly articulated the words, ““Who’s to pay?” 

' “He says ‘Who’s to pay?’” cried Hugh, with a roar of 
Jaughter which was loudly echoed by the crowd. Then 
turning to John, he added, “Pay! Why, nobody.” ~ -. 
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John stared round at the mass of faces—some grinning; 
some fierce, some lighted up by torches, some indistinct, 
some dusky and shadowy: some looking at him, some at his 
house, some at each other—and while he was, as he thought; 
in the very act of doing so, found himself, without any con- 
sciousness of having moved, in the bar; sitting down in an 
armchair, and watching the destruction of his property, as 
if it were some queer play or entertainment, of an astonishing 
and stupifying nature, but having no reference to himself— 
that he could make out—at all. 

Yes. Here was the bar—the bar that the boldest never 
entered without special invitation—the sanctuary, the 
mystery, the hallowed ground: here it was, crammed with 
men, clubs, sticks, torches, pistols; filled with a deafening 
noise, oaths, shouts, screams, hootings; changed all at once 
into a bear-garden, a mad-house, an infernal temple: men 
darting in and out, by door and window, smashing the glass, 
turning the taps, drinking liquor out of china punchbowls, 
sitting astride of casks, smoking private and personal pipes, 
cutting down the sacred grove of lemons, hacking and hewing 
at the celebrated cheese, breaking open inviolable drawers, 
putting things in their pockets which didn’t belong to them, 
dividing his own money before his own eyes, wantonly wasting, 
breaking, pulling down and tearing up: nothing quict, nothing 
private: men everywhere—above, below, overhead, in the 
bedrooms, in the kitchen, in the yard, in the stables—clamber- 
ing in at windows when there were doors wide open; dropping 
out of windows when the stairs were handy; leaping over the 
bannisters into chasms of passages: new faces and figures 
presenting themselves every instant—some yelling, some 
Singing, some fighting, some breaking glass and crockery, 
Some laying the dust with the liquor they couldn’t drink, 
some ringing the bells till they pulled them down, others 
beating them with pokers till they beat them into fragments: 
more men still—more, more, more—swarming on like insects: 
noise, smoke, light, darkness, frolic, anger, laughter, groans, 
plundez, fear, and ruin! 

Nearly all the time while John looked on at this bewildering 
scene, Hugh kept near him; and though he was the loudest, 
wildest, most destructive villain there, he saved his old 
master’s bones a score of times. Nay, even when Mr. Tapper- 
tit, excited by liquor, came up, and in assertion of his prerog- 
ative politely kicked John Willet on the shins, Hugh bade 
him return the compliment; and if old John had had sufficient 
presence of mind to understand this whispered direction, 
and to profit by it, he might, no doubt, under Hugh’s pro- 
tection, have done so with impunity. 

At length the band began to reassemble outside the house, 
and to call to those within, to join them, for they were losing 
time, These murmurs increasing, and attaining a very high 
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pitch, Hugh, and some of those who yet lingered in the bar, 
and who plainly were the leaders of the troop, took counsel 
together apart as to what was to be done with John, to keep 
him quiet until their Chigwell work was over. Some proposed 
to set the house on fire and leave him in it; others, that he 
should be reduced to a state of temporary insensibility, by 
knocking on the head; others, that he should be sworn to 
sit where he was until to-morrow at the same hour; others 
again, that he should be and taken off with them, 
under a sufficient guard. All these propositions being over- 
ruled, it was concluded, at last, to bind him in his chair, and 
the word was passed for Dennis. 

“Look’ee here, Jack!’ said Hugh, striding up to him: 
‘We're going to tie you, hand and foot, but otherwise you 
won’t be hurt. D’ye hear?” . 

John Willet looked at another man, as if he didn’t know 
which was the speaker, and muttered something about an 
ordinary every Sunday at two o’clock. 

“You won’t be hurt, I tell you, Jask—do you hear me?”’ 
roared Hugh, impressing the assurance upon him by means 
of a heavy blow on the back. “He’s so dead scared, he’s 
wool-gathering, 1 think. Give him a drop of something to 
drink here. Hand over, one of you.” 

A glass of liquor being passed forward, Hugh poured the 
contents down old John’s throat. Mr. Willet feebly smacked 
his lips, thrust. his hand into his pocket, and inquired what 
was to pay; adding, as he looked vacantly round, that he 
believed there was a trifle of broken glass— 

“He’s out of his senses for the time, it’s my belief,” said 
Hugh, after shaking him, without any visible effect upon his 
system, until his keys rattled in his pocket. 

““Where’s that Dennis?” 

The word was again passed, and presently Mr. Dennis, with 
a long cord bound about his middle, something after the 
manner of a friar, came hurrying in, attended by a body- 
guard of half-a-dozen of his men. 

“Come! Be alive here!” eried Hugh, stamping his foot 
upon the ground. ‘‘Make haste!” 

Dennis, with a wink and a nod, unwound the cord from 
about his person, and raising his eyes to the ceiling, looked all 
over it, and round the walis and cornice, with a curious eye; 
then shook his head. 

“Move, man, can’t you!” cried Hugh, with another 
impatient stamp of his foot. ‘Are we to wait here till the 
ery has gone for ten miles round, and our work’s interrupted?” 

“Tt’s all very fine talking, brother,” answered Dennis, 
stepping towards him; ‘‘but unless—” and here he whispered 
in his-ear— “unless we do it over the door, it can’t be done 
at all in this here room.” 

. “What can’t?” Hugh demanded. 
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“What ‘can’t!” retorted Dennis. “Why, the old maa 
can’t.” 

_ “Why, you weren’t going to hang him?” cried Hugh, 

“No, brother?” returned the hangman with a stare. 
‘What else?” 

Hugh made no answer, but snatching the rope from his 
companion’s hand, proceeded to bind old John himself; but 
his very first move was so bungling and unskilful, that Mr. 
Dennis entreated, almost with tears in his eyes, that he might 
be permitted to perform the duty. Hugh consenting, he 
achieved it in a twinkling. 

“There!” he said, looking mournfully at John Willet, who 
displayed no more emotion in his bonds than he had shown 
out of them. “That’s what I call pretty and workmanlike. 
He’s quite a picter now. But, brother, just a word with 
you—now that he’s ready trussed, as one may say, wouldn’t 
it be better for all parties if we was to work him off? It 
would read uncommon well in the newspapers, it would 
indeed. The public would think a great deal more on us!” 

Hugh, inferring what his companion meant, rather from his 
gestures than his technical mode of expressing himself (to 


which, as he was ignorant of his calling, he wanted the clue), 


rejected this proposition for the second time, and gave the 
word “Forward!” which was echoed by a hundred voices 
from without. 

“To the Warren!” shouted Dennis as he ran out, followed 
by the rest. ‘‘A witness’s house, my lads!” 

A loud yell followed, and the whole throng hurried off, mad 
for pillage and destruction. Hugh lingered behind for a 
few moments to stimulate himself with more drink, and to 
set all the taps running, a few of which had accidentally been 
spared; then, glancing round the despoiled and plundered 
room, through whose shattered window the rioters had thrust 
the Maypole itself,—for even that had been sawn down,— 
lighted a torch, clapped the mute and motionless John Willet 
on the back, and waving his light above his head, and uttering 
a fierce shout, hastened after his companions, 


CHAPTER THE FIFTY-FIFTH 

Joun WILLET, left alone in his dismantled bar, continued to 
sit staring about him; awake as to his eyes, certainly, but 
with all his powers of reason and reflection in a sound and 
dreamless sleep. He looked round upon the room which 
had been for years, and was within an hour ago, the pride of 
his heart; and not a muscle of his face was moved. The 
night, without, looked black and cold through the dreary 
gaps in the casement; the precious liquids, now nearly leaked 
away, dripped with a hollow sound upon the floor; the May- 
pole-pecred ruefully in through the broken window, like the 
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bowsprit of a wrecked ship; the ground might have been the 
bottom of the sea, it was so strewn with precious fragments. 
Currents of air rushed in, as.the old doors jarred. and creaked 
‘upon their hinges; the candles flickered and guttered down, 
and made long winding-sheets; the cheery deep-red curtains 
flapped and fluttered idly in the wind; even the stout Dutch 
kegs, overthrown and lying empty in dark corners, seemed 
the mere husks of good fellows whose: jollity had departed, 
and who could kindle with a friendly glow no more. John 
saw this desolation, and yet saw it not. He was perfectly 
contented to sit there staring at it, and felt no more indig- 
nation or discomfort in his bonds than if they had been robes 
of honour. So far as he was personally concerned, old Time 
lay snoring, and the world stood still. 

Save for the dripping from the barrels, the rustling of such 
light fragments of destruction as the wind affected, and the 
dull creaking of the open doors, all was profoundly quiet: 
indeed these sounds, like the ticking of the death-watch in 
the night, only made the silence they invaded deeper and 
more apparent. But quiet or noisy, it was all one to John. 
If a train of heavy artillery could have come up and com- 
menced ball practice outside the window, it would have been 
all the same to him. He was a long way beyond surprise. 
A ghost couldn’t have overtaken him. 

By and by he heard a footstep—a hurried, and yet cautious 
footstep—coming on towards the house. It stopped, advanced 
again, then seemed to go quite round it. Having done that, 
it came beneath the window, and a head looked in. : 

It was strongly relieved against the darkness outside by 
the glare of the guttering candles. A pale, worn, withered 
face; the eyes—but that was owing to its gaunt condition— 
unnaturally large and bright; the hair a grizzled black. It 
gave a searching glance all round the room, and a deep voice 
said: 

** Are you alone in this house?” ; 

John made no sign, though the question was repeated 
twice, and he heard it distinctly. After a moment’s pause, 
the man got in at the window. John was not at all surprised 
at this, either. There had been so much getting in and out of 
window in the course of the last hour or so, that he had quite 
forgotten the door, and seemed to have lived among such 
exercises from infancy. 

The man wore a large, dark, faded cloak, and a slouched 
hat; he walked up close to John, and looked at him. John 
returned the compliment with interest. 

‘*How long have you been sitting thus?’’ said the man. 

John considered, but nothing came of it. 

**Which way have the party gone?” . 

Some wandering speculations relative to the fashion of the — 
stranger’s boots, got into Mr, Willet’s mind by some accident 
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or other, but they got out again in a hurry, and left him in 
his former state. _ 

“You would do well to speak,” said the man: “you may 
keep a whole skin, though you have nothing else left that 
ean be hurt. Which way have the party gone?” 

“That!” said John, finding his voice all at once, and nodding 
with perfect good faith—he couldn’t point; he was so tightly 
bound—in exactly the opposite direction to the right one. 

“You lie!” said the man angrily, and with a threatening 
gesture. “TI came that way. You would betray me.” 

It was so evident that John’s imperturbability was not 
assumed, but was the result of the late proceedings under his 
roof, that the man staycd his hand in the very act of striking 
him, and turned away. 

John looked after him without so much as a twitch in a 
single nerve of his face. He seized a glass, and holding it 
under one of the little casks until a few drops were collected, 
drank them greedily off; then throwing it down upon the 
floor impatiently, he took the vessel in his hands, and drained 
it into his throat. Some scraps of bread and meat were 
scattered about, and on these he fell next; eating them with 
voracity, and pausing every now and then to listen for some 
fancied noise outside. When he had refreshed himself in 
this manner with violent haste, and raised another barrel to 
his lips, he pulled his hat upon his brow as though he were 
about to leave the house, and turned to John. 

. **Where are your servants?” 

Mr. Willet indistinctly remembered to have heard the 
rioters calling to them to throw the key of the room in which 
they were, out of window, for their keeping. He therefore 
replied, ‘Locked up.” 

“Well for them if they remain quiet, and well for you if 
you do the like,” said the man. ‘Now show me the way the 
party went.” 

This time Mr. Willet indicated it correctly. The man was 
hurrying to the door, when suddenly there came towards 
them on the wind, the loud and rapid tolling of an alarm-bell, 
and then a bright and vivid glare streamed up, which illu- 
mined, not only the whole chamber, but all the country. 

It was not the sudden change from darkness to this dreadful 
light, it was not the sound of distant shrieks and shouts of 
triumph, it was not this dread invasion of the serenity and 
peace of night, that drove the man back as though a thunder- 
bolt had struck him. It was the Bell. If the ghastliest 
shape the human mind has ever pictured in its wildest dreams 
had risen up before him, he could not have staggered back- 
ward from its touch, as he did from the first sound of that 
loud iron voice. With eyes that started from his head, his 
limbs convulsed, his face most horrible to see, he raised one 
arm high up into the air, and holding something visionary, 
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back and down, with his other hand, drove at it as though he 
held a knife and stabbed it to the heart. He clutched his 
hair, and stopped his ears, and travelled madly round and 
round; then gave a frightful cry, and with it rushed away: 
still, still, the Bell tolled on and seemed to follow him—louder 
and louder, hotter and hotter yet. The glare grew brighter, 
the roar of voices deeper; the crash of heavy bodies falling, 
shook the air; bright streams of sparks rose up into the sky; 
but louder than them all—rising faster far, to Heaven—a 
million times more fierce and furious—pouring forth dreadful 
secrets after its long silence—speaking the language of the 
dead—the Bell—the Bell! 

What hunt of spectres could surpass that dread pursuit 
and flight! Had there been a legion of them on his track, 
he couid have better borne it. They would have had a 
beginning and an end, but here all space was full. The one 
pursuing voice was everywhere; it sounded in the earth, the 
air; shook the long grass, and howled among the trembling 
trees. The echoes caught it up, the owls hooted as it flew 
upon the breeze, the nightingale was silent and hid herself 
among the thickest boughs: it seemed to goad and urge the 
angry fire, and lash it into madness; everything was steeped 
in one prevailing red; the glow was everywhere; nature was 
drenched in blood: still the remorseless crying of that awful 
voice—the Bell, the Bell! 

Tt ceased; but not in his ears. The knell was at his heart. 
No work of man had ever voice like that which sounded there, 
and warned him that it cried unceasingly to Heaven. Who 
could hear that bell, and not know what it said! There was 
murder in its every note—cruel, relentless, savage murder— 
the murder of a confiding man, by one who held his every 
trust. Its ringing summoned phantoms from their graves. 
What face was that, in which a friendly smile changed to a 
look of half incredulous horror, which stiffened for a moment 
into one of pain, then changed again into an imploring glance 
at Heaven, and so fell idly down with upturned eyes, like 
the dead stags he had often peeped at when a little child: 
shrinking and shuddering—there was a dreadful thing to 
think of now!—and clinging to an apron as he looked! He 
sank upon the ground, and grovelling down as if he would 
dig himself a place to hide in, covered his face and ears; but 
no, no, no—a hundred walls and roofs of brass would not shut 
out that bell, for in it spoke the wrathful voice of God, and from 
that voice, the whole wide universe could not afford a refuge! 
- While he rushed up and down, not knowing where to turn, 
and while he lay crouching there, the work went briskly on 
indeed. When they left the Maypole, the rioters formed into 
a selid body, and advanced at a quick pace towards the 
Warren. Rumour of their approach having gone before, 
they found the garden doors fast closed, the windows made 
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secure, and the house profoundly dark: not a light being* 


visible in any portion of the building. After some fruitless 
ringing at the bells, and beating at the iron gates, they drew 
off a few paces to reconnoitre, and confer upon the course it 
would be best to take. i 

Very little conference was needed, when all were bent upon 
one desperate purpose, infuriated with liquor, and flushed with 
successful riot. The word being given to surround the house, 
some climbed the gates, or dropped into the shallow trench 
and scaled the garden wall, while others pulled down the solid 
iron fence, and while they made a breach to enter by, made 
deadly weapons of the bars. The house being completely 
encircled, a small number of men were despatched to break 
open a tool-shed in the garden; and during their absence on 
this errand, the remainder contented themselves with knocking 
violently at the doors, and calling to those within, to come 
down and open them on peril of their lives. 

No answer being returned to this repeated summons, and 
the detachment who had been sent away, coming back with 
an accession of pickaxes, spades, and hoes, they,—together 
with those who had such arms already, or carried (as many 
did) axes, poles, and crowbars,—struggled into the foremost 
rank, ready to beset the doors and windows. They had not 
at this time more than a dozen lighted torches among them; 
but when these preparations were completed, flaming links 
were distributed and passed from hand to hand with such 
rapidity, that, in a minute’s time, at least two-thirds of the 
whole roaring mass bore, each man in his hand, a blazing 
brand. Whirling these about their heads they raised a loud 
shout, and fell to work upon the doors and windows. 

Amidst the clattering of heavy blows, the rattling of broken 
glass, the cries and execrations of the mob, and all the din and. 
turmoil of the scene, Hugh and his friends kept together at the 
turret door where Mr. Haredale had last admitted him and 
old John Willet; and spent their united force on that. It was 
a strong old oaken door, guarded by good bolts and a heavy 
bar, but it soon wentcrashing in upon the narrow stairs behind, 
and made, as it were, a platform to facilitate their tearing up 
into the rooms above. Almost at the same moment, a dozen 
other points were forced, and at every one the crowd poured 
in like water. 

A few armed servant-men were posted in the hall, and when 
the rioters forced an entrance there, they fired some half-a- 
dozen shots. But these taking no effect, and the concourse 
coming on like an army of devils, they only thought of con- 
sulting their own safety, and retreated, echoing their assailants? 
cries, and hoping in the confusion to be taken for rioters them= 


selves; in which stratagem they succeeded, with the exception. - 


of one old man who was never heard of again, and was said 


to have had his brains beaten out with an iron bar (one of hig « 


- 


* 


BARNABY RUDGE , 369, 


fellows reported that he had seen the old man fall), and to have 
been afterwards burnt in the flames. ts 

‘The besiegers being now in complete possession of the house, . 
spread themselves over it from garret to cellar, and plied their 
demon labours fiercely. While some small parties kindled 
bonfires underneath the windows, others broke up the furni- 
ture and cast the fragments down to feed the flames below; | 
where the apertures in the wall (windows no longer) were large * 
enough, they threw out tables, chests of drawers, beds, 
mirrors, pictures, and flung them whole into the fire; while . 
every fresh addition to the blazing masses was received with 
shouts, and howls, and yells, which added new and dismal 
terrors to the conflagration. Those who had axes and had 
spent their.fury on the moveables, chopped and tore down the 
doors and window-frames, broke up the flooring, hewed away 
the rafters, and buried men who lingered in the upper rooms, 
in heaps of ruins. Some searched the drawers, the chests, the 
boxes, writing-desks, and closets, for jewels, plate, and money ; 
while others less mindful of gain and more mad for destruction, 
east their whole contents into the courtyard without examina- 
tion, and. called to those below, to heap them on the blazes 
Men who had been into the cellars, and had staved the casks, 
rushed to and fro stark mad, setting fire to all they saw—often 
to the dresses of their own friends—and kindling the building 
in so many parts that some had nc time for escape, and were 
seen, with drooping hands and blackened faces, hanging sense- 
less on the window-sills to which they had crawled, until they 
were sucked and drawn into the burning gulf. The more the 
fire crackled and raged, the wilder and more cruel the men grew; 
as though moving in that element they became fiends, and 
changed their earthly nature for the qualities that give delight 
in hell. 

The burning pile, revealing rooms and passages red hot, 
through gaps made in the crumbling walls; the tributary fires 
that licked the outer bricks and stones, with their long-forked 
tongues, and ran up to meet the glowing mass within; the 
shining of the flames upon the villains who looked on and fed. 
them; the roaring of the angry blaze, so bright and high that 
it seemed in its rapacity to have swallowed up the very smoke; 
the living flakes the wind bore rapidly away and hurried on 
with, like a storm of fiery snow; the noiscless breaking of 
great beams of wood, which fell like feathers on the heap of 
ashes, and crumbled in the very act to sparks and powder; 
the lurid tinge that overspread ‘the sky, and the darkness, 
very deep by contrast, which prevailed around; the exposure 
to the coarse, common gaze, of every little nook which usages 
of home had made a sacred place, and the destruction by rude 
hands of every little household favourite which old associations 
made a dear and precious thing: all this taking place—not 
among pitying looks and friendly murmurs of compassion, 
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but brutal shouts and exultations, which seemed to make the 
very rats who stood by the old house too long, creatures with 
some claim upon the pity and regard of those its roof had 
sheltered:—combined to form a scene never to be forgotten 
by those who saw it and were not actors in the work, so long 
as life endured. 

And who were they? The alarm-bell rang—and it was 
pulled by no faint or hesitating hands—for a long time; but 
not a soul was seen. Some of the insurgents said that when it 
ceased, they heard the shrieks of women, and saw some gar- 
ments fluttering in the air, as a party of men bore away no 
unresisting burdens. No one could say that this was true or 
false, in such an uproar; but where was Hugh? Who among 
them had seen him, since the forcing of the doors? The cry 
spread through the body. Where was Hugh? 

“Here!” he hoarsely cried, appearing from the darkness 3 
out of breath, and blackened with the smoke. _“* We have done 
all we can; the fire is burning itself out; and even the corners 
where it hasn’t spread, are nothing but heaps of ruins. Dis- 
perse, my lads, while the coast’s clear; get back by different 
ways; and meet as usual!” With that he disappeared again, 
—contrary to his wont, for he was always first to advance, and 
last to go away,—leaving them to follow homewards as they 
would. 

It was not an easy task to draw off such a throng. If 
Bedlam gates had been flung open wide, there would not have 
issued forth such maniacs as the frenzy of that night had 
made. There were men there, who danced and trampled on 
the beds of flowers as though they trod down human enemies, 
and wrenched them from the stalks, like Savages who twisted 
human necks. There were men who cast their lighted torches 
in the air, and suffered them to fall upon their heads and faces, 
blistering the skin with deep unseemly burns. There were 
men who rushed up to the fire, and paddled in it with their 
hands as if in water; and others who were restrained by force 
from plunging in, to gratify their deadly longing. On the 
skull of one drunken lad—not twenty, by his looks—who lay 
upon the ground with a bottle to his mouth, the lead from the 
roof came streaming down in a shower of liquid fire, white hot; 
melting his head like wax. When the scattered parties were 
collected, men—living yet, but singed as with hot irons— 
were plucked out of the cellars, and carried off upon the 
shoulders of others, who strove to wake them as they went 
along, with ribald jokes, and left them, dead, in the passages 
of hospitals. But of all the howling throng not one learnt 
mercy from, or sickened at, these sights; nor was the fierce, 
besotted, senseless rage of one man glutted. 

Slowly, and in small clusters, with hoarse hurrahs and repeti-« 


tions of their usual cry, the assembly dropped away. The last. 


éew red-eyed stragglers reeled after those who had gone before 
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the distant noise of men calling to each other, and whistling 
for others whom they missed, grew fainter and fainter; at 
length even these sounds died away, and silence reigned alone, 

Silence indeed! The glare of the flames had sunk into a 
fitful, flashing light; and the gentle stars, invisible till now, 
looked down upon the blackening heap. A dull smoke hung 
upon the ruin, as though to hide it from those eyes of Heaven; 
and the wind forbore to move it. Bare walls, roof open to the 
sky—chambers, where the beloved dead had, many and many 
a fair day, risen to new life and energy; where so many dear 
ones had been sad and merry; which were connected with so 
many thoughts and hopes, regrets and changes—all gone. 
Nothing left but a dull and dreary blank—a smouldering heap 
of dust and ashes—the silence and solitude of utter desolation« 


CHAPTER THE FIFTY-SIXTH 

THE Maypole cronies, little dreaming of the change so soon 
to come upon their favourite haunt, struck through the 
Forest path upon their way to London; and avoiding the 
main road, which was hot and dusty, kept to the by-paths 
and the fields. As they drew nearer to their destination, 
they began to make inquiries of the people whom they passed, 
concerning the riots, and the truth or falsehood of the stories 
they had heard. The answers went far beyond any intelli- 


' gence that had spread to quiet Chigwell. One man told 


them that that afternoon the Guards, conveying to Newgate 
some rioters who had been re-examined, had been set upon 
by the mob and compelled to retreat; another, that the houses 
of two witnesses near Clare Market were about to be pulled 
down when he came away; another, that Sir George Saville’s 
house in Leicester Fields was to be burned that night, and 
that it would go hard with Sir George if he fell into the 
people’s hands, as it was he who had brought in the Catholic 
bill. All accounts agreed that the mob were out, in stronger 
numbers and more numerous parties than had yet appeared; 
that the streets were unsafe; that no man’s house or life was 
worth an hour’s purchase; that the public consternation was 
increasing every moment; and that many families had already 
fled the city. One fellow who wore the popular colour, 
damned them for not having cockades in their hats, and bade 
them set a good watch to-morrow night upon the prison 
doors, for the locks would have a straining; another asked 
if they were fire-proof, that they walked abroad without 
the distinguishing mark of all good and true men; and a 
third who rode on horseback, and was quite alone, ordered 
them to throw, each man a shilling, in his hat, towards the 
support of the rioters. Although they were afraid to refuse 
compliance with this demand, and were much alarmed by 
these reports, they agreed, having come so far, to go'forward, 
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and see the real state of things with their own eyes. Se 
they pushed on quicker, as men do who are excited by 
portentous news; and ruminating on what they had heard, 
spoke little to each other. ; 

. It was now night, and as they came nearer to the city they 
had dismal confirmation of this intelligence in three great 
fires, all close together, which burnt fiercely and were gloomily 
reflected inthe sky. Arriving in the immediate suburbs, they 
found that almost every house had chalked upon its door in 
large characters ‘‘No Popery,” that the shops were shut, and 
that alarm and anxiety were depicted in every face they passed. 

Noting these things with a degree of apprehension which 
neither of the three cared to impart, in its full extent, to his 
companions, they came to a turnpike-gate, which was shut. 
They were passing through the turnstile on the path, when a 
horseman rode up from London at a hard gallop, and called 
to the toll-keeper in a voice of great agitation, to open 
quickly in the name of God. 

The adjuration was so earnest and vehement, that the 
man, with a lantern in his hand, came running out—toll- 
keeper though he was—and was about to throw the gate 
open, when happening to look behind him, he exclaimed, 
“Good Heaven, what’s that! Another fire!” 

At this, the three turned their heads, and saw in the dis< 
tance—straight in the direction whence they had come— 
a broad sheet of flame, casting a threatening light upon the 
clouds, which glimmered as though the conflagration were 
behind them, and showed like a wrathful sunset. 

“My mind misgives me,” said the horseman, ‘‘or I know 
from what far building those flames come. Don’t stand 
aghast, my good fellow. Open the gate!” 

Sir,” cried the man, laying his hand upon his horse’s 
bridle as he let him through: ‘“‘I know you now, Sir; be advised 
by me; do not goon. I saw them pass, and know what kind 
of men they are. You will be murdered.” 

“So be it!’ said the horseman, looking intently towards 
the fire, and not at him who spoke. 

“But Sir—Sir,” cried the man, grasping at his rein more 
tightly yet, “if you do go on, wear the blue riband. Here, 
Sir,” he added, taking one from his own hat, “‘it’s necessity, 
not choice, that makes me wear it; it’s love of life and home, 
Sir. Wear it for this one night, Sir; only for this one night.” 

“Do!” cried the three friends, pressing round his horse, 
“Mr. Haredale—worthy Sir—good gentleman—pray be 
persuaded.” 

‘*Who’s that?” cried Mr. Haredale, stooping down to look. 
**Did I hear Daisy’s voice?” ; 

“You did, Sir,” cried the little man. ‘Do be persuaded, 
Sir. : This gentleman says very true, Your life may hang _ 
upon it.” ; 
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“Are you,” said Mr, Haredale eee “afraid to come 
with me?” oe 

“J, Sir?—N-n-no.” 

“Put that riband in your hat. If we meet the rioters, 
swear that I took you prisoner for wearing it. I will tell 
them so with my own lips; for as I hope for mercy when I. 
die, I will take no quarter from them, nor shall they have 
quarter from me, if we come hand to hand to-night. Up 
here—behind me—quick! Clasp me tight round the body, 
and fear nothing.” 

In an instant they were riding away, at full gallop, in a 
dense cloud of dust, and speeding on like hunters in a dream. 

It was well the good horse knew the road he traversed, for 
never once—no, never once in all the journey—did Mr. 
Haredale cast his eyes upon the ground, or turn them, for 
an instant, from the light towards which they sped so madly. 
Once he said in a low voice “It is my house,”’ but that was 
the only time he spoke. When they came to dark and 
doubtful places. he never forgot to put his hand upon the 
little man to hold him more securely on his seat, but he 
kept his head erect and his eyes fixed on the fire, then and 
always. 

The road was dangerous enough, for they went the nearest 
way—headlong—far from the highway—by lonely lanes and 
poe where waggon-wheels had worn deep ruts; where 

edge and ditch hemmed in the narrow strip of ground; and 
tall trees, arching overhead, made it profoundly dark. But 
on, On, on, with neither stop nor stumble, till they reached the 
Maypole door, and could plainly see that the fire began to 
fade, as if for want of fuel. 

**Down—for one moment—for but one moment,’’ said Mr. 
Haredale, helping Daisy to the ground, and following himself. 


_ * Willet—Willet—where are my niece and servants—Willet!” 


Crying to him distractedly, he rushed into the bar.—The 
landlord bound and fastened to his chair; the place dismantled, 
stripped, and pulled about his ears ;—nobody could have takea 
shelter here. 

He was a strong man, accustomed to restrain himself, 


and suppress his strong emotions; but this preparation for 


what was to follow—though he had seen that fire burning, 
and knew that his house must be razed to the ground—was 
more than he could bear. He covered his face with his hands 
for a moment, and turned away his head. 

“Johnny, Johnny,” said Solomon—and the simple-hearted 
fellow cried outright, and wrung his hands—‘‘Oh dear old 
Johnny, here’s a change! That the Maypole bar should 
come to this, and we should live to see it! The old Warren 
too, Johnny—Mr. Haredale—oh, Johnny, what a piteous 
sight this is” 


Pointing to Mr. Haredale as he said these want, little 
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Solomon Daisy put his elbows on the back of Mr. Willet’s 
chair, and fairly blubbered on his shoulder. 

While Solomon was speaking, old John sat, mute as a 
stock-fish, staring at him with an unearthly glare, and dis- 
playing by every possible symptom, entire and complete 
unconsciousness. But when Solomon was silent again, John 
followed, with his great round eyes, the direction of his looks, 
and did appear to have some dawning distant notion that 
somebody had come to see him. 

‘You know us, don’t you, Johnny?” said the little clerk, 
rapping himself on the breast. ‘Daisy, you know—Chigwell 
Church—hbell-ringer—little desk on Sundays—eh, Johnny?” 

Mr. Willet reflected for a few moments, and then muttered, 
as it were mechanically; ‘‘Let us sing to the praise and glory 
Of 

“Yes, to be sure,” cried the little man, hastily; “that’s it 
—that’s me, Johnny. You’re all right now, an’t you? Say 
you’re all right, Johnny.” 

“All right?’? pondered Mr. Willet, as if that were a matter 
entirely between himself and his conscience. ‘All right? 
Ah!” 

“They haven’t been misusing you with sticks, or pokers, 
or any other blunt instruments—have they, Johnny?” asked 
Solomon, with a very anxious glance at Mr. Willet’s head. 
‘They didn’t beat you, did they?” 

John knitted his brow; looked downwards, as if he were 
mentally engaged in some arithmetical calculation; then 
upwards, as if the total would not come at his call; then at 
Solomon Daisy, from his eyebrow to his shoe-buckle; then 
very slowly round the bar. And then a great, round, 
Jeaden-looking, and not at all transparent tear, came rolling 
out of each eye, and he said, as he shook his head: 

“If they’d only had the goodness to murder me, I’d have 
thanked ’em kindly.” 

“No, no, no, don’t say that, Johnny,” whimpered his 
little friend. ‘It’s very—very bad, but not quite so bad as 
that. No, no!” : 

“Look’ee here, Sir!’’ cried John, turning his rueful eyes on 
Mr. Haredale, who had dropped on one knee, and was hastily 
beginning to untie his bonds. ‘‘Look’ee here, Sir! The very 
Maypole—the old dumb Maypole—stares in at the winder, 
as if it said, ‘John Willet, John Willet, let’s go and pitch 
ourselves in the nighest pool of water as is deep enough to 
hold us; for our day is over!’” 

“Don’t, Johnny, don’t,” cried his friend: no less affected 
by this mournful effort of Mr. Willet’s imagination, than by 
the sepulchral tone in which he had spoken for the Maypole. 
**Please don’t, Johnny!” 

“Your loss is great, and your misfortune a heavy one,” 
gaid Mr. Haredale, Jeoking restlessly towards the doors 


. 
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“and this is not a time to comfort you. If it were, I am in 
no condition to do so. Before I leave you, tell me one thing, 
and try to tell me plainly, I implore you. Have you seen, or 
heard of Emma?” ees 

“No!” said Mr. Willet. 

“Nor any one but these bloodhounds?” - 

“No!” 

“They rode away, I trust in Heaven, before these dreadful 
scenes began,” said Mr. Haredale, who, between his agitation, 
his eagerness to mount his horse again, and the dexterity 
with which the cords were tied, had scarcely yet undone one 
knot. ‘A knife, Daisy!” 

“You didn’t,” said John, looking about, as though he had 
lost his pocket-handkerchief, or some such slight article— 
te of you gentlemen—see a—a coffin anywheres, did 
you 

“Willet!’’? cried Mr. Haredale. Solomon dropped the 
knife, and instantly becoming limp from head to foot, ex- 
claimed “Good gracious!”’ 

*“_ Because,” said John, not at all regarding them, “a 
dead man called a little time ago, on his way yonder. I 
could have told you what name was on the plate, if he had 
brought his coffin with him, and left it behind. If he didn’t, 
it don’t signify.” 

His landlord, who had listened to these words with breath- 
less attention, started that moment to his feet; and, without 
_ a word, drew Solomon Daisy to the door, mounted his horse, 

took him up behind again, and flew rather than galloped 
towards the pile of ruins, which that day’s sun had shone 
| upon, a stately house. Mr. Willet stared after them, listened, 
looked down upon himself to make quite sure that he was 
still unbound, and, without any manifestation of impatience, 
| disappointment, or surprise, gently relapsed into the condition 
| from which he had so imperfectly recovered. 
- Mr. Haredale tied his horse to the trunk of a tree, and 
grasping his companion’s arm, stole softly along the footpath, 
and into what had been the garden of his house. He stopped 
for an instant to look upon its smoking walls, and at the stars 
that shone through roof and floor upon the heap of crumbling 
ashes. Solomon glanced timidly in his face, but his lips were 
tightly pressed together, a resolute and stern expression set 
upon his brow, and not a tear, a look, or gesture indicating 
grief, escaped him. 

He drew his sword; felt for a moment in his breast, as though 
he carried other arms about him; then grasping Solomon by 
the wrist again, went with a cautious step all round the house. 
‘He looked into every doorway and gap in the wall; retraced 
| his steps at every rustling of the air among the leaves; and 
| searched in every shadowed nook with outstretched hands. 
| Thus they made the circuit of the building: but they returned 
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' to the spot from which they had set out, without encounter- 
ing any human being, or finding the least trace of any-con- 
cealed straggler. : "7 

After a. short pause, Mr. Haredale shouted twice or thrice. 

Then cried aloud, ‘“‘Is there any one in hiding here, who 
knows my voice! ‘There is nothing to fear now. If any of 
my people are near, I entreat them to answer!” He called 
them all by name; his voice was echoed in many mournful 
tones; then all was silent as before. 
’ They were standing near the foot of the turret, where the 
alarm-bell hung. The fire had raged there, and the floors 
had been sawn, and hewn, and beaten down, besides. It 
was open to the night; but a part of the staircase still re- 
mained, winding upward from a great mound of dust and 
cinders. Fragments of the jagged and broken steps offered 
an insecure and giddy footing here and there, and then were 
Jost again, behind protruding angles of the wall, or in the deep 
shadows cast upon it by other portions of the ruin; for by 
this time the moon had risen, and shone brightly. ; 

As they stood here, listening to the echoes as they died 
away, and hoping in vain to hear a voice they knew, some of 
the ashes in this turret slipped and rolled down. Startled 
by the least noise in that melancholy place, Solomon looked 
up at his companion’s face, and saw that he had turned 
towards the spot, and that he watched and listened keenly. 

He covered the little man’s mouth with his hand, and 
fooked again. Instantly, with kindling eyes, he bade him on 
his life keep still, and neither speak nor move. Then holding 
his breath, and stooping down, he stole into the turret, with 
his drawn sword in his hand, and disappeared. é 

Terrified to be left there by himself, under such desolate 
cireumstances, and after all he had seen and heard that 
night, Solomon would have followed, but there had been 
something in Mr. Haredale’s manner and his look, the recollec- 
tion of which held him spell-bound. He stood rooted to the 
spot; and scareely venturing to breathe, looked up with 
mingled fear and wonder. 

Again the ashes slipped and rolled—very, very softly— 
again—and then again, as though they crumbled underneath 
the tread of a stealthy foot. And now a figure was dimly 
visible; climbing very softly and often stopping to look down: 
now it pursued its difficult way; and now it was hidden from 
the view again. : ‘ 

It emerged once more, into the shadowy and uncertain 
light—higher now, but not much, for the way was steep and. 
toilsome, and its progress very slow. What phantom of the 
brain did he pursue; and why did he look down so constantly. 
He knew he was alone? Surely his mind was not affeeted 
by that night’s Joss and agony. He was not about to throw 
himself headlong from the summit of the tottering wall. 


‘ 
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Solomon turned. sick, and clasped his hands. His limbs 


trembled beneath him, and a cold sweat broke out upon his 
pallid face. a 

If he complied with Mr. Haredale’s last injunction now, it 
was because he had not the power to speak or move. He 
strained his gaze, and fixed it on a patch of moonlight, into 
which, if he continued to ascend, he must soon emerge. 
When he appeared there, he would try to call to him. 

Again the ashes slipped and crumbled; some stones rolled 
down, and fell with a dull heavy sound upon the ground 
below. He kept his eyes upon the piece of moonlight. The 
figure was coming on, for its shadow was already thrown upon 
the wall, Now it appeared—and now looked round at him 
—and now— 

The horror-stricken clerk uttered a scream that pierced the 
air, and cried “‘The ghost! The ghost!” 

Long before the echo of his cry had died away, another 
form rushed out into the light, flung itself upon the foremost 
one, knelt down upon its breast, and clutched its throat with 
both hands. 

“Villain!’? cried Mr. Haredale, in a terrible voice—for it 
was he. ‘Dead and buried, as all men supposed through 
your infernal arts, but reserved by Heaven for this—at last— 
at last—I have you. You, whose hands are red with my 
brother’s blood, and that of his faithful servant, shed to 
conceal your own atrocious guilt.—You, Rudge, double 
murderer and monster, I arrest you in the name of God, who 
has delivered you into my hands. No. Though you had 
the strength of twenty men,” he added, as the murderer 
writhed and struggled, ‘“‘you could not escape me or loosen 


my grasp to-night!” 


CHAPTER THE FIFTY-SEVENTH 

Barnasy, armed as we have seen, continued to pace up and 
down before the stable-door; glad to be alone again, and 
heartily rejoicing in the unaccustomed silence and tranquillity. 
After the whirl of noise and riot in which the last two days had 
been passed, the pleasures of solitude and peace were enhanced. 
a thousandfold. He felt quite happy; and as he leaned upon 
his staff and mused, a bright smile overspread his face, and 
none but cheerful visions floated into his brain. 

Had he no thoughts of her, whose sole delight he was, and 
whom he had unconsciously plunged in such bitter sorrow. 
and such deep affliction? Oh, yes. She was at the heart 
of all his cheerful hopes and proud reflections. It was she 
whom all this honour and distinction were to gladden; the 
joy and profit were for her. What delight it gave her to 
a of the bravery of her poor boy! Ah! He would have 


_ known that, without Mugh’s telling him. And what a precious 
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thing it was to know she lived so happily, and heard with 
so much pride (he pictured to himself her look when they 
told her) that he was in such high esteem: bold among the 
boldest, and trusted before them all. And when these frays 
were over, and the good lord had conquered his enemies, and 
they were all at peace again, and he and she were rich, what / 
happiness they would have in talking of these troubled times 
when he was a great soldier: and when they sat alone together 
in the tranquil twilight, and she had no longer reason to be 
anxious for the morrow, what pleasure would he have in the 
reflection that this. was his doing—his—poor foolish Bar- 
naby’s; and in patting her on the cheek, and saying with a 
merry laugh, “Am I silly now, mother—am I silly now?” 

With a lighter heart and step, and eyes the brighter for 
the happy tear that dimmed them for a moment, Barnaby 
resumed his walk; and singing gaily to himself, kept guard 
upon his quiet post. 

His comrade Grip, the partner of his watch, though fond 
of basking in the sunshine, preferred to-day to walk about the 
stable; having a great deal to do in the way of scattering the 
straw, hiding under it such small articles as had been casualiy 
left about, and haunting Hugh’s bed, to which he seemed to 
have taken a particular attachment. Sometimes Barnaby 
looked in and called him, and then he came hopping out; 
but he merely did this as a concession to his master’s weakness, 
and soon returned again to his own grave pursuits: peering into 
the straw with his bill, and rapidly covering up the place, as 
if, Midas-like, he were whispering secrets to the earth and 
burying them; constantly busying himself upon the sly; and 
affecting, whenever Barnaby came past, to look up in the 
clouds and have nothing whatever on his mind: in short, 
conducting himself, in many respects, in a more than usually 
thoughtful, deep, and mysterious manner. 

As the day crept on, Barnaby, who had no directions 
forbidding him to eat and drink upon his post, but had been, 
on the contrary, supplied with a bottle of beer and a basket 
of provisions, detetmined to break his fast, which he had not 
done since morning. To this end, he sat down on the ground 
before the door, and putting his staff across his knees in case 
of alarm or surprise, summoned Grip to dinner. 

This call, the bird obeyed with great alacrity; crying, as he 
sidied up to his master. “I’m a devil, 'm a Polly, [ma 
kettle, I’m a Protestant, No Popery!” Having learnt this 
latter sentiment from the gentry among whom he had lived 
of late, he delivered it with uncommon emphasis. 

“Well said, Grip!” cried his master, as he fed him with the 
daintiest bits. ‘‘ Well said, old boy!” 

“Never say die, bow wow wow, keep up your spirits, Grip 
Grip Grip. Holloa!l We'll all have tea, I’m a Protestant 
kettle, No Popery!” cried the raven. ~ é 
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. “Gordon for ever, Grip!” cried Barnaby. 

The raven, placing his head upon the ground, looked at 
his master sideways, as though he would have said, **Say that 
again!” Perfectly understanding his desire, Barnaby re- 
peated the phrase a great many times. The bird listened 
with profound attention; sometimes repeating the popular 
ery in a low voice, as if to compare the two, and try if it would at 
all help him to this new accomplishment; sometimes flapping 
his wings, or barking; and sometimes in a kind of desperation 
drawing a multitude of corks, with extraordinary viciousness, 
. Barnaby was so intent upon his favourite, that he was not 
at first aware of the approach of two persons on horseback, 
who were riding at a footpace, and coming straight towards 
his post. When he perceived them, however, which he did 
when they were within some fifty. yards of him, he jumped 
hastily up, and ordering Grip within doors, stood with both 
hands on his staff, waiting until he should know whether they 
were friends or foes. 

He had hardly done so, when he observed that those who 
advanced were a gentleman and his servant; almost at the 
same moment, he recognised Lord George Gordon, before 
whom he stood uncovered, with his eyes towards the ground. 

. “Good day!” said Lord George, not reining in his horse 
until he was close beside him. ‘ Well!” 

“All quiet, Sir, all safe!’’ cried Barnaby. “The rest are 
away—they went by that path—that one. A grand party!” 

_ “Ay?” said Lord George, looking thoughtfully at him. 
“And you—?” 

“Oh! They left me here to watch—to mount guard—to 
keep everything secure till they come back. Til do it, Sir, 
for your sake. You’re a good gentleman; a kind gentleman 
—ay, you are. There are many against you, but we'll be a 
match for them, never fear!” 

“What's that?” said Lord George—pointing to the raven 
who was peeping out of the stable-door—but still looking 
thoughtfully, and in some perplexity, it seemed, at Barnaby. 

“Why, don’t you know!” retorted Barnaby, with a won- 
dering laugh. “Not know what he is! A bird, to be sure. 
My bird—my friend—Grip.” 

“A devil, a kettle, a Grip, a Polly, a Protestant, No Popery!” 
cried the raven. 

“Though, indeed,” added Barnaby, laying his hand upon 
the neck of Lord George’s horse, and speaking softly, “‘you 
had good reason to ask me what he is, for sometimes it puzzles 
me—and I am used to him—to think he’s only a bird. He’s 
my brother, Grip is—always with me—always talking—always 
merry—eh, Grip?” 

The raven answered by an affectionate croak, and hopping 
on his master’s arm, which he held downward for that purpose, 
submitted with an air of perfect indifference to be fondled. 
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and turned his restless, curious eye, now upon Lord George, 
and now upon his man. 


. Lord George, biting his nails in a discomfited manner, 


regarded Barnaby for some time in silence; then beckoning 
to his servant, said: ‘Come hither, John.” 

John Grueby touched his hat, and came, : 

“Have you ever seen this young man before?” his master 
asked, in a low voice. 

“Twice, my lord,” said John. “I saw him in the crowd 
last night and Saturday.” 

“Did—did it seem to you that his manner was at all wild, 
or strange?’’ Lord George, demanded, falteringly. 

“Mad,” said John, with emphatic brevity. 

“And why do you think him mad, Sir?” said his master, 
speaking in a peevish tone. ‘Don’t use that word too freely, 
Why do you think him mad?” 

“My lord,” John Grueby answered, “look at his dress, 
look at his eyes, look at his restless way, hear him cry ‘No 
Popery!’ Mad, my lord.” 

“So because one man dresses unlike another,” returned his 
angry master glancing at himself, “and happens to differ 
from other men in his carriage and manner, and to advocate 
a great cause which the corrupt and irreligious desert, he is to 
be accounted mad, is he?” 

“Stark, staring, raving mad, my lord,” returned the un< 
moved John. 


“Do you say this to my face?” cried his master, turning 


sharply upon him. 
“To any man, my lord, who asks me,” answered John, 
“Mr. Gashford, I find, was right,” said Lord George; “I 
thought him prejudiced, though I ought to have known a 
man like him better than to have supposed it possible!” 


“‘T shall never have Mr. Gashford’s good word, my lord,” 


replied John, touching his hat respectfully, “and I don’t 


covet it.” 

“You are an ill-conditioned, most ungrateful fellow,” said 
Lord George: “a spy, for anything I know. Mr. Gashford is 
perfectly correct, as I might have felt convinced he was. I 
have done wrong to retain you in my service. It is a tacit 
insult to him as my choice and confidential friend to do so, 
remembering the cause you sided with, on the day he was 
maligned at Westminster. You will leave me to-night—nay, 
as soon as we reach home. ‘The sooner, the better.” 

“Tf it comes to that, I say so too, my lord. Let Mr. Gash- 
ford have his will. As to my being a spy, my lord, you know 
me better than to believe it, Iam sure. I don’t know much 
about causes. My cause is the cause of one man against 
two hundred, and I hope it always will be.” 

“You have said quite enough,” returned Lord George, 


motioning him to go back. ‘I desire to hear no more,” ~~ 
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“Tf you'll let me add another word, my lord,” returned 
John Grueby, ‘I'd give this silly fellow a caution not to stay 
here by himself: The proclamation is in a good many hands 
already, and it’s well known that he was concerned in the 
business it relates to. He had better get to a place of safety ~ 
if he can, poor creature.” ; 

“You héar what this man says?” cried Lord George, 
addressing Barnaby, who had looked on and wondered while 
this dialogue passed. ‘“‘He thinks you may be afraid to 
remain upon your post, and are kept here perhaps against 
your will. What do you say?” 

“I think, young man,” said John, in explanation, “that 
the soldiers may turn out and take you; and that if they do, 
you will certainly be hung by the neck till you’re dead— 
dead—dead. And I think you’d better go from here, as 
fast as youcan. That’s what J think.” 

““He’s a coward, Grip, a coward!” cried Barnaby, putting 
the raven on the ground, and shouldering his stafi. ‘Let 
them come! Gordon for ever! Let them come!” 

“Ay!” said Lord George, ‘‘let them! Let us see who will 
venture to attack a power like ours; the solemn league of a 
whole people. This a madman! You have said well, very 
well. Iam proud to be the leader of such men as you.” 

Barnaby’s heart swelled within his bosom as he heard 
these words. He took Lord George’s hand and carried it 
to his lips; patted his horse’s crest, as if the affection and 
admiration he had conceived for the man extended to the 
animal he rode; then unfurled his flag, and proudly waving 
it, resumed his pacing up and down. 

Lord George, with a kindling eye and glowing cheek, took 
off his hat, and flourishing it above his head, bade him 
exultingly Farewell!—then cantered off at a brisk pace; 
after glancing angrily round to see that his servant followed. 
Honest John set spurs to his horse and rode after his master, 
but not before he had again warned Barnaby to retreat, 
with many significant gestures, which indeed he continued 
to make, and Barnaby to resist, until the windings of the 
road concealed them from each other’s view. 

Left to himself again with a still higher sense of the im- 
portance of his post, and stimulated to enthusiasm by the 
special notice and encouragement of his leader, Barnaby walked 
to and fro in a delicious trance rather than as a waking man. 
The sunshine which prevailed around wasinhis mind. Hehad 
but one desire ungratified. Ifshe could only see him now! 

The day wore on; its heat was gently giving place to the 
cool of evening; a light wind sprang up, fanning his long hair, 
and making the banner rustle pleasantly above his head. 
There was a freedom and freshness in the sound and in the 
time, which chimed exactly with his mood. He was happiez 
than ever. : 
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He was leaning on his staff looking towards the declinin 
sun, and reflecting with a smile that he stood sentinel at that 
moment over buried gold, when two or three figures appeared 
in the distance, making towards the house at n rapid pace, 
’ and motioning with their hands as though they urged its 
inmates to retreat from some approaching danger. As they. 
drew nearer, they became more earnest in their gestures; 
and they were no sooner within hearing, than the foremost 
among them cried that the soldiers were coming up. 

At these words, Barnaby furled his flag, and tied it round 
the pole. His heart beat high while he did so, but he had 
no more fear or thought of retreating than the pole itself. 
The friendly stragglers hurried past him, after giving him 
notice of his danger, and quickly passed into the house, 
where the utmost confusion immediately prevailed. As those 
within hastily closed the windows and the doors, they urged 
him by looks and signs to fly without loss of time, and called 
to him many times to do so; but he only shook his head 
indignantly in answer, and stood the firmer on his post. 
Finding that he was not to be persuaded, they took care of 
themselves; and leaving the place with only one old woman 
in it, speedily withdrew. : 

As yet there had been no symptom of the news having 
any better foundation than in the fears of those who brought 
it, but the Boot bad not been deserted five minutes, when 
there appeared, coming across the fields, a body of men who, 
it was easy to see, by the glitter of their arms and ornaments 
in the sun, and by their orderly and regular mode of advancing 
—for they came on as one man—were soldiers. In a very 
little time, Barnaby knew that they were a strong detachment 
of the Foot Guards, having along with them two gentlemen 
in private clothes, and a small party of Horse; the latter 
brought up the rear, and were not in number more than 
six or eight. 

They advanced steadily; neither quickening their pace as 
they came nearer, nor raising any ery, nor showing the least 
emotion or anxiety. Though this was a matter of course 
in the case of regular troops, even to Barnaby, there was 
something particularly impressive and disconcerting in it 
to one accustomed to the noise and tumult of an undisciplined 
mob. For all that, he stood his ground not a whit the less 
resolutely, and looked on undismayed. 

Presently, they marched into the yard, and halted. The 
commanding officer despatched a messenger to the horsemen, 
one of whom came riding back. Some words passed between 
them, and they glanced at Barnaby; who well remembered 
the man he had unhorsed at Westminster, and saw him now 
before his eyes. The man being speedily dismissed, saluted, 
and rode back to his. comrades, who were drawn up apart 
at a short distance. it: aa 
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The officer then gave the word to prime and load. The 
heavy ringing of the musket-stocks upon the ground, and 
the sharp and rapid rattling of the ramrods in their barrels, 
were a kind of relief to Barnaby, deadly though he knew the 
purport of such sounds to be. When this was done, other 
commands were given, and the soldiers instantaneously formed 
in single file all round the house and stables; completely 
encireling them in every part, at a distance, perhaps, of some 
half-dozen yards; at least that seemed in Barnaby’s eyes to 
be about the space left between himself and those who con- 
fronted him. The horsemen remained drawn up by themselves 
as before. 

The two gentlemen in private clothes who had kept aloof, 
now rode forward, one on either side the officer. The pro- 
clamation having been produced and read by one of them, 
the officer called on Barnaby to surrender. 

He made no answer, but stepping within the door, before 
which he had kept guard, held his pole crosswise to protect 
it. In the midst of a profound silence, he was again called 
upon to yield, 

Still he offered no reply. Indeed he had enough to do, to 
run his eye backward and forward along the half-dozen men 
who immediately fronted him, and settle hurriedly within 
himself at which of them he would strike first, when they 
pressed on him. He caught the eye of one in the centre, 
and resolved to hew that fellow down, though he died for it, 

Again there was a dead silence, and again the same voice 
ealled upon him to deliver himself up. 

Next moment he was back in the stable, dealing blows 
about him like a madman. Two of the men lay stretched 
at his feet; the one he had marked dropped first—he had a 
thought for that, even in the hot blood and hurry of the 
struggle. Another blow—another! Down, mastered, wounded 
in the breast by a heavy blow from the butt-end of a gua 
(he saw the weapon in the act of falling)—breathless—and a 
prisoner. 

An exclamation of surprise from the officer recalled him, in 
some degree, to himself. He looked round. Grip, after 
working in secret all the afternoon, and with redoubled vigour 
while everybody’s attention was distracted, had plucked 
away the straw from Hugh’s bed, and turned up the loose 
ground with his iron bill. The hole had been recklessly filled 
to the brim, and was merely sprinkled with earth. Golden 
cups, spoons, candlesticks, coined guineas—all the riches were 
revealed. 

- They brought spades and a sack; dug up everything that 
was hidden there; and carried away more than two men could 
lift. They handcuffed him and bound his arms, searched 
him, and took away all he had. Nobody questioned or re- 
proached him, or seemed to have much curiosity about him, 
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The two men he had stunned, were carried off by their com- 
anions in the same. business-like way in which everything 
else was done. Finally, he was left under a guard of four 
soldiers with fixed bayonets, while the officer directed in 
person the search of the house and the other buildings 
connected with it. 

This was soon completed. The soldiers formed again in. 
the yard; he was marched out, with his guard about him; 
and ordered to fall in, where a space was left. The others 
elosed up all round, and so they moved away, with the prisoner 
in the centre. : 

When they came into the streets, he felt he was a sight; 
and looking up as they passed quickly along, could see people 
running to the windows a little too late, and throwing up 
the sashes to look after him. Sometimes he met a staring 
face beyond the heads about him, or under the arms of his; 
conductors, or peering down upon him from a waggon-top 
or coach-box; but this was all he saw, being surrounded by 
sO many men. The very noises of the streets seemed muftled 
and subdued; and the air came stale and hot upon him, 
like the sickly breath ‘of an oven. 

Tramp, tramp. Tramp, tramp. Heads erect, shoulders 
square, every man stepping in exact time—all so orderly and 
regular—nobody looking at him—nobody seeming conscious 
of his presence,—he could hardly believe he -was a prisoner. 
But at the word, though only thought, not spoken, he felt 
the handcuffs galling his wrists, the cord pressing his arms 
to his sides; the loaded.guns levelled at his head; and those. 
eold, bright, sharp, shining points turned towards him, the 
mere looking down at which, now that he was bound and 
helpless, made the warm current of his life run cold. 


CHAPTER THE FIFTY-EIGHTH 

Tey were not long in reaching the barracks, for the officer 
who commanded the party was desitous to avoid rousing the 
people by the display of military force in the streets, and was 
humanely anxious to give as little opportunity as possible 
for any attempt at rescue; knowing that it must lead to blood- 
shed and loss of life, and that if the civil authorities by whom 
he was accompanied, empowered him to order his men to 
fire, many innocent persons would probably fall, whom 
euriosity or idleness had attracted to the spot. . He therefore 
Jed the party briskly on, avoiding with a merciful prudence 
the more public and crowded thoroughfares, and pursuing. 
those which he deemed least likely to be infested by dis- 
orderly persons. This wise proceeding not only enabled them: 
to gain their quarters without any interruption, but com- 


pletely bafiled a body of rioters who had assembled in one of 


the main streets, through which it was considered certain 
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they would-pass, and who remained ‘gathered’ together fer 
the purpose of releasing the prisoner from their- hands, long 
after they had: deposited him in a place.of security, closed 
the barrack gates, and set.a double,guard at every entrance 
for its better protection. 

Arrived at this place, poor Barnaby was marched. into « a 
stone-floored room, where there was avery powerful smell 
of tobacco, a strong thorough draught of air, and a great 
wooden bedstead, large enough for a score of men. Several 
soldiers in undress were lounging about, or eating from tin 
eans; military accoutrements dangled on rows of pegs along 
the whitewashed wall; and some half-dozen men lay fast 
asleep upon their backs, snoring in concert. After remaining 
here just long enough to note these things, he was marched 
out again, and conveyed across the parade-ground to another 
portion of the building. 

Perhaps.a man never-sees so much at a glance as when he 
is in a situation of extremity. The chances are a hundred to 
one, that if Barnaby had lounged in at the gate to look about 
him, he would have lounged out again with a very imperfect 
idea of the place, and would have remembered very little 
about it. But as he was taken handcuffed across the gravelled. 
area,, nothing escaped his notice. The dry, arid look of the 
dusty square and of the bare brick building; the clothes hang- 
ing at some of the windows; and the men in their shirt-sleeves 
and braces, lolling with half their bodies out of the others; 
the green sun-blinds at the officer’s quarters, and the little 
scanty trees in front ; the drummer-boys practising in a distant 
eourtyard; the men on drill on the parade; the two soldiers 
carrying a basket, between them, who winked to each other 
as he went by, and slily pointed to their throats; the spruce 
serjeant who hurried past with a cane in his hand, and under 
his arm a clasped book with a vellum cover; the fellows in 
the ground-floor rooms, furbishing and brushing up their 
different articles of dress, who stopped to look at him, and 
whose voices as they spoke together echoed loudly through 
the empty galleries and passages ;—everything, down to the 
stand of muskets before the guard-house, and the drum with 
a pipeclayed belt attached, in one corner, impressed itself 
upon his observation, as though he had noticed them in the 
same place a hundred times, or had been a whole day among 
them, in place of one brief hurried minute. 

He was taken into a small paved backyard, and there they 
opened a great door, plated with iron, and pierced some five 


feet above the ground with a few holes to let in air and light.” — 


Into this dungeon he was walked straightway; and having 

locked him up there, and placed a sentry over him, they left 
him to his meditatiqns. 

The cell, or biack-hole, for it had those words painted on 

_ tthe-door, was very dark, and having recently accommodated 
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a drunken deserter, by no means clean. Barnaby felt his 
way to some straw at the further end, and looking towards 
the door, tried to accustom himself to the gloom, which, 
coming from the bright sunshine out of doors, was not an 
easy task. i 

There was a kind of portico or colonnade outside, ‘and this 
obstructed even the little light that at the best could have 
found its way through the small apertures in the door. The 
footsteps of the sentinel echoed monotonously as he paced 
its stone pavement to and fro (reminding Barnaby of the 
watch he had so lately kept himself); and as he passed and 
repassed the door, he made the cell for an instant so black 
by the interposition of his body, that his going away again 
seemed like the appearance of a new ray of light, and was 
quite a circumstan7e to look for. 

When the prisoner had sat some time upon the ground, 
gazing at the chinks, and listening to the advancing and 
receding footsteps of his guard, the man stood still upon his 
post. Barnaby, quite unable to think, or to speculate on 
what would be done with him, had been lulled into a kind 
of doze by his regular pace; but his stopping roused him; and 
then he became aware that two men were in conversation 
under the colonnade, and very near the door of his cell.. 

How long they had been talking there, he could not tell, 
for he had fallen into an unconsciousness of his real position, 
and when the footsteps ceased, was answering aloud some 
question which seemed to have been put to him by Hugh in 
the stable, though of the fancied purport, either of question 
or reply, notwithstanding that he awoke with the latter on 
his lips, he had no recollection whatever. The first words 
that reached his ears, were these: 

“Why is he brought here then, if he has to be taken away 
again so soon?” 

““Why, where would you have him go! Damme, he’s not 
as safe anywhere as among the king’s-troops, is he? What 
would you do with him? Would you hand him over to a 
pack of cowardly civilians, that shake in their shoes till they 
wear the soles out, with trembling at the threats of the 
ragamuffins he belongs to?”’ 

““That’s true enough.” 

“True enough!—Ill tell you what. I wish, Tom Green, 
that I was a commissioned instead of a non-commissioned 
officer, and that I had the command of two companies—only 
two companies—of my own regiment. Call me out to stop 
these riots—give me the needful authority, and half-a-dozen 
rounds of ball cartridge—” 

“Ay!” said the other voice. “That’s all very well, but 
they won’t give the needful authority. If the magistrate 
won't give the word, what’s the officer to do?” 


- Not very well knowing, as it seemed, how to overcome this j 
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difficulty, the other man contented himself with damning 
the magistrates. 

“With all my heart,” said his friend. 

““Where’s the use of a magistrate?’ returned the other 
voice. ‘“‘What’s a magistrate in this case, but an impertinent, 
unnecessary, unconstitutional sort of interference? Here’s a 
proclamation. Here’s a man referred to in that proclama- 
tion. Here’s proof against him, and a witness on the spot. 
Damme! Take him out and shoot him, Sir. Who wants 
a magistrate?” 

“When does he go before Sir John Fielding?” asked the 
man who had spoken first. 

“To-night at eight o’clock,”’ returned the other. ‘‘Mark 
what follows. The magistrate commits him to Newgate. 
Our people take him to Newgate. The rioters pelt our people. 
Our people retire before the rioters. Stones are thrown, 
insults are offered, not a shot’s fired. Why? Because of the 
magistrates. Damn the magistrates!’’ 

When he had in some degree relieved his mind by cursing the 
magistrates in various other forms of speech, the man was 
silent, save for a low growling, still having reference to those 
authorities, which from time to time escaped him. 

Barnaby, who had wit enough to know that this conversa- 
tion concerned, and very nearly concerned, himself, remained 
perfectly quiet until they ceased to speak, when he groped 
his way to the door, and peeping through the air-holes, tried 
to make out what kind of men they were, to whom he had 
been listening. 

The one who condemned the civil power in such strong 
terms, was a serjeant—engaged just then, as the streaming 
ribands in his cap announced, on the recruiting service. He 
stood leaning sideways against a pillar nearly opposite the 
door, and as he growled to himself, drew figures on the pave- 
ment with his cane. The other man had his back towards 
the dungeon, and Barnaby could only see his form. To judge 
from that, he was a gallant, manly, handsome fellow, but he 
had lost his left arm. It had been taken off between the 
elbow and the shoulder, and his empty coat-sleeve hung across 
his breast. 

It was probably this circumstance which gave him an interest 
beyond any that his companion could boast of, and attracted. 
Barnaby’s attention. There was something soldierly in his 
bearing, and he wore a jaunty cap and jacket. Perhaps he 
had been in the service at one time orother. If he had, it 
could not have been very long ago, for he was but a young 
fellow now. 

‘Well, well,” he said thoughtfully; “let the fault be where 
it may, it makes a man sorrowful to come back to old England, 
and see her in this condition.” 

_-“T suppose the pigs will join em next,” said the serjeant, 
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with an imprecation on the rioters, “now that the birds have 
set ’em the example.” 

“The birds!”’ repeated Tom Green. 

“‘Ah—birds,” said the serjeant testily: “that’s English, 
an’t it?” , 

“YT don’t know what:you mean.” |. : 

“Go to the guard-house, and see. . You'll find.a bird there, 
that’s got their cry as pat as any of em, and bawls ‘No Popery,’ 
like a. man—or like'a devil, as he says-he is. I shouldn’t 
wonder. The devil’s loose in London somewhere. Damme 
if I wouldn’t twist his neck round, on the chance, if I had 
my way.” ; . i bn Ga 

The young man had taken: two or three hasty steps away, 
as if to go and see this creature, when he was arrested by the 
voice of Barnaby. : : ; 

“Tt’s mine,” he called out, half laughing and half weeping— 
“my. pet, my friend Grip.* Ha ha‘ha!. Don’t hurt him, he 
has done no harm. I ‘taught him; it’s my fault. “Let me 
have him, if you please. He’s the only friend I have left now. 
He’ll not dance, or talk, or whistle for:you, I know}; but he 
willfor me, because he knows me, and loves me—though you 


wouldn’t think it—very well. You wouldn’t hurt a bird, I’m. 


sure. ~You’re a brave Soldier, Sir, and wouldn’t harm’ a 
woman or a child—no, no, nor a poor bird, I’m certain.” - 

This latter adjuration was addressed to the serjeant, whom 
Barnaby judged from his red coat to be high in office, and 
able. to seal Grip’s destiny by.a word. But that gentleman, 
in reply, surlily damned him for a thief and rebel as he was, 
and with many disinterested imprecations on his own eyes, 
liver, blood, and body, assured him that if it rested with him 
to decide, he would put a final stopper on the bird, and his 
master too. : 

“You talk boldly to a caged man,”’ said Barnaby, in anger. 
“If I was. on the other side of the door and there were none 
to part us, you’d change your note—ay, you may toss your 
head—you would! Kill the bird—do. Kill. anything you 
ean, and so revenge yourself on those who with their bare 
hands untied could do as much to you!” : 

Having vented this defiance, he flung himself .into the 
furthest corner of his prison, and muttering, ‘‘Good-bye, 
Grip—good-bye, dear old Grip!” shed tears for the first time 
since he had been taken captive; and hid his face in the straw. 

He had had some fancy at first, that the one-armed man 
would help him, or would give him a kind word in answer. 
He hardly knew why, but he hoped and thought so. The 
young fellow had stopped when he called out, and checking 
himself in the very act of turning round, stood listening to 
every word he said. Perhaps he built his feeble trust on this; 
perhaps on his being young, and having a frank and honest 
manner. However that might be, he built on sand. The 
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other went away directly he had finished speaking, and neither 
answered him, nor returned. No matter. They were all 
against him here; he might have known as much. Good-bye, 
old Grip, good-bye! 

After some time, they came and unlocked the door, and 
called to him to come out. He rose directly, and complied, 
for he would not have them think he was subdued or frightened. 
He walked oui like a man, and looked haughtily from face 
to face. 

None of them returned his gaze or seemed to notice it. 
They marched him back to the parade by the way they had 
brought him, and there they halted, among a body of soldiers, 
at least twice as numerous as that which had taken him 
prisoner in the afternoon. The officer he had seen before, 
bade him in a few brief words take notice that if he attempted 
to escape, no matter how favourable a chance he might 
suppose he had, certain of the men had orders to fire upon 
him, that moment. They then closed round him as before, 
and marched him off again. 

In the same unbroken order they arrived at Bow Street, 
followed and beset on all sides by a crowd which was con- 
tinually increasing. Here he was placed before a_ blind 
gentleman, and asked if he wished to say anything. Not he. 
What had he got to tell them? After a very little talking, 
which he was careless of and quite indifferent to, they told 
him he was to go to Newgate, and took him away. 

He went out into the street. so surrounded and hemmed 
in on every side by soldiers, that he could see nothing; but 

he knew there was a great crowd of people, by the murmur; 
and that they were not friendly to the soldiers, was soon 
rendered evident by their yells and hisses. How often and 
how eagerly he listened for the voice of Hugh! No. There 

was not a voice he knew among them all, Was Hugh a 
prisoner too? Was there no hope! 

As they came nearer and nearer to the prison, the hootings 
of the people grew more violent; stones were thrown and 
every now and then a rush was made against the soldiers, 
which they staggered under. One of them, close before him, 
smarting under a blow upon the temple, levelled his musket, 
but the officer struck it upwards with his sword, and ordered 
him on peril of his life to desist. This was the last thing 
he saw with any distinctness, for directly afterwards he was 
tossed about, and beaten to and fro, as though in a tempestuous 
sea, But go where he would, there were the same guards 
about him. ‘Twice or thrice he was thrown down, and so 
were they; but even then, he could not elude their vigilance 
for a moment. They were up again, and had closed about 
him, before he, with his wrists so tightly bound, could scramble 
to his feet. Fenced in, thus, he felt himself hoisted to the 
top of a low flight of steps, and then for a moment he caught 
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a glimpse of the fighting in the crowd, and of a few redcoats 
sprinkled together, here and there, struggling to rejoin their 
fellows. Next moment, everything was dark and gloomy, 
and he was standing in the prison lobby; the centre of a group 
of men. 

A smith was speedily in attendance, who riveted upon hi 
@ set of heavy irons. Stumbling on as well as he could 
beneath the unusual burden of these fetters, he was conducted. 
to a strong stone cell, where, fastening the door with locks, 
and bolts, and chains, they left him, well secured ; having first, 
unseen by him, thrust in Grip, who, with his head drooping 
and his deep black plumes rough and rumpled, appeared to 
comprehend and to partake his master’s fallen fortunes. 


CHAPTER THE FIFTY-NINTH 
Jv is necessary at this juncture to return to Hugh, who, 
having, as we have seen, called to the rioters to disperse from 
about the Warren, and meet again as usual, glided back into 
the darkness from which he had emerged, and reappeared 
no more that night. ie 

He paused in the copse which sheltered him from the 
observation of his mad companions, and waited to ascertain 
whether they drew off at his bidding, or still lingered and 
called to him to jointhem. Some few, he saw, were indisposed 
to go away without him, and made towards the spot where 
he stood concealed as though they were about to follow in his 
footsteps, and urge him to come back; but these men, being 
in their turn called to by their friends, and in truth not greatly 
caring to venture into the dark parts of the grounds, where 
they might be easily surprised and taken, if any of the neigh- 
bours or retainers of the family were watching them from 
among the trees, soon abandoned the idea, and hastily 
assembling such men as they found of their mind at the 
moment, straggied off. 

When he was satisfied that the great mass of the insurgents 
were imitating this example, and that the ground was rapidly 
clearing, he plunged into the thickest portion of the little 
wood; and, crashing the branches as he went, made straight 
towards a distant light: guided by that, and by the sullen 
glow of the fire behind him. 

As he drew nearer and nearer to the twinkling beacon 
towards which he bent his course, the red glare of a few 
torches began to reveal itself, and the voices of men i 
together in a subdued tone broke the silence which, save 
for a distant shouting now and then, already prevailed. 
At length he cleared the wood, and, springing across a ditch, 
stood in a dark Jane, where a small body of ill-looking vaga« 
bonds, whom he had left there some twenty minutes before, 
waited his coming with impatience, os 
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_ They were gathered round an old post-chaise or chariot, 

- driven by one of themselves, who sat postilion-wise upon the 

near horse. The blinds were drawn up, and Mr. Tappertit 

and Dennis kept guard at the two windows. The former 

assumed the command of the party, for he challenged Hugh 

as he advanced towards them; and when he did so, those 

who were resting on the ground about the carriage rose to 
their feet and clustered round him. 

‘*Well!”? said Simon, in a low voice; “‘is all right?” 

- “Right enough,” replied Hugh, in the same tone. 
*They’re dispersing now—had begun before I came away.” 
' “And is the coast clear?” 2 

“Clear enough before our men, I take it,” said Hugh, 
“‘There are not many who, knowing of their work over yonder, 
will want to meddle with ‘em to-night.—Who’s got some 
drink here?” ; 

Everybody had some plunder from the cellar; half-a-dozen 
flasks and bottles were offered directly. He selected the 
largest, and putting it to his mouth, sent the wine gurgling 
down his throat. Having emptied it, he threw it down, and 
stretched out his hand for another, which he emptied likewise, 
at a draught. Another was given him, and this he half 
emptied too. Reserving what remained, to finish with, he 
asked: 

“Have you got anything to eat, any of you? I’m as 
ravenous as a hungry wolf. Which of you was in the larder 
—come!”’ 

’ “T was, brother,” said Dennis, pulling off his hat, and 
fumbling in the crown. ‘‘There’s a matter of cold venison 
pasty somewhere or another here, if that’ll do.” i 

- “Do!” cried Hugh, seating himself on the pathway. 
“Bring it out! Quick! Show a light here, and gather 
round! Let me sup in state, my lads! Ha haha!” - 

Entering into his boisterous humour, for they all had 
drunk deeply, and were as wild as he, they crowded about 
him, while two of their number who had torches held them 
up, one on either side of him, that his banquet might not be 
despatched in the dark, Mr. Dennis, having by this time 
‘succeeded in extricating from his hat a great mass of pasty, 
which had been wedged in so tightly that it was not easily 
got out, put it before him; and Hugh, having borrowed a 
notched and jagged knife from one of the company, fell to 
work upon it vigorously. é ’ 

_ “TI should reeommend you to swallow a little fire every 
day, about an hour afore dinner, brother,” said Dennis, ~ 
after a pause. ‘It seems to agree with you, and to stimulate 
your appetite.” ; ; ; 

Hugh looked at him, and at the blackened faces by which 

he was surrounded, and, stopping for a moment to flourish 
bis knife above his head, answered with a rour of laughter, 
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“Keep order there, will you?” said Simon Tappertit. 

“Why, isn’t a man allowed to regale himself, noble captain,” 
retorted his lieutenant, parting the men who stood between 
them, with his knife, that he might see him, ‘to regale himself 
a little bit, after such work as mine? What a hard captain! 
What a strict captain! What. tyrannical captain! Hahaha!’ 

“I wish one of you fellers would hold a bottle to his mouth 
to keep him quiet,” said Simon, “unless you want the military 
to be down upon us.” 

“And what if they are down upon us!” retorted Hugh. 
“Who cares? Who’s afraid? Let ’em come, I say, le 
*em come. The more, the merrier. Give me bold Baraaby 
at my side, and we two will settle the military, without 
troubling any of you. Barnaby’s the man for the military. 
Barnaby’s health!” 

But as the majority of those present were by no means 
anxious for a second engagement that night, being already 
weary and exhausted, they sided with Mr. Tappertit, and 
pressed him to make haste with his supper, for they had 
already delayed too long. IKnowing, even in the height of 
his frenzy, that they incurred great danger by lingering so 
near the scene of the late outrages, Hugh made an end of his 
meal without more remonstrance, and rising, stepped up to 
Mr. Tappertit and smote him on the back. 

“Now then,” he cried, ‘I’m ready. There are brave birds 
inside this cage, eh? Delicate birds,—tender, loving, little 
doves. I caged *em—I caged *em—one more peep!”* 

He thrust the little man aside as he spoke, and mounting 
on the steps, which were half let down, pulled down the blind 
by force, and stared into the chaise like an ogre into his larder. 

“Ha ha ha! and did you scratch, and pinch, and struggle, 
pretty mistress?” he eried, as he grasped a little hand that 
sought in vain to free itself from his grip: ‘‘you, so bright- 
eyed, and cherry-lipped, and daintily made? But I love 
you better for it, mistress. Ay, Ido. You should stab me 
and welcome, so that it pleased you, and you had to cure me 
afterwards. I love to see you proud and scornful. It makes 
you handsomer than ever; and who so handsome as you at 
any time, my pretty onel”’ 

“Come!” said Mr. Tappertit, who had waited during this 
speech with considerable impatience. ‘‘There’s enough of 
that. Come down.” 

The little hand seconded this admonition by thrusting 
Hugh’s great head away with all its force, and drawing up the 
blind, amidst his noisy laughter, and vows that he must have. 
another look, for the last glimpse of that sweet face had 
provoked him past all bearing. However, as the suppressed. 
impatience of the party now broke out into open murmurs, 
he abandoned this design, and taking his seat upon the bar, 
contented himself with tapping at the front windows of tho 
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carriage, and trying to steal a glance inside; Mr. Tappertit, 
Mounting the steps and hanging on by the door, issued 
his directions to the driver with a commanding voice 
and attitude; the rest got up behind, or ran by the side 
of the carriage, as they could; some, in imitation of Hugh, 
endeavoured to see the face he had praised so highly, and 
were reminded of their impertinence by hints from the 
cudgel of Mr. Tappertit. Thus they pursued their journey 
by circuitous and winding roads; preserving, except when 
they halted to take breath, or to quarrel about the best way 
of reaching London, pretty good order and tolerable silence. 

In the meantime, Dolly—beautiful, bewitching, captivating 
little Dolly—her hair dishevelled, her dress torn, her dark 
eyelashes wet with tears, her bosom heaving—her face, now - 
pale with fear, now crimsoned with indignation—her whole 
self a hundred times more beautiful in this heightened aspect 
than ever she had been before—vainly strove to comfort 
Emma Haredale, and to impart to her the consolation of 
which she stood in so much need herself. The soldiers were 
sure to come; they must be rescued; it would be impossible 
to convey them through the streets of London, when they 
set the threats of their guards at defiance, and shrieked to the 
passengers for help. If they did this, when they came into 
the more frequented ways, she was certain—she was quite 
certain—they must be released. So poor Dolly said, and so 
poor Dolly tried to think; but the invariable conclusion of all 
such arguments was, that Dolly burst into tears; cried, as she 
wrung her hands, what would they do or think, or who would 
eomfort them, at home, at the Golden Key; and sobbed 
most piteously. 

Miss Haredale, whose feelings were usually of a quieter 
kind than Dolly’s, and not so much upon the surface, was 
dreadfully alarmed, and indeed had only just recovered from 
a swoon. She was very pale, and the hand which Dolly held 
was quite cold; but she bade her, nevertheless, remember 
that, under Providence, much must depend upon their own 
discretion; that ifthey remained quiet and lulled the vigilance 
of the ruffians into whose hands they had fallen, the chances 
of their being able to procure assistance when they reached 
the town, were very much increased; that unless society 
were quite unhinged, a hot pursuit must be immediately’ 
commenced; and that her uncle, she might be sure, would 
never rest until he had found them out and rescued them. 
But as she said these latter words, the idea that he had fallen 
in a general massacre of the Catholics that night—no very 
wild or improbable supposition, after what they had seen 
and undergone—struck her dumb; and, lost in the horrors 
they had witnessed, and those they might be yet reserved 
for, she sat incapable of thought or speech, or outward show 
of grief; as rigid, and almost as white and cold, as marble. 
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Oh, -how many, many times, in that long ride, did Dolly 
think of her old lover,—poor, fond, slighted Joe! How many, 
many times, did she recall that night when she ran into his 
arms from the very man now projecting his hateful gaze into 
the darkness where she sat, and leering through the glass in 
monstrous admiration! And when she thought of Joc, and 
what a brave fellow he was, and how he would have rode 
boldly up, and dashed in among these villains now, yes, though 
they were double the number—and here she clenched her 
little hand, and pressed her foot upon the ground—the pride 
she felt for a moment in having won his heart, faded in a 
burst of tears, and she sobbed more bitterly than ever. ; 

As the night wore on, and they proceeded by ways which 
were quite unknown to them—for they could recognise none 
of the objects of which they sometimes caught a hurried 
glimpse—their fears increased; nor were they without good 
foundation; it was not difficult for two beautiful young 
women to find, in their being borne they knew not whither 
by a band of daring villains who eyed them as some among 
these fellows did, reasons for the worst alarm. When they 
at last entered London, by a suburb with which they were 
wholly unacquainted, it was past midnight, and the streets 
were dark and empty. Nor-was this the worst, for the 
carriage stopping in a lonely spot, Hugh suddenly opened the 
door, jumped in, and took his seat between them. 

; It was in vain they cried for help. He put his arm about 
the neck of each, and swore to stifle them with kisses if they 
were not as silent as the grave. ; 

“I come here to keep you quict,” he said, “and that’s the 
means I shall take. So don’t be quiet, pretty mistresses— 
make a neise—do—and I shall like it all the better.” 

They were proceeding at a rapid pace, and apparently with 
fewer attendants than before, though it was so dark (the 
torches being extinguished) that this was mere conjecture. 
They shrank from his touch, each into the farthest corner of 
the carriage; but shrink as Dolly would, his arm encircled 
her waist, and held her fast. She neither cried nor spoke, 
for terror and disgust deprived her of the power; but she 
plucked at his hand as though she would die in the effort to 
disengage herself; and crouching on the ground, with her 
head averted and held down, repelled him with a strength 
she wondered at as much as he. ‘The carriage stopped again, 

“Lift this one out,” said Hugh to the man who opened the 
door, as he took Miss Haredale’s hand, and felt how heavily 
it fell. ‘“‘She’s fainted.” 

“So much the better,” growled Dennis—it was that amiable 
gentleman. ‘‘She’s quiet. I always like ’em to faint, unless 
they’re very tender and composed.” 

“Can you take her by yourself?” asked Hugh. 
. I don’t know till I try, I ought to be able to; I’ve lifted 
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up a good many in my time,” said the hangman. “Up 
then! She’s no small weight, ‘prother; none of these bere 
fine gals are. Up again! Now we have her.” 

Having by this time hoisted the young lady into his arms, 
he staggered off with his burden. ~ 

“Look ye, pretty bird,” said Hugh, drawing Dolly towards 
him. “Remember what I told you—a kiss for every cry. 
Scream, if you love me, darling. Scream’ once, mistress. 
Pretty mistress, only once, if you love me.” 

Thrusting his face away with all her force, and holding 
down her head, Dolly submitted to be carried out of the chaise, 
and borne after Miss Haredale into a miserable cottage, where 
Hugh, after hugging her to his breast, set her gently down 
upon the floor. 

Poor Dolly! Do what she would, she only looked the 
better for it, and tempted them the more. When her eyes 
flashed angrily, and her ripe lips slightly parted, to give her 
rapid breathing vent, who could resist it? When she wept 
and sobbed as though her heart would break, and bemoaned 
her miseries in the sweetest voice that ever fell upon a listener’s 
ear, who could be insensible to the little winning pettishness 
which now and then displayed itself, even in the sincerity and 
earnestness of her grief? When, forgetful for a moment of 
herself, as she was now, she fell on her knees beside her friend, 
and bent over her, and laid her cheek to hers, and put her 
arms about her, what mortal eyes could have avoided wander- 
ing to the delicate bodice, the streaming hair, the neglected 
dress, the perfect abandonment and unconsciousness of the 
blooming little beauty? Who could look on and see her 
lavish caresses and endearments, and not desire to be in 
imma Haredale’s place; to be either her or Dolly; either 
the hugging or the hugged? Not Hugh. Not Dennis. 

“T tell you what it is, young women,” said Mr. Dennis, 
“T an’t much of a lady’s man myself, nor am I a party in the 
present business further than lending a willing hand to my 
friends: but if I see much more of this here sort of thing, I 
shall become a principal instead of an accessory. I tell you 
candidly.” 

“Why have you brought us here?” said Emma. “Are we 
to be murdered?” 

“Murdered!” cried Dennis, sitting down upon a stool, and 
regarding her with great favour. ‘‘Why, my dear, who’d 
smurder such chickabiddies as you? If you was to ask me, 
now, whether you was brought here to be married, there might . 
be something in it.” 

And here he exchanged a grin with Hugh, who removed 
his eyes from Dolly for the purpose. 

“No, no,” said Dennis, ‘“‘there’ll be no murdering, my pets. 
ating of that sort. Quite the contrairy.” 

**You are an older man than your companion, Sir,” said 
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Emma, trembling. ‘Have you no pity for us? -Do you not 
consider that we are women?” 

“TI do indeed, my dear,” retorted Dennis. “It would be 
very hard not to, with two such specimens afore my eyes. 
Haha! Ohyes,I consider that. We all consider that, miss.” 

He shook his head waggishly, leered at Hugh again, and 
laughed very much, as if he had said a noble thing, and rather 
thought he was coming out. 

“There’ll be no murdering, my dear. Not a bit on it. I 
tell you what though, brother,” said Dennis, cocking his hat 
for the convenience of scratching his head, and looking 
gravely at Hugh, “it’s worthy of notice as a proof of the 
amazing equalness and dignity of our law, that it don’t make 
no distinction between men and women. I’ve heerd the 
judge say, sometimes, to a highwayman or housebreaker as 
had tied the ladies neck and heels—you’ll excuse me making 
mention of it, my darlings—and put ’em in a cellar, that he 
showed no consideration to women. Now, I say, that there 
judge didn’t know his business, brother; and that if I had 
been that there highwayman or housebreaker, I should have 
made answer: ‘What are you a talking of, my lord? I 
showed the women as much consideration as the law does, 
and what more would you have me do?’ If you was to count 
up in the newspapers the numbers of females as have been 
worked off in this here city alone, in the last ten year,” said 
Mr. Dennis thoughtfully, ‘“‘you’d be surprised at the total— 
quite amazed, you would. There’s a dignified and equal 
thing; a beautiful thing! But we’ve no security for its 
lasting. Now that they’ve begun to favour these here 
Papists, I shouldn’t wonder if they went and altered even 
that, one of these days. Upon my soul, I shouldn’t.” 

This subject, perhaps from being of too exclusive and 
professional a nature, failed to interest Hugh as much as 
his friend had anticipated. But he had no time to pursue it, 
for at this crisis Mr. Tappertit entered precipitately; at sight 
of whom Dolly uttered a scream of joy, and fairly threw 
herself into his arms. 

“T knew it, I was sure of it!” cried Dolly. “My dear 
father’s at the door. Thank God, thank God! Bless you, 
Sim. Heaven bless you for this!” 

Simon Tappertit, who had at first implicitly believed that 
the locksmith’s daughter, unable any longer to suppress her 
secret passion for himself, was about to give it full vent in 
its intensity, and to declare that she was his for ever, looked 
extremely foolish when she said these werds;—the more so, 
as they were received by Hugh and Dennis with a loud laugh, 
which made her draw back, and regard him with a fixed and 
earnest look. 

‘““Miss Haredale,” said Sim, after a very awkward silence, 
“I hope you're as comfortable as circumstances will permit 
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of, Dolly Varden, my darling—my own, my lovely one—I 
hope you’re pretty comfortable likewise.” 

Poor little Dolly! She saw how it was; hid her face in 
her hands; and sobbed more bitterly than ever. 

*“You meet in me, Miss V.,” said Simon, laying his hand 
upon his breast, “‘not a ’prentice, not a workman, not a slave, 
not the victim of your father’s tyrannical behaviour, but the 
leader of a great people, the captain of a noble band, in which 
these gentlemen are, as I may say, corporals and serjeants. 
You behold in me, not a private individual, but a public 
character; not a mender of locks, but a healer of the wounds 
of his unhappy country. Dolly V., sweet Dolly V., for how 
many years have I looked forward to this present meeting! 
For how many years has it been my intention to exalt and 
ennoble you! I redeem it. Behold in me your husband. 
Yes, beautiful Dolly—charmer—enslaver—S. Tiappertit is 
ali your own!” 

As he said these words he advanced towards her. Dolly 
retreated till she could go no farther, and then sank down upon 
the floor. Thinking it very possible that this might be maiden 
modesty, Simon essayed to raise her; on which Dolly, goaded 
to desperation, wound her hands in his hair, and crying out 
amidst her tears that he was a dreadful little wretch, and 
always had been, shook, and pulled, and beat him, until he was 
fain to call for help, most lustily. Hugh had never admired 
her half so much as at that moment. 

“*She’s in an excited state to-night,” said Simon, as he 
smoothed his rumpled feathers, ‘‘and don’t know when she’s 
well off. Let her be by herself till to-morrow, and that7ll 
‘bring her down a little. Carry her into the next house!” 

Hugh had her in his arms directly. It might be that Mr. 
Tappertit’s heart was really softened by her distress, or it 
might be that he felt it in some degree indecorous that his 
intended bride should be struggling in the grasp of another 
man. He commanded him, on second thoughts, to put her 
down again, and looked moodily on as she flew to Miss Hare- 
dale’s side, and clinging to her dress, hid her flushed face in its 
folds. 

“They shall remain here together till to-morrow,” said 
Simon, who had now quite recovered his dignity—‘till to- 
morrow. Come away!” 

“Ay!” cried Hugh. “Come away, captain. Ha ha hat” 

“What are you laughing at?” demanded Simon sternly. 

“Nothing, captain, nothing,” Hugh rejoined; and as he 
spoke, and clapped his hand upon the shoulder of the little 
man, he laughed again, for some unknown reason, with tenfold 
violence. 

Mr, Tappertit surveyed him from head to foot with lofty 
scorn (this only made him laugh Vite more), a turning to the 
prisoners, said: 
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“You'll take notice, ladies, that this place is well watched 
on every side, and that the least noise is certain to be attended 
with unpleasant consequences. You'll hear—both of you— 
more of our intentions to-morrow. In the meantime, don’t 
show yourselves at the window, or appeal to any of the people 
you may see pass it; for if you do, it’ll be known directly that 
you come from a Catholic house, and all the exertions our men 
ean make, may not be able to save your lives.” 

With this last caution, which was true enough, he turned to 
the door, followed by Hugh and Dennis. They paused for a 
moment, going out, to look at them clasped in each other’s 
arms, and then left the cottage ; fastening the door, and setting 
a good watch upon it, and indeed all round the house. 

“IT say,” growled Dennis, as they walked away in company, 
“that’s a dainty pair. Muster Gashford’s one is as handsome 
as the other, eh?” 

“Hush!” said Hugh hastily. ‘‘Don’t you mention names, 
It’s a bad habit.” 

“T wouldn't like to be him, then (as you don’t like names), 
when he breaks it out to her; that’s all,” said Dennis. ‘‘She’s 
one of them fine, black-eyed, proud gals, as I wouldn’t trust 
at such times with a knife too near’em. I’ve seen some of that 
sort, afore now. I recollect one that was worked off, many 
year ago—and there was a gentleman in that case too—that 
says to me, with her lip a trembling, but her hand as steady as 
ever I see one: ‘Dennis, I’m near my end, but if I had a 
dagger in these fingers, and he was within my reach, I’d strike 
him dead aforeme ;’—ah,she did—and she’d have done it too!”” 

“Strike who dead?” demanded Hugh. 

“‘How should I know, brother?” answered Dennis. “She 
never said; not she.’’ 

Hugh looked, for a moment, as though he would have made 
some further inquiry into this incoherent recollection, but 
Simon Tappertit, who had been meditating deeply, gave his 
thoughts a new direction. 

“Hugh!” said Sim. “You have done well to-day. You 
shall be rewarded. So have you, Dennis.—There’s no young 
woman you want to carry off, is there?” 

““N—no,” returned that gentleman, stroking his grizzled 
beard, which was some two inches long. ‘None in partickler, 
I think.” 

“Very good,” said Sim; “then we’ll find some other way of 
making it up to you. As to you, old boy”—he turned: to 
Hugh—“you shall have Miggs (her that I promised you, you - 
know) within three days. Mind, - I pass my word for it.” 

Hugh thanked him heartily ; and as he did so, his laughing-fit 
returned with such violence that he was obliged to hold his 
side with one hand, and to lean with the other on the shoulder 
of his smali captain, without whose support he would certainly 
have rolled upon the ground, : 
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CHAPTER. THE SIXTIETH 
Tur -three-worthies turned their faces towards the Boot, wit 
the intention of passing the night in that place of rendezvous, 
and of seeking the repose they so much needed in the shelter 
of their old den; for now that the mischief and destruction 
they had purposed were achieved, and their prisoners were 
safely bestowed for the night, they began to be conscious of 
exhaustion, and to feel the wasting effects of the madness 
which had led to such deplorable results. ; 

Notwithstanding the lassitude and fatigue which oppressed 
him now, in common with his two companions, and indeed with 
all who had taken an active share in that night’s work, Hugh’s 
boisterous merriment broke out afresh whenever he looked at 
Simon Tappertit, and vented itself—much to that gentleman’s 
indignation—in such shouts of laughter as bade fair to bring 
the watch upon them, and involve them in a skirmish, to which 
in their present worn-out condition they might prove by no 
means equal. Even Mr. Dennis, who was not at all particular 
on the score of gravity or dignity, and who had a great relish 
for his young friend’s eccentric humours, took occasion to 
remonstrate with him on this imprudent behaviour, which he 
held to be a species of suicide, tantamount to a man’s working 
himself off without being overtaken by the law, than which he 
eould imagine nothing more ridiculous or impertinent, 

Not abating one jot of his noisy mirth for these remon- 
strances, Hugh reeled along between them, having an arm of 
each, until they hove in sight of the Boot, and were within a 
field or two of that convenient tavern. He happened by great 
good luck to have roared and shouted himself into silence by 
thistime. They were proceeding onward without noise, when 
a scout who had been creeping about the ditches all night, tc 
warn any stragglers from encroaching further on what was now 
such dangerous ground, peeped cautiously from his hiding- 
place, and called to them to stop. 

“Stop! and why?” said Hugh. 

Because (the scout replied) the house was filled with con- 
stables and soldiers; having been surprised that afternoon, 
The inmates had fled or been taken into custody, he could not 
say which. He had prevented a great many people from 
approaching nearer, and he believed they had gone to the 
markets and such places to pass the night. . He had seen the 
distant fires, but they were all out now. He had heard the 
people who passed and repassed, speaking of them too, and 
could report. that the prevailing opinion was one of appre- 
hension and dismay. He had not heard a word of Barnaby— 
didn’t.even know his name—but it had been said in his hearing 
that some.man had been taken and carried off to Newgate. 
Whether this was true or false, he could not affirm, 
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The three took counsel together, on hearing this, and debated 
what it might be best todo. Hugh, deeming it possible that 
Barnaby was in the hands of the soldiers, and at that moment 
under detention at the Boot, was for advancing stealthily, and 
firing the house ; but his companions, who objected to such rash 
measures unless they had a crowd at their backs, represented. 
that if Barnaby were taken he had assuredly been removed to 
a stronger prison; they would never have dreamed of keeping 
him all night in a place so weak and open to attack. Yielding 
to this reasoning and to their persuasions, Hugh consented 
to turn back, and to repair to Fleet Market; for which place, it 
seemed, a few of their boldest associates had shaped their 
course, on receiving the same intelligence. 

Feeling their strength recruited, and their spirits roused now 
that there was a new necessity for action, they hurried away, 
quite forgetful of the fatigue under which they had been sinking 
but a few minutes before; and soon arrived at their new place 
of destination. 

Fleet Market, at that time, was a long irregular row of 
wooden sheds and pent-houses, occupying the centre of what 
is now called Farringdon Street. They were jumbled to- 
gether in a most unsighily fashion, in the middle of the road; 
to the great obstruction of the thoroughfare and the annoy- 
ance of passengers, who were fain to make their way, as they 
best could, among carts, baskets, barrows, trucks, casks, bulls, 
and benches, and to jostle with porters, hucksters, waggoners, 
and a motley crowd of buyers, sellers, pickpockets, vagrants, 
and idlers. The air was perfumed with the stench of rotten 
leaves and faded fruit; the refuse of the butchers’ stalls, and 
offal and garbage of a hundred kinds: it was indispensable to 
most public conveniences in those days, that they should be 
public nuisances likewise; and Fleet Market maintained the 
principle to admiration. 

To this place, perhaps because its sheds and baskets were a 
tolerable substitute for beds, or perhaps because it afforded 
the means of a hasty barricade in case of need, many of the 
rioters had straggled, not only that night, but for two or three 
nights before. It was now broad day, but the morning being 
cold, a group of them were gathered round a fire in a public- 
house, drinking hot purl, and smoking pipes, and planning 
new schemes for to-morrow. 

Hugh and his two friends being known to most of these men, 
were received with signal marks of approbation, and inducted 
into the most honourable seats. The room door was closed 
and fastened to keep intruders at a distance, and then they 
proceeded to exchange news. 

“The soldiers have taken possession of the Boot, I hear,”* 
said Hugh. ‘*Who knows anything about it?” 

Several cried that they did; but the majority of the com< 
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and all present having been concerned in one or other of the 
night’s expeditions, it proved that they knew no more than 
Hugh himself; having been merely warned by each other, or 
by the scout, and knowing nothing of their own knowledge. 

“We left aman on guard there to-day,” said Hugh, looking 
round him, “who is not here. You know who it is—Barnaby, 
who brought the soldier down, at Westminster. Has any man 
seen or heard of him?” 

They shook their heads, and murmured an answer in the 
negative, as each man looked round and appealed to his 
fellow; when a noise was heard without, and a man was heard 
to say that he wanted Hugh—that he must see Hugh. 

“He is but one man,” cried Hugh to those who kept the 
door; *‘let him come in.” 

“Ay, ay!” muttered the others. ‘“‘Let him come in. Let 
him come in.” 

The door was accordingly unlocked and opened. A one- 
armed man, with his head and face tied up with a bloody cloth, 
as though he had been severely beaten, his clothes torn, and 
his remaining hand grasping a thick stick, rushed in among 
them, and panting for breath, demanded which was Hugh. 

“Here he is,” replied the person he inquired for. ‘1 am 
Hugh. What do you want with me?” 

“T have a message for you,” said the man. ‘*You know 
one Barnaby?” 

“What of him? Did he send the message?” 

“Yes. He’staken. He’s in one of the strong cells in New- 
gate. He defended himself as well as he could, but was over- 
powered by numbers. That’s his message.” 

“When did you see him?” asked Hugh, hastily. 

‘On his way to prison, where he was taken by a party of 
soldiers. They took a by-road, and not the one we expected. 
I was one of the few who tried to rescue him, and he called to 
me, and told me to tell Hugh where he was. We made a good 
struggle, though it failed. Look here!” 

He pointed to his dress and to his bandaged head, and still 
panting for breath, glanced round the room; then faced 
towards Hugh again. 

“IT know you by sight,” he said, ‘‘for I was in the crowd on 
Friday, and on Saturday, and yesterday, but I didn’t know 
your name. You’re a bold fellow, I know. So is he. He 
fought like a lion to-night, but it was ofno use. J did my best, 
considering that I want this limb.” 

Again he glanced inquisitively. round the room—or seemed 
to do so, for his face was nearly hidden by the bandage—and 
again facing sharply towards Hugh, grasped his stick as if he 
half expected to be set upon, and stood on the defensive. 

If he had any such apprehension, however, he was speedily 
reassured by the demeanour of all present. None thought 
of the bearer of the tidings. He was lost in the news he 
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brought. Oaths, threats, and execrations were vented on all’ 
sides. Some cried that if they bore this tamely, another day 
would: see them all in jail; some that they should have res- 
cued the other prisoners, and this would: not have happened. 
One mancried in a loud voice, “ Who'll follow me to Newgate?” 
and there was a loud shout and a general rush towards the 
door. Pe 

But Hugh and Dennis stood with their backs against it, 
and kept them back, until the clamour had so far subsided 
that their voices could be heard, when they called to them 
together that to go now, in broad day, would be madness; 
and that if they waited until night and arranged a plan of 
attack, they might release, not only their own companions, 
but all the prisoners, and burn down the jail. 

“Not that jail. alone,” cried Hugh, “‘ but every jail in London, 
They shall have no place to put their prisoners in. We'll 
burn them all down; make bonfires of them every one! Here!” 
he cried, catching at the hangman’s hand. “Let all who’re 
men here, join with us. Shake hands upon it. Barnaby out 
of jail, and not a jail left standing! Who joins?” 

Every man there. And they swore a great oath to release 
their friends from Newgate next night; to force the doors and 
burn the jail; or perish in the fire themselves. 


’ 


CHAPTER THE SIXTY-FIRST 

On that same night—events so crowd upon each other in 
convulsed and distracted times, that more than the stirring 
incidents of a whole life often become compressed into the 
compass of four-and-twenty hours—on that same night, Mr. 
Haredale, having strongly bound his prisoner, with the 
assistance of the sexton, and forced him to mount his horse, 
conducted him to Chigwell; bent upon procuring a conveyance 
to London from-that place, and carrying him at once before a 
justice. The disturbed state of the town would be, he knew, 
a sufficient reason for demanding the murderer’s committal to 
prison before daybreak, as no man could answer for the secur- 
ity of any of the watch-houses or ordinary places of detention; 
and to convey a prisoner through the streets when the mob 
were again abroad, would not only be a task of great danger 
and hazard, but would be to challenge an attempt at rescue. 
Directing the sexton to lead the horse, he walked close by the 
murderer’s side, and in this order they reached the village 
about the middle of the night. 

The people were all awake and up, for they were fearful of 
being burnt in their beds, and sought to comfort and assure 
each other by watching in company. A few of the stoutest- 
hearted were armed and gathered in a body on the green, 
To these, who knew him well, Mr. Haredale addressed himself, 
briefly narrating what had happened, and beseeching them to 
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She conyeying the criminal to London before. tne dawn 
of day. .. “ f eae cis 
But not a man among them dared to help him by so much 
as the motion of afinger. The rioters, in their passage through 
the village, had menaced with their fiercest vengeance any 
person who should aid in extinguishing the fire, or render the 


least assistance to him, or any Catholic whomsoever. Their 


threats extended to their lives and all that they possessed. 
They were assembled for their own protection, and could not 
endanger themselves by lending any aid to him, This they 
told him, not without hesitation and regret, as they kept alcof 
in the moonlight and glanced fearfully at the ghostly rider, 
who, with his head drooping on his breast and his hat slouched 
down upon his brow, neither moved nor spoke. 

Finding it impossible to persuade them, and indeed hardly 
knowing how to do so after what they had seen of the fury of 
the crowd, Mr. Haredale besought them that at least they 
would leave him free to act for himself, and would suffer him to 
take the only chaise and pair of horses that the place afforded. 
This was not acceded to without some difficulty, but in the 
end they told him to do what he would, and go away from them 
in Heaven’s name. 

Leaving the sexton at the horse’s bridle, he drew out the 
chaise with his own hands, and would have harnessed the 
horses, but that the postboy of the village—a soft-hearted, 
good-for-nothing, vagabond kind of fellow—was moved by 
his earnestness and passion, and, throwing down a pitchfork 
with which he was armed, swore that the rioters might cut bim 
into mincemeat if they liked, but he would not stand by and 
see an honest gentleman who had done no wrong, reduced 
to such extremity, without doing what he could to help him, 
Mr. Haredale shook him warmly by the hand, and thanked him 
from his heart. In five minutes’ time the chaise was ready, 
and this good scapegrace in his saddle. The murderer was put 
inside, the blinds were drawn up, the sexton took his seat upon 
the bar, Mr. Haredale mounted his horse and rode close beside 
the door; and so they started in the dead of night, and in pro- 
found silence, for London. 

The consternation was so extreme that even the horses 
which had escaped the flames at the Warren, could find no 
friends to shelter them. They passed them on the road, 
browsing on the stunted grass; and the driver told them, 
that the poor beasts had wandered to the village first, but had 
been driven away, lest they should bring the vengeance of the 
crowd on any of the inhabitants. 

Nor was this feeling confined to such small places, where the 
people were timid, ignorant, and unprotected. When they 
came near London they met, in the grey light of morning, 

more than one poor Catholic family who, terrified by the 
threats and warnings of their neighbours, were quitting the 
‘ 
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city of foot, and who told them they could hire no cart or horse 
for the removal of their goods, and had been compelled to 
leave them behind, at the mercy of the crowd. Near Mile 
End they passed a house, the master of which, a Catholic 
gentleman of small means, having hired a waggon to remove 
his furniture by midnight, had had it all brought down into 
the street, to wait the vehicle’s arrival, and save time in the 
packing. But the man with whom he made the bargain, 
alarmed by the fires that night, and by the sight of the 
rioters passing his door, had refused to keep it; and the poor 
gentleman, with his wife and servant and their little children, 
were sitting trembling among their goods in the open street, 
dreading the arrival of day and not knowing where to turn 
or what to do. 

It was the same, they heard, with the public conveyances. 
The panic was so great that the mails and stage-coaches were 
afraid to carry passengers who professed the obnoxious 
religion. If the drivers knew them, or they admitted that 
they held that creed, they would not take them, no, though 
they offered large sums; and yesterday, people had been 
afraid to recognise Catholic acquaintance in the streets, lest 
they should be marked by spies, and’ burnt out, as it was 
ealled, in consequence. One mild old man—a priest, whose 
chapel was destroyed; a very feeble, patient, inoffensive 
creature—who was trudging away, alone, designing to walk 
some distance from town, and then try his fortune with the 
coaches, told Mr, Haredale that he feared he might not find 
a magistrate who would have the hardihood to commit a 
prisoner to jail, on his complaint. But notwithstanding 
these discouraging accounts they went on, and reached the 
Mansion House soon afier sunrise. 

Mr. Haredale threw himself from his horse, but he had no 
need to knock at the door, for it was already open, and there 
stood upon the step a portly old man, with a very red, or 
rather purple face, who, with an anxious expression of 
countenance, was remonstrating with some unseen person 
upstairs, while the porter essayed to close the door by degrees 
and get rid of him, With the intense impatience and excite- 
ment natural to one in his condition, Mr. Haredale thrust 
himself forward and was about to speak, when the fat old 
gentleman interposed: 

““My good Sir,” said he, “pray let me get an answer. This 
is the sixth time I have been here. I was here five times — 
yesterday. My house is threatened with destruction, It is 
to be burned down to-night, and was to have been last night, 
but they had other business on their hands. Pray let me — 

t an answer.” a 

““My good Sir,” returned Mr. Haredale, shaking his head, 
“my house is burned to the ground. But God forbid t 
yours shouldbe. Get youranswer. Be brief, in mercy tome.” 
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“Now, you hear this, my lord?”—said the old gentleman, 
calling up the stairs, to where the skirt of a dressing-gown 
fluttered on the landing-place. ‘Here is a gentleman here, 
whose house was actually burnt down last night.” 

“Dear me, dear me,” replied a testy voice, ““I am very 
sorry for it, but what am Ito do? I can’t build it up again. 
The chief magistrate of the City can’t go and be a rebuilding 
of people’s houses, my good Sir. Stuff and nonsense!” 

“But the chief magistrate of the City can prevent people's 
houses from having any need to be rebuilt, if the chief magis- 
trate’s a man, and not a dummy—can’t he, my lord?” cried 
the old gentleman in a choleric manner. 

“You are disrespectable, Sir,” said the Lord Mayor,— 
“leastways, disrespectful I mean.” 

‘Disrespectful, my lord!” returned the old gentleman, “TIT 
was respectful five times yesterday. I can’t be respectful 
for ever, Men ean’t stand on being respectful when their 
houses are going to be burnt over their heads, with them in 
7em, What amItodo, my lord? Am I to have any protec- 
tion!” 

“I told you yesterday, Sir,”’ said the Lord Mayor, “that 
you might have an alderman in your house, if you could get 
ene to come.” 

“What the devil’s the good of an alderman?” returned the 
cholerie old gentleman. 

“*__Yo awe the crowd, Sir,” said the Lord Mayor. 

“Oh Lord ha’ mercy!” whimpered the old gentleman, as 
he wiped his forehead in a state of ludicrous distress, ‘“‘to 
think of sending an alderman to awe a crowd! Why, my 
lord, if they were even so many babies, fed on mother’s 
milk, what do you think they’d care for an alderman! Will 
you come?” 

“1” said the Lord Mayor, most emphatically. ‘Certainly 
not. 

“Then what,’ returned the old gentleman, “what am I 
to do? Am I a citizen of England? Am I to have the 
benefit of the laws? Am I to have any return for the King’s 
taxes?” 

**T don’t know, I am sure,”’ said the Lord Mayor; “what a 
pity it is you’re a Catholic! Why couldn’t you be a Protes- 
tant, and then you wouldn’t have got yourself into such a 
mess? I’m sure I don’t know what’s to be done.—There 
are great people at the bottom of these riots—Oh dear me, 
what a thing it is to be a public character!—You must look 
in again in the course of the day.—Would a javelinman do? 
—Or there’s Philips the constable,—he’s disengaged,—he’s 

not very old for a man at his time of life, except in his legs, — 
and if you put him up at a window he’d look quite young by 
eandle-light, and might frighten ’°em very much.—Oh dear! 
—wellJ|—we’'ll see about it.” 
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~ - “Stop!” eried Mr. Haredale, pressing the door open as the 
porter strove to shut it, and speaking rapidly, “My Lord 
Mayor, I beg you not to go away. I have a man here, who 
eommitted a murder eight-and-twenty years ago. Half-a- 
dozen words from me, on oath, will justify you in committing 
him to prison for re-examination. I only seek, just now, to 
have him consigned to a place of safety. The Jeast delay 
may involve his being rescued by the rioters.” 

“Oh dear me!” cried the Lord Mayor. ‘God bless my 
soul—and body—oh Lor!—well I!—there are great people at 
the bottom of these riots, you know.—You really mustn’t.” 

““My lord,” said Mr. Haredale, “the murdered gentleman 
was my brother; I succeeded to his inheritance; there were 
not wanting slanderous tongues at that time, to whisper that 
the guilt of this most foul and cruel deed was mine—mine 
who loved him, as he knows, in Heaven, dearly. The time 
has come, after all these years of gloom and misery, for aveng- 
ing him, and bringing to light a crime so artful and so devilish 
that it has no parallel. Every second’s delay on your part 
loosens this man’s bloody hands again, and leads to his escape. 
My lord, I charge you hear me, and despatch this matter on 
the instant.” 

“Oh dear me!” cried the chief magistrate, “these an’t 
business hours, you know—I wonder at you—how ungentle- 
manly it is of you—you mustn’t—you really mustn’t.— 
And I suppose you are a Catholic too?” 

“T am,” said Mr. Haredale. 

“God bless my soul, I believe people turn Catholics a’ 
purpose to vex and worrit me,” cried the Lord Mayor. “I 
wish you wouldn’t come here; they'll be setting the Mansion 
House afire next, and we shall have you to thank forit. You 
must lock your prisoner up, Sir—give him to a watechman— 
a Cae call again at a proper time. Then we'll see about 
it ” 

Before Mr, Haredale could answer, the sharp closing of a 
door and drawing of its bolts, gave notice that the Lord 
Mayor had retreated to his bedroom, and that further ~ 
remonstrance would be unavailing. The two clients retreated 
likewise, and the porter shut them out into the street. | 

“That’s the way he puts me off,” said the old gentleman, “I 
cy get no redress and no help. What are you going to do, — 

ir | 
“To try elsewhere,” answered Mr. Haredale, who was by | 
this time on horseback. : 

“T feel for you, I assure you—and well I may, for we are 
in a common cause,” said the old gentleman. “I may not 
have a house to offer you to-night; let me tender it whileI 
ean, On second thoughts, though,” he added, putting up a 

et-book he had produced while speaking, “Ill not ‘give — 
you a card, for if it was found upon you, it might get 
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nto trouble. Langdale—that’s my. name—vintner. and 
distiller—Holborn Hill—you’re heartily welcome, if you'll 
eome.” : : 

. Mr. Haredale bowed his head and rode off, close beside the 
chaise as before; determining to repair to the house of Sir 
John Fielding, who had the reputation of being a bold and 
active magistrate, and fully resolved, in case the rioters 
should come upon them, to do execution on the murderer 
with his own hands, rather than suffer him to be released. 

They arrived at the magistrate’s dwelling, however, without 
molestation (for the mob, as we have seen, were then intent 
on deeper schemes), and knocked at the door. As it had 
been pretty generally rumoured that Sir John was proscribed 
by the rioters, a body of thief-takers had been keeping watch 
in the house all night. To one of them Mr. Harcdale stated 
his business, which appearing to the man of sufficient moment 
to warrant his arousing the justice, procured him an imme- 
diate audience. 

No time was lost in committing the murderer to Newgate; 
then a new building, recently completed at a vast expense, 
and considered to be of enormous strength. The warrant 
being made out, three of the thief-takers bound him afresh (he 
had been struggling, it seemed, in the chaise, and had 
loosened his manacles); gagged him, lest they should meet 
with any of the mob, and he should call to them for help; and 
seated themselves, along with him, in the carriage. These 
men being all well armed, made a formidable escort; but 
they drew up the blinds again, as though the carriage were 
empty, and directed Mr. Haredale to ride forward, that he 
might not attract attention by seeming to belong to it. 

, The wisdom of this proceeding was sufficiently obvious, for 
as they hurried through the City they passed among several! 
groups of men, who, if they had not supposed the chaise to 
be quite empty, would certainly have stopped it. But those 
within keeping quite close, and the driver tarrying to be 
asked no questions, they reached the prison without inter- 
ruption, and, once there, had him out, and safe within its 
gloomy walls, in a twinkling. , 

With eager eyes and strained attention, Mr. Haredale saw 
him chained, and locked and barred up in his cell. Nay, 
when he had left the jail, and stood in the free street, without, 
he felt the iron plates upon the doors, with his hands, and 
drew them over the stone wall, to assure himself that it was 
real; and to exult in its being so strong, and rough, and cold. 
Jt was not until he turned his back upon the jail, and glanced 
along the empty streets, so lifeless and quiet in the bright 
morning, that he felt the weight upon his heart; that he knew 
he was tortured by anxiety for those he had left at home; 
and that. home itself was but another bead in the long rosary 
_ f his regrets. 
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CHAPTER THE SIXTY-SECOND 

Tue prisoner, left to himself, sat down upon his bedstead: 
~ and resting his elbows on his knees, and his chin upon his 
hands, remained in that attitude for hours. It would be 
hard to say, of what nature his reflections were. They 
had no distinctness, and, saving for some flashes now and 
then, no reference to his condition or the train of circumstances 
by which it had been brought about. The cracks in the 
pavement of his cell, the chinks in the wall where stone was 
joined to stone, the bars in the window, the iron ring upon the 
floor,—such things as these, subsiding strangely into one 
another, and awakening an indescribable kind of interest and 
amusement, engrossed his whole mind; and although at the 
bottom of his every thought there was an uneasy sense of 
guilt, and dread of death, he felt no more than that vague 
consciousness of it, which a sleeper has of pain. It pursues. 
him through his dreams, gnaws at the heart of all his fancied 
pleasures, robs the banquet of its taste, music of its sweetness, 
makes happiness itself unhappy, and yet is no bodily sensa- 
tion, but a phantom without shape, or form, or visible presence; 
pervading everything, but having no existence; recognisable 
everywhere, but nowhere seen, or touched, or met with face 
to face, until the sleep is past, and waking agony returns. 

After a long time, the door of his cell opened. He looked 
up; saw the blind man enter; and relapsed into his former 
position. 

Guided by his breathing, the visitor advanced to where he 
sat; and stopping beside him, and stretching out his hand to 
acne himself that he was right, remained, for a good space, 
silent. 

“This is bad, Rudge. This is bad,” he said at length. 

The prisoner shuffied with his feet upon the ground in 
turning his body from him, but made no other answer. 

““How were you,\taken?”? he asked. ‘And where? You 
never told me more than half your secret. No matter; I 
know it now. How was it, and where, eh?” he asked again, 
coming still nearer to him. , 

“At Chigwell,” said the other, 

“At Chigwell! How came you there?” 

‘Because I went there to avoid the man I stumbled on,” 
he answered. ‘‘Because I was chased and driven there, by 
him and Fate. Because I was urged to go there, by some- 
thing stronger than my own will. When I found him watch- 
ing in the house she used to live in, night after night, I knew I 
never could escape him—never! and when I heard the Bell—” 

He shivered; muttered that it was very cold; paced quickly 
up and down the narrow cell; and sitting down again. fell 
into his old posture. 
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“You were saying,” said the blind man, after another 
pause, “that when you heard the Bell—” 

“Let it be, will you?” he retorted in a hurried voice. “It 
hangs there yet.” j 

The blind man turned a wistful and inquisitive face towards 
him, but he continued to speak, without noticing him. 

“T went to Chigwell, in search of the mob. I have been so 
hunted and beset by this man, that I knew my only hope 
of safety lay in joining them. They had gone on before; J 
followed them when it left off.” 

““When what left off ?”? 

“The Bell. They had quitted the place. I hoped that 
some of them might be still lingering among the ruins, and 
was searching for them when I heard—” he drew a long 
breath, and wiped his forehead with his sleeve—‘‘his voice.” 

“Saying what?” 

*“No matter what. I don’t know. Iwas then at the foot 
of the turret, where I did the—” 

“Ay,” said the blind man, nodding his head with perfect 
composure, ‘I understand.” 

“T climbed the stair, or so much of it as was left; meaning 
to hide tili he had gone. But he heard me; and followed 
almost as soon as I set foot upon the ashes.” 

“You might have hidden in the wall, and thrown him 
down, or stabbed him,” said the blind man. 

“Might I? Between that man and me, was one who led 
him on—I saw it, though he did not—and raised above his 
head a bloody hand. It was in the room above that he and 
I stood glaring at each other on the night of the murder, and 
before he fell he raised his hand like that, and fixed his eyes 
on me. I knew the chase would end there.” 

“You have a strong fancy,” said the blind man, with a 
stile. 

‘Strengthen yours with blood, and see what it will come 


He groaned, and rocked himself, and looking up for the 
first time, said, in a low, hollow voice: ‘‘Hight-and-twenty 
years! Hight-and-twenty years! He has never changed 
in all that time, never grown older, nor altered in the least 
degree. He has been before me in the dark night, and the 
broad sunny day; in the twilight, the moonlight, the sunlight, 
the light of fire, and lamp, and candle; and in the deepest 

loom. Always the same! In company, in solitude, on 
land, on shipboard; sometimes leaving me alone for months, 
and sometimes always with me. I have seen him, at sea, 
come gliding in the dead of night along the bright reflection 
of the moon in the calm water; and I have seen him, on 
quays and market-places, with his hand uplifted, towering, 
the centre of a busy crowd, unconscious of the terrible form 
that had its silent stand among them, Fancy! Are you 
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real? Am I? Are these iron fetters, riveted on me by the 
smith’s hammer, or are they fancies I can shatter at a blow?"® 

The biind man listened in silence. p : 

“Fancy! Do I fancy that I killed him? Do I fancy that 
ag I.left the chamber where he lay, I saw the face of a man 
peeping from a dark door, who plainly showed me by his 
fearful looks that he suspected what I had done? Do I 
remember that I spoke fairly to him—that I drew nearer— 
nearer yet—with the hot knife in my sleeve? Do I fancy how 
he died? Did he stagger back into the angle of the wall into 
which I had hemmed him, and, bleeding inwardly, stand, not 
fall, a corpse before me? Did I see him as I see you now, 
erect.and on his feet—but dead!”’ ; 

The blind man, who knew that he had risen, motioned him 
to sit down again upon his bedstead; but he took no notice 
of the gesture. : 

“Tt was then I thought, for the first time, of fastening the 
murder upon him. It was then I dressed him in my clothes, 
and dragged him down the back stairs to the piece of water, 
Do I remember listening to the bubbles that came rising 
up when I had rolled him in? Do I remember wiping the 
water from my face, and because the body splashed it there, 
in its descent, feeling as if it must be blood? 

“Did I go home when I had done? And oh, my God! how 
long it took to do! Did 1 stand before my wife, and tell her? 
Did I see her fall upon the ground; and, when I stooped to 
raise her, did she thrust me back with a force that cast me 
off as if I had been a child, staining the hand with which she 
clasped my wrist? Is that fancy? 

‘Did she go down upon her knees, and call on Heaven to 
witness that she and her unborn child renounced me from 
that hour; and did she in words so solemn that they turned 
me cold—me, fresh from the horrors my own hands had 
made—warn me to fly while there was time; for though she 
would be silent, being my wretched wife, she would not 
shelter me? Did I go forth that night, abjured of God and 
man, and anchored deep in hell, to wander at my cable’s 
length about the earth, and surely be drawn down at last?” 

“Why did you return?’ said the blind man. 

“Why is blood red? I could no more help it, than I 
could live without breath. I struggled against the impulse, 
but I was drawn back, through every difficult and adverse 
circumstance, as by a mighty engine. Nothing could stop 
me. The day and hour were none of my choice. Sleeping 
and waking, I had been among the old haunts for years— had. 
visited my own grave. Why did I come back? Because this 
jail was gaping for me, and he stood beckoning at the door," 

“You were not known?” said the blind man. : 

“IT was a man who had been twenty-two years dead. Nos 
I was not known.” : 
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* You should have kept your secret better.” gy 
“My secret? Mine? It was a secret, any breath of ait 
could whisper at its will. The stars had it in their twinkling, 
the water in its flowing, the leaves in their rustling, the 
seasons in their return. It lurked in strangers’ faces, and 
' their voices. Everything had lips on which it always trembled 
—WMy secret!” 

“It was revealed by your own act at any rate,” said’ the 
blind man. 

“The act was not mine. I did it; but it was not mine. I 
was obliged at times to wander round, and round, and round 
that spot. If you had chained me up when the fit was on 
me, I should have broken away, and gone there. As truly 
as the loadstone draws iron towards it, so he, lying at the 
bottom of his deep grave, could draw me near him when he 
would. Was that fancy? Did I like to go there, cr did 1 
strive and wrestle with the power that forced me?” 

The blind man shrugged his shoulders, and smiled in- 
eredulously. The prisoner again resumed his old attitude. 
and for a long time both were mute. 

“IT suppose then,” said his visitor, at length breaking 
silence, “that you are penitent and resigned; that you desire 
to make peace with everybody (in particular, with your 
wife who has brought you to this) ; and that you ask no greater 
favour than to be carried to Tyburn as soon as possible? 
That being the case, I had better take my leave. I am not 
good enough to be company for you.” 

“Have I not told you,” said the other fiercely, “that I 
have striven and wrestled with the power that brought me 
here? Has my whole life, for eight-and-twenty years, been 
one perpetual struggle and resistance, and do you think I 
want to lie down and die? Do all men shrink from death— 
I most of all?” 

“That’s better said. That’s better spoken, Rudge—but ll 

| not call you that again—than anything you have said yet,” 
returned the blind man, speaking more familiarly, and laying 
his hand upon his arm. ‘“Lookye,—I never kilied a man 
myself, for I have never been placed in a position that made 
it worth my while. Further, I am not an advocate for 
killing men, and I don’t think I should recommend it or 
like it—for it’s very hazardous—under any circumstances. 
But as you had the misfortune to get into this trouble before 
I made your acquaintance, and as you have been my com- 
panion, and have been of use to me for a long time now, 1 
overlook that part of the matter, and am only anxious that 
you shouldn’t die unnecessarily. Now, I do a consider 
that at present it is at all necessary.’ 

“What else is left me?” returned the prisoner. “To cat 
my way through these walls with my teeth?” —_- 

“Something easier than that,” returned his friend, 
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“Promise me that you will talk no more of these fancies of 
yours—idle, foolish things, quite beneath a man—and I’ll 
tell you what I mean.” : 

“Tell me,” said the other, 

“Your worthy lady with the tender conscience; your 
scrupulous, virtuous, punctilious, but not blindly affectionate 
wife—” 

‘*What of her?’? 

“Is now in London.” 

“A curse upon her, be she where she may!’ 

“That’s natural enough. If she had taken her annuity 
as usual, you would not have been here, and we should have 
been better off. But that’s apart from the business. She’s 
in London. Scared, as I suppose, and have no doubt, by 
Iny representation when I waited upon her, that you were 
close at hand (which I, of course, urged only as an induce- 
ment to compliance, knowing that she was not pining to see 
you), she left that place, and travelled up to London,” 

“How do you know?” 

“From my friend the noble captain—the illustrious 
general—the bladder, Mr. Tappertit. I learnt from him the 
last time I saw him, which was yesterday, that your son who 
is called Barnaby—not after his father I suppose—” 

“Death! does that matter now!” 

“‘__You are impatient,” said the blind man, calmly; ‘it’s 
a good sign, and looks like life—that your son Barnaby had 
been lured away from her by one of his companions who 
knew him of old, at Chigwell; and that he is now among the 
rioters.” 

“And what is that to me? If father and son be hanged 
together, what comfort shall I find in that?” 

“Stay—stay, my friend,” returned the blind man, with a 
cunning look, “you travel fast to journeys’ ends. Suppose — 
I track my lady out, and say thus much: ‘You want your son, _ 
ma’am—good. I, knowing those who tempt him to remain _ 
among them, can restore him to you, ma’am—good. You _ 
must pay a price, ma’am, for his restoration—good again. 
The price is small, and easy to be paid—dear ma’am, that’s 
best of all.’”’ ‘ 

“What mockery is this?” 

“Very likely, she may reply in those words. ‘No mockery 
at all,’ I answer: ‘Madam, a person said to be your husband 
(identity is difficult of proof after the lapse of many years) 
is in prison, his life in peril—the charge against him, murder, 
Now, ma’am, your husband has been dead a long, long time. 
The gentleman never can be confounded with him, if you 
will have the goodness to say a few words, on oath, as to 
when. he died, and how; and that this person (who I am told 
resembles him in some degree) is no more he than I am, 
Such testimony will set the question quite at rest. Pledge 
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i to me to give it, ma’am, and I will undertake to 
eep your son (a fine lad) out of harm’s way until you have 
done this trifling service, when he shall be delivered up to 
you, safe and sound. On the other hand, if you decline to 
do so, I fear he will be betrayed, and handed over to the law, 
which will assuredly sentence him to suffer death. It is, 
in fact, a choice between his life and death. If you refuse 
he swings. If you comply, the timber is not grown, nor the 
hemp sown, that shall do him any harm.’” 

“There is a gleam of hope in this!” cried the prisoner, 
starting up. 

“A sleam!’’ returned his friend, “‘a noon-blaze; a full and 
glorious daylight. Hush! I hear the tread of distant fect, 
Rely on me.” 

““When shall I hear more?” 

“As soon as I do. I should hope, to-morrow. They are 
coming to say that our time for talk is over. I hear the 
jingling of the keys. Not another word of this just now, or 
they may overhear us.” ; 

As he said these words, the lock was turned, and one of the 
prison turnkeys appearing at the door, announced that it 
was time for visitors to leave the jail. 

‘So soon!” said Stagg, meekly. “But it can’t be helped. 
Cheer up, friend. This mistake will soon be set at rest, and 
then you are a man again! If this charitable gentleman will 
lead a blind man (who has nothing in return but prayers) 
to the prison-porch, and set him with his face towards the 
west, he will do a worthy deed. Thank you, good Sir. I 
thank you very kindly.” 

So saying, and pausing for an instant at the door to turn 
his grinning face towards his friend, he departed. 

When the officer had seen him to the porch, he returned, 
and again unlocking and unbarring the door of the cell, set 
it wide open, informing its inmate that he was at liberty to 
walk in the adjacent yard, if he thought proper, for an hour. 

The prisoner answered with a sullen nod; and being left 
alone again, sat brooding over what he had heard, and 
pondering upon the hopes the recent conversation had 
awakened; gazing abstractedly, the while he did so, on the 
light without, and watching the shadows thrown by one 
wall on another, and on the stone-paved ground. 

It was a dull, square yard, made cold and gloomy by high 
walls, and seeming to chill the very sunlight. The stone, 
so bare, and rough, and obdurate, filled even him with longing 
thoughts of meadow-land and trees; and with a burning wish 
to be at liberty. As he looked, he rose, and leaning against 
the door-post, gazed up at the bright blue sky, smiling even 
on that dreary home of crime, He seemed, for 2 moment, to 
remember lying on his back in some sweet-scented place, and 
‘gazing at it through moving branches, long ago. - 
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His attention was suddenly attracted by a-clankirig’sound— 
he knew what it was, for he had startled himself by making 
the same noise in walking to the door. Presently a voice 
began to sing, and he saw the shadow of a figure on the 
pavement. It stopped—was silent all at once, as though the 
person for a moment had forgotten where he was, but soon 
remembered—and so, with the same clanking noise, the 
shadow disappeared. we 

He walked out into the court and paced it to and fro; 
startling the echoes, as he went, with the harsh jangling of his 
fetters. There was a door near his, which, like his, stood ajar. 

He had not taken half-a-dozen turns up ‘and down the 
yard, when, standing still to observe this door, he heard 
the clanking sound again. A face looked out of the grated 
window—he saw it very dimly, for the cell was dark and the 

bars were heavy—and directly afterwards, a man appeared, 
and came towards him. 

For the sense of loneliness he had, he might have been in 
the jaila year! Made eager by the hope of companionship, he 
quickened his pace, and hastened to meet the man half way— 

What was this! His son! : 

They stood face to face, staring ateach other. He shrinking 
and cowed, despite himself; Barnaby struggling with his 
imperfect memory, and wondering where he had seen that 
face before. He was not uncertain long, for suddenly he 
Jaid hands upon him, and striving to bear him to the ground, 
eried: ihaR 

““Ah! I know! You are the robber!” 

He said nothing, in reply at first, but held down his head, 
and struggled with him silently. Finding the younger man 
too strong for him, he raised his face, looked close into his 
eyes, and said, “I am your father.” 

God knows what magic the name had for his ears; but 
Barnaby released his hold, fell back, and looked at him 
aghast. Suddenly he sprang towards him, put his arms 
about his neck, and pressed his head against his cheek. 

Yes, yes, he was; he was sure he was. But where had he 
been so long, and why had he left his mother by herself, or 
worse than by herself, with her poor foolish boy? And had 
she really been as happy as they said. And where was she? 
Was she near there? She was not happy now, and he in 
jail? Ah, no. 

Not a word was said in answer; but Grip croaked loudly, 
and hopped about them, round and round, as if enclosing 
them in a magic circle, and invoking all the powers of mischief, 


CHAPTER THE SIXTY-THIRD 
Durine the whole of this day, every regiment in or near the 
Rietropolis was on duty in one or other part of the town 
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and the regulars and militia, in obedience to the orders which 
| were sent to every barrack and station within twenty-four 
_ hours’ journey, began to pour in by all the roads, But. the 
disturbances had attained to-such a formidable: height, and’ 
the rioters had grown, with impunity, to be so audacious, and 
so daring, that the sight of this great force, continually 
augmented by new arrivals, instead of operating as a check, 
stimulated them to outrages of greater hardihood than any 
they had yet committed; and helped to kindle a flame in 
London, the like of which had never been beheld; even in 
its ancient and rebellious times. Rsien ta 

All yesterday, and on this day likewise, the commander-in- 
chief endeavoured to arouse the magistrates to a sense of 
their duty, and in particular the Lord Mayor, who was the 
faintest-hearted and most timid of them all. With. this 
object, large bodies of the soldiery were several times 
despatched to the Mansion House to await his orders: but 
as he could, by no threats or persuasions, be induced to give 
any, and as the men remained in the open street, fruitlessly 
for any good purpose, and thrivingly for a very bad one; 
these laudable attempts did harm rather than good. For the 
erowd, becoming speedily acquainted with the Lord Mayor’s 
temper, did not fail to take advantage of it, by boasting that 
even the civil authorities were opposed to the Papists, and 
could not find it in their hearts to molest those who were 
guilty of no other offence. These vaunts they took care to 
make within the hearing of the soldiers; and they, being 
naturally loth to quarrel with the people, received their 
advances kindly enough: answering, when they were asked. 
if they desired to fire upon their countrymen, ‘‘No, they 
would be damned if they did;” and showing much honest 
simplicity and good-nature. The feeling that the military 
were No Popery men, and were ripe for disobeying orders, 
and joining the mob, soon became very prevalent in con- 
sequence. Rumours of their disaffection, and of their leaning 
towards the popular cause, spread from mouth to mouth 
with astonishing rapidity; and whenever they were drawn 
up idly in the streets or squares, there was sure to be a crowd 
about them, cheering and shaking hands, and treating them 
with a great show of confidence and affection. 

By this time, the crowd was everywhere; all concealment 
and disguise were laid aside, and they pervaded the whole 
town. If any man among them wanted money, he had but 
to knock at the door of a dwelling-house, or walk into'a 
shop, and demand it in the rioters’ name; and his demand 
owas instantly complied with. The peaceable citizens being 
_afraid to lay hands upon them, singly and alone, it may be 
easily supposed that when gathered together in bodies, they 
were perfectly secure from interruption. They assembled 
in the streets, traversed them at their will and pleasure, and 


418 BARNABY RUDGE 


publicly concerted their plans, Business was quite suspended, 
the greater part of the shops were closed; most of the houses 
displayed a blue flag in token of their adherence to the popular 
side: and even the Jews in Houndsditch, Whitechapel, and 
those quarters, wrote upon their doors or window-shutters, 
“This House is a True Protestant.” The crowd was the 
law, and never was the law held in greater dread, or more 
implicitly obeyed. 

It was about six o’clock in the evening, when a vast mob 
poured into Lincoln’s Inn Fields by every avenue, and 
divided—evidently in pursuance of a previous design—into 
several parties. It must not be understood that this arrange- 
ment was known to the whole crowd, but that it was the work 
of a few leaders; who, mingling with the men as they came 
upon the ground, and calling to them to fall into this or that 
party, effected it as rapidly as if it had been determined on 
by a council of the whole number, and every man had known 
his place. 

It was perfectly notorious to the assemblage that the 
largest body, which comprehended about two-thirds of the 
whole, was designed for the attack on Newgate. It com- 
prehended all the rioters who had been conspicuous in any 
of their former proceedings; all those whom they recom- 
mended as daring hands and fit for the work; all those whose 
companions had been taken in the riots; and a great number 
of people who were relatives or friends of felons in the jail. 
This last class included, not only the most desperate and 
utterly abandoned villains in London, but some who were 
comparatively innocent. There was more than one woman 
there, disguised in man’s attire, and bent upon the rescue 
of a child‘or brother. There were the two sons of a man 
who lay under sentence of death, and who was to be executed 
along with three others, on the next day but one. There 
was a great party of boys whose fellow-pickpockets were in 
the prison; and at the skirts of all, a score of miserable 
women, outcasts from the world, seeking to release some 
other fallen creatures as miserable as themselves, or moved 
by a general sympathy perhaps—God knows—with all who 
were without hope, and wretched. 

Old swords, and pistols without ball or powder; sledge= 
hammers, knives, axes, saws, and weapons pillaged from the 
butchers’ shops; a forest of iron bars and wooden clubs; long 
ladders for scaling the walls, each carried on the shoulders of a 
dozen men; lighted torches, tow smeared with pitch, and tar, 
and brimstone; staves roughly plucked from fence and paling; 
and even crutches torn from crippled beggars in the streets; 
composed their arms. When all was ready, Hugh and Dennis, 
with Simon Tappertit between them, led the way. Roaring 
and chafing like an angry sea, the crowd pressed after them. 

Jastead of going straight down Holborn to the jail, as all 
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expected, their leaders took the way to Clerkenwell, and rushing 
down a quiet street, halted before a locksmith’s house—the 
Golden Key. 

“Beat at the door,” cried Hugh to the men about him. ‘‘We 
want one of his craft to-night. Beat it in, if no one answers.” 

The shop was shut. Both door and shutters were of a strong 
and sturdy kind, and they knocked without effect. But the 
impatient crowd raising a cry of ‘Set fire to the house!”” and 
torches being passed to the front, an upper window was thrown 
open, and the stout old locksmith stood before them. 

“What now, ye villains!” he demanded. ‘Where is my 
daughter?” ; 

“Ask no questions of us, old man,” retorted Hugh, waving 
his comrades to be silent, ‘‘ but come down, and bring the tools 
of your trade. We want you.” 

“Want me!” cried the locksmith, glancing at the regimental 
dress he wore: ‘‘Ay, and if some that I could name possessed 
the hearts of mice, ye should have had me long ago. Mark me, 
my lad—and you about him do the same. There are a score 
among ye whom I see now and know, who are dead men from 
this hour. Begone! and rob an undertaker’s while you can! 
You'll want some coffins before long.” 

“Will you come down?” cried Hugh. 

“Will you give me my daughter, ruffian?” cried the lock- 
smith. 

“*T know nothing of her,” Hugh rejoined. ‘‘Burn the door!”’ 

“Stop!” cried the locksmith, in a voice that made them 

falter—presenting, as he spoke, a gun. “Let an old man do 
that. You can spare him better.” 
. The young fellow who held the light, and who was stooping 
down before the door, rose hastily at these words, and fell baci. 
The locksmith ran his eye along the upturned faces, and kept 
the weapon levelled at the threshold of his house. It had no 
men rest than his shoulder, but was as steady as the house 
itself. 

“Let the man who does it, take heed to his prayers,” he said 
firmly ; ‘I warn him.” 

Snatching a torch from one who stood near him, Hugh was 
stepping forward with an oath, when he was arrested by a shrill 
and piercing shriek, and, looking upward, saw a fluttering 
garment on the house-top. 

There was another shriek, and another, and then a shrill 
voice cried, ‘‘Is Simmun below?’’ At the same moment a lean 
neck was stretched over the parapet, and Miss Miggs, in- 
distinctly seen in the gathering gloom of evening, screeched in 
a frenzied manner, ‘“‘Oh! dear gentlemen, let me hear Simmun’s 
answer from his own lips, Speak to me, Simmun. Speak te 
me!” 

_ Mr. Tappertit, who was not at all flattered by this compli- 
‘ment, looked up, and bidding her hold her peace ordered 


=, —e 


’ 
‘ 

4 
2 
te 

— 


420 - BARNABY RUDGE ~ 


her to come down and open the door, for they wanted her 
master, and would take no denial... - sie = 

“Oh good - gentlemen!’ cried Miss Miggs, “Oh my own 
precious, precious Simmun—” a 

‘Hold your nonsense, will you!” retorted Mr. Tappertit ; 
“and. come down and open the door.—G, Varden, drop that 
gun, or it will be worse for you.” - 

“Don’t mind his gun,” screamed Miggs. “Simmun and 
gentlemen, I poured a mug of table-beer right down the barrel.” 

The crowd gave a loud shout, which was followed by a roar 
of laughter. : ; 

“Tt wouldn’t go off, not if you was to load it up to the 
muzzle,” screamed Miggs. “Simmun and gentlemen, I’m 
locked up in the front attic, through the little door on the right 
hand when you think you’ve got to the very top of the stairs— 
and-up the flight of corner steps, being careful not to knock 
your heads against the rafters, and not to tread on one side in 
case you should fall into the two-pair bedroom through the lath 
and plasture, which do not bear, but the contrairy.. Simmun 
and gentlemen, I've been locked up here for safety, but my 
endeavours has always been, and always will be, to be on the 
right side—the blessed side—and to prenounce the Pope of 
Babylon, and all her inward and her outward workings, which 
is Pagin. My sentiments is of little consequences, I know,"’ 
cried Miggs, with additional shrillness, ‘for my positions is but 
4 servant, and as sich, of humilities; still I gives expressions to 
my feelings, and places my reliances on them which entertains 
my own opinions!” 

Without taking much notice of these outpourings of Miss 
Miggs after she had made her first announcement in relation 
to the gun, the crowd raised a ladder against the window where 
the locksmith stood, and notwithstanding that he closed, and 
fastened, and defended it manfully, soon forced an entrance by 
shivering the glass and breaking in the frames. After dealing 
a few blows about him, he found himself defenceless, in the 
midst of a furious crowd, which overflowed the room and 
softened off in a confused heap of faces at the door and 
window, 

They were very wrathful with him (for he had wounded two 
men), and even called out to those in front, to bring him forth 
and hang him on a lamp-post. But Gabriel was quite un- 
daunted, and looked from Hugh and Dennis, who held him by 
either arm, to Simon Tappertit, who confronted him, 

“You have robbed me of my daughter,” said the locksmith, 
“who is far, far dearer to me than my life; and you may take 
my life, if you will. I bless God that I have been enabled to 
keep my wife free of this scene; and that He has made me a 
man who will not ask mercy at such hands as yours.” 

“And a wery game old gentleman you are,” said Mr. Denni 
*pprovingly; “and you express yourself like a man, * What's 
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the odds, brother, whether. it’s a lamp-post: to-night, or a 
feather-bed ten year to come, eh?” 

The locksmith glanced at him disdainfully, but returned ne 
other answer. 

“For my part, ” said the. hangman, ‘who pacticntaehy 
favoured the lamp-post suggestion, “‘I honour your principles. ~ 
They’re mine exactly. In such sentiments as them,” and here 
he emphasised his discourse with an oath, * I’m ready to meet 
you or any man half-way.—Have you got a bit of cord any- 
wheres handy? Don’t put yourself out of the way, if you 
haven’t. A handkercher will do.” 

“Don’t be a fool, master,”’ whispered Hugh, seizing Varden 
roughly by. the shoulder; “but do as you’re bid. You'll soon 
hear what you’re wanted for. Do it!” 

“Til do nothing at your request, or that of any scoundrel 
here,” returned the locksmith. “If you want any service from 
me, you may spare yourselves the pains of telling me what it is. 
I tell you, beforehand, I’ll do nothing for you.” 

Mr. Dennis was so affected by this constancy on the part of 
the staunch old man, that he protested—almost with tears in 
his eyes—that to baulk his inclinations would be an act of 
cruelty and hard dealing to which he, for one, never could 
reconcile his conscience. The gentleman, he said, had avowed 
in so many words that he was ready for working off;such being - 
the case, he considered it their duty, as a civilised and en- 

lightened crowd, to work him off. It was not often, he 

rved, that they had it in their power to accommodate 
themselves to the wishes of those from whom they had the 
misfortune to differ. Having now found an individual who 
expressed a desire which they could reasonably indulge (and 
for himself he was free to confess that in his opinion that desire 
did honour to his feelings), he hoped they would decide to 
accede to his proposition before going any further. It was an 
experiment which, skilfully and dexterously performed, would 
be over in five minutes, with great comfort and satisfaction to 
‘all parties; and though it did not become him (Mr. Dennis) to 
speak well of himself, he trusted he might be allowed to say 
that he had practical knowledge of the subject, and, being 
naturally of an obliging and friecZly disposition, would work 
‘the gentleman off with a deal of pleasure, 

These remarks, which were addressed in the midst of a 
frightful din and turmoil to those immediately about him, were 
‘received with great favour; not so much, perhaps, because of 
‘the hangman’s eloquence, as on account of the locksmith’s 
obstinacy. Gabriel was in imminent peril, and he knew it; 

‘but he preserved a steady silence; and would have done so, if 
| alt had been debating whether "they should roast him at a 
‘slow fire 

As the hangman spoke, there was some stir and confusion on 

the ladder; and directly he was silent—so immediately upon. - 
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his holding his peace, that the crowd below had no time to 
learn what he had been saying, or to shout in response—some 
one at the window cried: ‘‘He has a grey head. He is an old 
man: don’t hurt him!” F alas 

The locksmith turned, with a start, towards the place from 
which the words had come, and looked hurriedly at the 
people who were hanging on the ladder and clinging to each 
other. 

“Pay no respect to my grey hair, young man,” he said, 
answering the voice and not any one he saw. “‘I don’t ask it. 
My heart is green enough to scorn and despise every man 
among you,—band of robbers that you are!” 

This incautious speech by no means tended to appease the 
ferocity of the crowd. They cried again to have him brought 
out; and it would have gone hard with the honest locksmith, 
but that Hugh reminded them, in answer, that they wanted 
his services, and must have them. 

“*So, tell him what we want,” he said to Simon Tappertit, 
“and quickly. And open your ears, master, if you would ever 
use them after to-night.” 

Gabriel folded his arms, which were now at liberty, andeyed — 
his old ’prentice in silence. ' 

““Lookye, Varden,” said Sim, “‘we’re bound for Newgate.” 

“TI know you are,” returned the locksmith, ‘You never said 
a truer word than that.”’ 

“To burn it down, I mean,’ said Simon, “‘and foree the 
gates, and set the prisoners at liberty. You helped to make — 
the lock of the great door.” 

“J did,” said the locksmith. ‘‘ You owe me no thanks for 
that—as you'll find before long.” 

Maybe,” returned his journeyman, “‘but you must show 
us how to force it,” 

“Must I!” ; 

“Yes; for you know, and I don’t. You must come along 
with us, and pick it with your own hands.” { 

“When I do,” said the locksmith quietly, “‘my hands shall” 
drep off at the wrists, and you shall wear them, Simon 
Tappertit, on your shoulders for epaulettes.” | 

“We'll see that,” cried Hugh, interposing, as the indigna- — 
tion of the crowd again burst forth. ‘‘ You fill a basket with the | 
tools he’ll want, while I bring him downstairs. Open the doors | 
below, some of you. And light the great captain, others! Is | 
there no business afoot, my lads, that you can do nothing but 
stand and grumble?” 

They looked at one another, and quickly dispersing, 
swarmed over the house, plundering and breaking, according _ 
to their custom, and carrying off such articles of value as __ 
happened to please their fancy. They had no great length of — 
time for these proceedings, for the basket of tools was soon — 
prepared and slung over a man’s shoulders, The preparations — 
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being now completed, and everything ready for the attack, 
those who were pillaging and destroying in the other rooms 
were called down to the workshop. They were about to issue 
forth, when the man who had been last upstairs, stepped 
forward, and asked if the young woman in the garret (who was 
making a terrible noise, he said, and kept on screaming without 
the least cessation) was to be released? 

For his own part, Simon 'Tappertit would certainly have 
replied in the negative, but the mass of his companions, mind- 
ful of the good service she had done in the matter of the gun, 
being of a different opinion, he had nothing for it but to answer, 
Yes. The man, accordingly, went back to the rescue, and 
presently returned with Miss Miggs, limp and doubled up and 
very damp from much weeping. 

As the young lady had given no tokens of consciousness on 
their way downstairs, the bearer reported her either dead or 
dying; and being at some loss what to do with her, was looking 
round for a convenient bench or heap of ashes on which to 
place her senseless form, when she suddenly came upon her 
feet by some mysterious means, thrust back her hair, stared 
wildly at Mr. Tappertit, cried ‘My Simmuns’s life is not a 
wictim!” and dropped into his arms with such promptitude 
that he staggered and reeled some paces back, beneath his 
lovely burden, 

“Ob bother!” said Mr. Tappertit. “Here, Catch hold of 
her, somebody, Lock her up again; she never ought to have 
been let out.’ 

“My Simmun!” cried Miss Miggs, in tears, and faintly. 
“My for ever, ever blessed Simmun!”’ 

“Hold up, will you,” said Mr. Tappertit, in a very un- 
responsive tone, “Vil let you fall if you don’t. What are you 
sliding your feet off the ground for?” 

“My ange! Simmun!” murmured Miggs—‘the promised—-”’ 

‘Promised! Well, and I'll keep my promise,” answered 
Simon, testily, ‘*1 mean to provide for you, don’t 1? Stand 
up!" 

Pc Where am I to go? What is to become of me after my 
actions of this night!” cried Miggs. ‘‘ What resting-places now 
remains but in the silent tombs!" 

“1 wish you was in the silent tombs, I do,” eried Mr. 
Tappertit, “and boxed up tight, in a good strong one. Here,” 
he cried to one of the bystanders, in whose ear he whispered 
for a moment: “Take her off, will you. You understand 
where?” 

The fellow nodded; and taking her in his arms, notwith- 
standing her broken protestations, and her struggles (whic! 
latter species of opposition, involving scratches, was much 
more difficult of resistance), carried her away. They who were 
in the house poured out into the street; the locksmith was 
taken to the head of the crowd, and required to walk between 
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__ his-two conductors; the whole body was put in rapid motion; 
- and without-any shouting or noise they bore down’straight on 
Dak peian — cane ina ge aye mass before the prison gate. 


CHAPTER THE SIXTY-FOURTH .- ; 
Breaxine the silence they had hithtrto preserved, they raised 
a great cry as soon-as they were ranged before the jail, and 
demanded to speak with the governor. Their visit was not 
wholly unexpected, for his house, which fronted the street, 
was strongly barricaded, the ‘wicket-gate of the prison was 
elesed up, and at no loophole or grating was any person to be 
seen. Before they had repeated their summons many times, a 
man appeared upon the roof of the governor’s house, and asked 
what it was they wanted. 

Some said one thing, some another, and some only groaned 
and hissed. It being now nearly dark, and the house high, 
many persons in the throng were not aware that any one had 
eome to answer them, and continued their clamour until the 
intelligence was gradually diffused through the whole con- 
course. Ten minutes or more elapsed before any one voice could 
be heard with tolerable distinctness; during which interval the 
figure remained perched alone, against the summer-evening | 
sky, looking down into the troubled street. | 

“‘ Are you,” said Hugh.at length, “‘Mr. Akerman, the head ~ 
jailer here?” n | 

“Of course he is, brother,” whispered Dennis. But Hugh, 
without minding him, took jis answer from the man himself. 

“Yes,” he said. ‘‘I am.’ 

“You have got some friends of ours in your custody,master.” 

“T have a good many people in my custody.” He glanced 
downward, as he spoke, into the jail: and the feeling that he — 
could see into the different. yards, and that he overlooked 
everything which was hidden from their view by the rugged 
walls, so. lashed and goaded the mob, that they howled like - 
wolves. 

“Deliver up our friends,” said Hugh, “‘and you may keep 
the rest.” 

“It’s my duty to keep them all. I shall do my duty.” 

“If you don’t throw the doors open, we shall break ’em 
down,” said Hugh; ‘‘for we will have the rioters out.” 

“All F can do, good people,” Akerman replied, ‘“‘is to exhort 
you to disperse;.and to remind you that the consequences of 
any disturbanee in this place, will be very severe, and bitterly 
repented by most of you, when it is too late.” é 

He made as though he would retire when he had said these 
words, but he was checked by the voice of the locksmith. 

a Mr. Akerman,” cried Gabriel, “‘Mr. Akerman.” 

‘*T will hear no more from any of you,” replied the governor, 
turning towards the speaker, and waving his hand. © », 
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+a ‘But Eam not one of them,” said Gabriel. ‘Iam an honest 
man, Mrs ‘Akerman; a ‘respectable tradesman—Gabriel 
Varden, the locksmith. You know me?” -. - 

“You among the crowd!” cried the governor : in an fehomed 
voice, 

“Brought here by force—brought here to pick the lock of the 
great door for them,” rejoined the locksmith. ‘Bear witness 
for me, Mr, Akerman, that I refuse to do it; and that I will not 
do it, come what may of my refusal. If any violence i is done to 
me, please to remember this.” 

“Ts there no way of helping you?” said the governor. ; 

“None, Mr. Akerman. © You'll .do your duty, and I’ll do 
mine. Once again, you robbers and cut-throats,”’ said the 
locksmith, turning round upon them, “I Tefuse. Howl till 
you're hoarse. I refuse.” be 

“Stay—stay!” said the jailer, hastily. ‘Mr. Varden, I 
know you for a worthy man, and one who would do no un- 
lawful act except upon compulsion—” 

“Upon compulsion, Sir,” interposed the Jodhawiatelay who 
felt that the tone in which this was said, conveyed the 
speaker’s impression that he had ample excuse for yielding to 
the furious multitude who beset and hemmed him in, on every 
side, and among whom he stood, an old man, quite alone; 

“upon compulsion, Sir, Pil do nothing. fe 

“Where is that man,” said the keeper, rent pe “who 
spoke to me just now?” 

“Here!” Hugh replied. 

.“*Do you know what the guilt of murder is, and that by 
keeping that honest tradesman at your side you endanger 
his life!”? 

**We know it very well,’’ he answered, “for what else did 
we bring him here? Let’s have our friends, iaieag and ave 
shall have your friend. Is that fair, lads?” 

~The mob replied to him with a loud hurrah! 

“You see how it is, Sir?” cried Varden. ‘‘Keep ’em out, 
in King George’s name. Remember what I have said. 
Good night!” ’ 

There was no more parley. A shower of stones and other 
missiles compelled the keeper of the jail to retire; and the 
mob, pressing on, and swarming round the walls, forced 
Gabriel Varden close up to the door. 

In vain the basket of tools was laid upon the ground before 
him, and he was urged in turn by promises, by. blows, by 
offers of reward, and threats of instant death, to do the 
office for which they had brought him there. ‘‘No,” cried 
the sturdy locksmith, ‘I will not!’ 

He had never loved his life so well as then, but nothing 
could move him. The’ savage faces that glared upon him, 
look where he would; the cries of those who thirsted, like 
wild animals, for his blood;. the sight of men pressing forward, 
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and trampling down their fellows, as they strove to reach 
him, and struck at him above the heads of other men, with 
axes and with iron bars; all failed to daunt him. He looked 
from man to man, and face to face, and still, with quickened 
breath and lessening colour, cried firmly, “‘I will not!” 

Dennis dealt him a blow upon the face which felled him to 
the ground. He sprang up again like a man in the prime of 
life, and with the crimson pouring from his forehead, caught 
him by the throat. 

“You cowardly dog!’ he said. “Give me my daughter. 
Give me my daughter.” 

They struggled together. Some cried “Kill him,” and 
some (but they were not near enough) strove to trample him 
to death. Tug as he would at the old man’s wrists, the 
hangman could not force him to unclench his hands. 

“Ts this all the return you make me, you ungrateful 
monster?” he articulated with great difficulty, and with 
many oaths. 

“Give me my daughter!’ cried the locksmith, who was 
now as fierce as those who gathered round him: “Give me 
my daughter!” 

He was down again, and up, and down once more, and 
buffeting with a score of them, who bandied him from hand 
to hand, when one tall fellow, fresh from a slaughter-house, 
whose dress and great thigh-boots smoked hot with grease 
and blood, raised a pole-axe, and swearing a horrible oath, 
aimed it at the old man’s uncovered head. At that instant, 
and in the very act, he fell himself, as if struck by lightning, 
and over his body a one-armed man came darting to the 
locksmith’s side. Another man was with him, and both 
caught the locksmith roughly in their grasp. 

‘*Leave him to us!” they cried to Hugh—struggling, as they 
spoke, to force a passage backward through the crowd. 
“Leave him to us. Why do you waste your whole strength 
on such as he, when a couple of men can finish him in as many 
minutes! You lose time. Remember the prisoners! 
remember Barnaby!” 

The ery ran through the mob. Hammers began to rattle 
on the walls; and every man strove to reach the prison, and 
be among the foremost rank. Fighting their way through 
the press and struggle, as desperately as if they were in the 
midst of enemies rather than their own friends, the two men 
retreated with the locksmith between them, and dragged him 
through the very heart of the concourse. 

And now the strokes began to fall like hail upon the gate, 
and on the strong building; for those who could not reach the 
door, spent their fierce rage on anything—even on the great 
blocks of stone, which shivered their weapons into fragments, 
and made their hands and arms to tingle as if the walls were 
active in their stout resistance, and dealt them back their 
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blows. The clash of iron ringing upon iron, mingled with the 
deafening tumult and sounded high above it, as the great 
‘sledge-hammers rattled on the nailed and plated door: the 
sparks flew off in showers; men worked in gangs, and at short 
intervals relieved each other, that all their strength might 
be devoted to the work; but there stood the portal still, as 
grim and dark and strong as ever, and, saving for the dints 
upon its battered surface, quite unchanged. é 

While some brought all their energies to bear upon this 
toilsome task; and some, rearing ladders against the prison 
tried to clamber to the summit of the walls they were tco 
short to scale; and some again engaged a body of police a 
hundred strong, and beat them back and trod them under 
foot by force of numbers; others besieged the house on which 
the jailer had appeared, and driving in the door, brought out 
his furniture, and piled it up against the prison-gate, to make 
2 bonfire which should burn it down. As soon as this device 
‘was understood, all those who had laboured hitherto, cast down 
their tools and helped to swell the heap; which reached half- 
way across the street, and was so high, that those who threw 
more fuel on the top, got up by ladders. When all the keeper’s 
goods were flung upon this costly pile, to the last fragment, 
they smeared it with the pitch, and tar, and rosin they had 
brought, and sprinkled it with turpentine. To all the wood- 
work round the prison-doors they did the like, leaving not a 
joist or beam untouched. This infernal christening per- 
formed, they fired the pile with lighted matches and with 
blazing tow, and then stood by, awaiting the result. 

The furniture being very dry, and rendered more com- 
bustible by wax and oil, besides the arts they had used, took 
fire at once. The flames roared high and fiercely, blackening 
the prison-wall, and twining up its lofty front like burning 
serpents. At first they crowded round the blaze, and vented 
their exultation only in their looks: but when it grew hotter 
and fiercer—when it crackled, leaped, and roared, like a great 
furnace—when it shone upon the opposite houses, and lighted 
up not only the pale and wondering faces at the windows, 
but the inmost corners of each habitation—when through 
the deep red heat and glow, the fire was seen sporting and 
toying with the door, now clinging to its obdurate surface, 
now gliding off with fierce inconstancy and soaring high into 
the sky, anon returning to fold it in its burning grasp and 
Jure it to its ruin—when it shone and gleamed so brightly 
that the church clock of St. Sepulchre’s, so often pointing to 
the hour of death, was legible as in broad day, and the vane 
upon its steeple-top glittered in the unwonted light like 
something richly jewelled—when blackened stone and sombre 
brick grew ruddy in the deep reflection, and windows shone 
Jike burnished gold, dotting the longest distance in the fiery 
vista with their specks of brightness—when wall and tower, 
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and roof -and ‘chimney-stack, seemed drink, and in the 
flickering glare appeared to reel and stagger—when scores of 
objects; never seen before, burst out upon the view, and 


things the-most familiar put on some new aspect—then the — 


mob began to join the whirl, and with loud yells, and shouts, 
and clamour, such as happily is ‘seldom heard, bestirred 
themselves to feed the fire, and keep it at its height. 
Although the heat was so intense that the paint on the 
houses over against the prison, parched and crackled up, 
and swelling into boils, as it were, from excess of torture, 
broke and crumbled away; although the glass fell from the 
window-sashes, and the lead and iron on the roofs blistered 
the incautious hand that touched them, and the sparrows in 
the eaves took wing, and rendered giddy by the smoke, fell 


fluttering down upon the blazing pile; still the fire was tended - 


unceasingly by busy hands, and round it, men were going 
always. They never slackened in their zeal or kept aloof, 
but pressed upon the flames so hard, that those in front had. 
much ado to save themselves from being thrust in; if one 
man swooned or dropped, a dozen struggled for his place, 
and that although they knew the pain, and thirst, and pressure 
to be unendurable. Those who fell down in fainting-fits, 
and were not crushed or burnt, were carried to an inn-yard 
close at hand, and dashed with water from a pump; of which 
buckets full werepassed from manto man among the crowd; but 
such was the strong desire of all to drink, and such the fighting 
to be first, that, for the most part, the whole contents were spilled 
upon the ground, without the lips of one man being moistened. 

Meanwhile, and in the midst of all the roar and outcry, 
those who were nearest to the pile heaped up again the burning 
fragments that came toppling down, and raked the fire about 
the door, which, although a sheet of flame, was still a door 
fast locked and barred, and kept them out. Great pieces of 
blazing wood were passed, besides, above the people’s heads 
to such as stood about the ladders, and some of these, climbing 
up to the topmost stave, and: holding on with one hand by 


the prison wall, exerted all their skill and force to cast these ~ 


firebrands on the roof, or down into the yards within, In 
many instances their efforts were successful; which occasioned 
a new and appalling addition to the horrors of the scene; for 
the prisoners within, seeing from between their bars that the 
fire caught in many places and thrived fiercely, and being all 
locked up in strong cells for the night, began to know that 
they were in danger of being burnt alive. This terrible fear, 
spreading from cell to cell and from yard to yard, vented 


itself in such.dismal cries and wailings, and in such dreadful _ 


shrieks for help, that the whole jail resounded with the noise; 
which was loudly heard even above the shouting of the mob 
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and roaring of the flames, and was so full of agony and despair, “i 


that it made the boldest tremble, 
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_It was remarkable that.these cries began in that quarter 
of the jail which fronted Newgate Street, where it: was welt 
known the men who were to suffer.death on Thursday were 
confined, And not only were these four who had so short a 
time to live, the first to whom the dread of being burnt 
occurred, but they were, throughout, the most importunate 
of all, for they could be plainly heard, notwithstanding the 
great thickness of the walls, crying that the wind set that 
way, and that the flames would shortly reach them; and 
calling to the officers of the jail to come and quence the fire 
from a cistern which was in their yard, and full of water. 
Judging from what the crowd without the walls could hear 
from time to time, these four doomed wretches never ceased 
to cali for help; and that with as much distraction, and in as 
great a frenzy of attachment to existence, as though each 
had an honoured, happy life before him, instead of eight-and- 
forty hours of miserable imprisonment, and then a violent 
and shameful death. 

But the anguish and suffering of the two sons of one of 
these men, when they heard, or fancied that they heard, their 
father’s voice, is past description. After wringing their 
hands and rushing to and fro as if they were stark mad, one 
mounted on the shoulders of his brother, and tried to clamber 
up the face of the high wall, guarded at the top with spikes 
and points of iron. And when he fell among the crowd, he 
was not deterred by his bruises, but mounted up again, and 
fell again, and, when he found the feat impossible, began to 
beat the stones and tear them with his hands, as if he could 
that way make a breach in the strong building, and force a 
passage in. At last, they clove their way among the mob 
about the door, though many men, a dozen times their 
match, had tried in vain to do so, and were seen, in—yes, in 
—the fire, striving to prize it down with crowbars. 

Nor were they alone affected by the outery from within the 
prison. The women who were looking on shrieked loudly, 
beat their hands together, stopped their ears; and many 
fainted: the men who were not near.the walls and active 
in the siege, rather than do nothing, tore up the pavement of 
the street, and did so with a haste and fury they could not 
have surpassed if that had been the jail, and they were near 
their object. Not one living creature in the throng was ces 
an instant still. The whole great mass were mad. 

A shout! Another! Another yet, though few knew whys 
or what it meant. But those around the gate had seen it 
slowly yield, and drop from its topmost hinge. It hung on 
that side by: but one, but it was upright still, because of the 
bar, and its having sunk, of its own weight, into the heap 
| of ashes at its foot. There was now a gap at the top of the 
| doorway, through which could be descried a gloomy saat 
| Cavernous and dark. Pile up the fire! ; 
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It burt fietcely. The door was red-hot, and the gap 
wider. They vainly tried to shield their faces, with their 
hands, and standing as if in readiness for a spring, watched 
the place. Dark figures, some crawling on their hands and 
knees, some carried in the arms of others, were seen to pass 
along the roof. It was plain the jail could hold out no longer. 
The keeper, and his officers, and their wives and children, 
were escaping. Pile up the fire! 

The door sank down again: it settled deeper in the cinders 
—tottered—yielded—was down! 

As they shouted again, they fell back, for a moment, and 
left a clear space about the fire that lay between them and 
the jail entry. Hugh leapt upon the blazing heap, and 
scattering a train of sparks into the air, and making the 
dark lobby glitter with those that hung upon his dress, 
dashed into the jail. 

The hangman followed. And then so many rushed upon 
their track, that the fire got trodden down and thinly strewn 
about the street; but there was no need of it now, for, inside 
and out, the prison was in flames. 


CHAPTER THE SIXTY-FIFTH 

Purine the whole course of the terrible scene which was now 
at its height, one man in the jail suffered a degree of fear and 
mental torment which had no parallel in the endurance, even 
af those who lay under sentence of death. 

When the rioters first assembled before the building, the 
murderer was roused from sleep—if such slumbers as his may 
have that blessed name—by the roar of voices, and the 
struggling of a great crowd. He started up as these sounds 
met his ear, and, sitting on his bedstead, listened. 

After a short interval of silence the noise burst out again. 
Still listening attentively, he made out, in course of time, that 
the jail was besieged by a furious multitude. His guilty 
conscience instantly arrayed these men against himself, and 
brought the fear upon him that he would be singled out, 
and torn to pieces. 

Once impressed with the terror of this conceit, everything 
tended to confirm and strengthen it. His double crime, the 
circumstances under which it had been committed, the length 
of time that had elapsed, and its discovery in spite of all, 
made him, as it were, the visible object of the Almighty’s 
wrath. In all the crime and vice and moral gloom of the great 
pest-house of the capital, he stood alone, marked and singled 
out by his great guilt, a Lucifer among the devils. The other 


prisoners were a host, hiding and sheltering each other—a e | 


crowd like that without the walls. He was one man 
the whole united concourse; a single, solitary, lonely man, from 
whom the very captives in the jail fell off and shrank appalled, 
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. It might be that the intelligence of his capture having 
been bruited abroad, they had come there purposely to drag 
him out and kill him in the street; or it might be that they 
were the rioters, and, in pursuance of an old design, had 
come to sack the prison. But in either case he had no belief 
or hope that they would spare him, Every shout they raised, 
and every sound they made, was a blow upon his heart. As 
the attack went on, he grew more wild and frantic in his 
terror: tried to pull away the bars that guarded the chimney 
and prevented him from climbing up: called loudly on the 
turnkeys to cluster round the cell and save him from the 
fury of the rabble; or put him in some dungeon underground, 
no matter of what depth, how dark it was, or loathsome, or 
beset with rats and creeping things, so that it hid him and 
was hard to find. 

But no one came, or answered him. Fearful, even while he 
eried to them, of attracting attention, he was silent. By and 
bye, he saw, as he looked from his grated window, a strange 
glimmering on the stone wails and pavements of the yard. 
It was feeble at first, and came and went, as though some 
officers with torches were passing to and fro upon the roof of 
the prison. Soon it reddened, and lighted brands came 
whirling down, spattering the ground with fire, and burning 
sullenly in corners. One rolled beneath a wooden bench, and 
set it in a blaze; another caught a water-spout, and so went 
climbing up the wall, leaving a long straight track of fire 
behind it. After a time, a slow thick shower of burning 
fragments, from some upper portion of the prison which was 
blazing nigh, began to fall before his door. Remembering 
that it opened outwards, he knew that every spark which 
fell upon the heap, and in the act lost its bright life, and 
died an ugly speck of dust and rubbish, helped to entomb 
him in a living grave, Still, though the jail resounded with 
shrieks and cries for help,—though the fire bounded up as if 
each separate flame had had a tiger’s life, and roared as 
though, in every one, there were a hungry voice—though the 
heat began to grow intense, and the air suffocating and the 
. elamour without increased, and the danger of his situation 
even from: one merciless element was every moment more 
extreme,—still he was afraid to raise his voice again, lest the 
erowd should break in, and should, of their own ears or from 
the information given them by the other prisoners, get the 
elue to his place of confinement. Thus fearful alike, of 
those within the prison and of those without; of noise and 
silence; light and darkness; of being released, and being 
left there to die; he was so tortured and tormented, that 
nothing man has ever done to man in the horrible caprice of 
power and cruelty, exceeds his self-inflicted punishment. 

Now, now, the door was down. Now they came rushing 
through the jail, calling to each other in the vaulted passages; 
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clashing. the iron gates dividing yard from yard; beating 
at the doors of cells and wards; wrenching off bolts and lecks 
and bars; tearing down: the doorposts to get men out; 
endeavouring: to drag them by main force through gaps and 
windows where a child could scarcely pass; whooping and 
yelling without 2 moment’s rest; and running through the 
heat and flames as if they were cased in metal. By their 
legs, their arms, the hair upon their heads, they dragged the 
prisoners out. Some threw themselves upon their captives 
as they got towards the door, and tried to file away their 
irons; some danced about them with a frenzied joy, and 
rent their clothes, and were ready, as it seemed, to tear them 
limb from limb. Now a party of a dozen men came darting 
through the yard into which the murderer cast fearful glances 
from his darkened window; dragging a prisoner along the 
ground whose dress they had nearly torn from his body in 
their mad eagerness to set him free, and who was bleeding and 
senseless in their hands. Now a score of prisoners ran to and 
fro, who had lost themselves in the intricacies of the prison, 
and were so bewildered with the noise and glare that they 
knew not where to turn or what to do, and still cried out for 
help, as loudly as before. Anon some famished wretch whose 
theft had been a loaf of bread, or scrap of butcher’s meat, 
eame skulking past, bare-footed—going slowly away because 
that jail, his house, was burning; not because he had any 
other, or had friends to meet, or old haunts to revisit, or any 
liberty to gain, but liberty to starve and die. And then a 
knot of highwaymen went trooping by, conducted by the 
friends they had among the crowd, who muffled their fetters 
as they went along, with handkerchiefs and bands of hay, 
and wrapped them in coats and cloaks, and gave them drink 
from bottles, and held it to their lips, because of their hand- 
cuffs which there was no time to remove. All this, and 
Heaven knows how much more, was done amidst a noise, 
a hurry, and distraction, like nothing that we know of, even 
in our dreams; which seemed for ever on the rise, and never 
to decrease for thé space of a single instant. 

He was still looking down from his window upon these ~ 
things, when a band of men with torches, ladders, axes, and 
many kinds of weapons, poured into the yard, and hammering 
at his door, inquired if there were any prisoner within. He 
left the window when he saw them coming, and drew back 
into the remotest corner of the cell; but although he returned 
them no answer, they had a fancy that some one was within, 
for they presently set ladders against it, and began to tear 
away the bars at the casement, not only that, indeed, but 
with pickaxes to hew down the very stones in the wall. i 

As soon as they had made a breach at the window, large 
enough for the admission of a man’s head, one of them 
thrust in a torch and looked all round the room. He followed 
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this man’s. gaze until. it rested on himself, and. heard him 
demand why he had not answered, but made him no reply. 

In the general surprise and wonder, they were used. to this; 
for without saying anything more, they enlarged the breach 
until it was large enough to admit the body of a man, and then 
came dropping: down upon the floor, one after another, until 
the cell was full. They caught him up among them, handed 
him to the window, and those who stood upon the ladders 
passed him down upon the pavement of the yard. Then the 
rest came out, one after another, and, bidding him fly, and 
lose no time, or the way would be choked up, hurried away 
to rescue others. i ; 

: It seemed not a minute’s work from first to last. He 
staggered to his feet, incredulous of what had happened, when 
the yard was filled again, and a. crowd rushed on, hurrying 
Barnaby among them. In another. minute—not so much: 
another minute! the same instant, with no lapse or interval 
between!—he and his son were being passed from hand to 
hand, through the dense crowd in the street, and were glancing 
backward at a burning pile which some one said was Newgate. 

From the moment of their first entrance into the prison, 
the crowd dispersed themselves about it, and swarmed into 
every chink and crevice, as if they had a perfect acquaintance 
with its innermost parts, and bore in their minds an exact 
plan of the whole. For this immediate knowledge of the 
place, they were, no doubt, in a great degree, indebted to the 
hangman, who stood in the lobby, directing some to go this 
way, some that, and some the other; and who materially 
assisted in bringing about the wonderful rapidity with which 
the release of the prisoners was effected. 

But this functionary of the law reserved one important 
piece of intelligence, and kept it snugly to himself. When 
he had issued his instructions relative to every other part. of 
the building, and the mob were dispersed from end to end, 
and busy at their work, he took a bundle of keys from a kind 
of cupboard in the wall, and going by a kind of passage near 
the chapel (it joined the governor’s house, and was then on 
fire), betook himself to the condemned cells, which were 2 
series of small, strong, dismal rooms, opening on a low gallery, 
guarded, at the end at which he entered, by a strong iron 
wicket, and at its opposite extremity by two doors and a 
thick gate. Having double locked the wicket, and assured 
himself that the other entrances were well secured, he sat 
down on a bench in the gallery, and sucked the head of his 
stick with an air of the utmost complacency, tranquillity, and 
contentment. —- 

It would have been strange enough, a man’s enjoying 
himself in this quiet manner, while the prison was burning, 
and such a tumult was cleaving the air, though he had bec 
outside the walls. But here, in the very heart of the building, 
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and moreover with the prayers and cries of the four men 
under sentence sounding in his ears, and their hands, stretched 
out through the gratings in their cell-doors, clasped in frantic 
entreaty before his very eyes, it was particularly remarkable. 
Indeed, Mr. Dennis appeared to think it an uncommor 
circumstance, and to banter himself upon it; for he thrust 
his hat on one side.as some men do when they are in a waggish 
humour, sucked the head of his stick with a higher relish, 
and smiled as though he would say, “‘Dennis, you’re a rum 
dog; you're a queer fellow; you're capital company, Dennis, 
and quite a character!” 

He sat in this way for some minutes, while the four men in 
the cells, certain that somebody had entered the gallery, but 
could not see who, gave vent to such piteous entreaties as 
wretches in their miserable condition may be supposed to 
have been inspired with: urging, whoever it was, to set thera 
at liberty, for the love of Heaven; and protesting, with 
great fervour, and truly enough, perhaps, for the time, that 
if they escaped, they would amend their ways, and would 
never, Dever, never again do wrong before God or man, but 
would lead penitent and sober lives, and sorrowfully repent 
the crimes they had committed. The terrible energy with 
which they spoke, would have moved any person, no matter 
how good or just (if any good or just person could have 
strayed into that sad place that night), to have set them at 
liberty: and, while he would have left any other punishment 
to its free course, to have saved them from this last dreadful 
and repulsive penalty; which never turned a man inclined 
to evil, and has hardened thousands who were half 
inclined to good. 

Mr. Dennis, who had been bred and matured in the good 
old school, and had administered the good old laws on the 
good old plan, always once and sometimes twice every six 
weeks, for a long time, bore these appeals with a deal of 
philosophy. Being at last, however, rather disturbed in his 
pleasant reflection by their repetition, he rapped at one of 
the doors with his Stick, and cried: ‘Hold your noise there, 
will you?” 

At this they all cried together that they were to be hanged 
on the next day but one; and again implored his aid. 

“Aid! For what!” said Mr. Dennis, playfully rapping the 
knuckles of the hand nearest him. 

“To save us!”’ they cried, 

“Oh, certainly,” said Mr. Dennis, winking at the wall in 
the absence of any friend with whom he could humour the 
joke. “And so you’re to be worked off, are you, brothers?” 
_ “Unless we are released to-night,” one of them cried, “we 
are dead men!” ‘ 

“I tell you what it is,” said the hangman gravely; “I’m 
afraid, my friend, that you’re not in that ’ere state of mind 
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that’s'suitable to your condition, then; you're not a going to 

be released: don’t think it.—Will you leave off Ba *ere 

mera row? I wonder you an’t ashamed of yourselves, 
lo.” - ~ spans OL 

He followed up this reproof by rapping every set of knuckles 
one after the other, and having done so, resumed his seat 
again with a cheerful countenance. 

““You’ve had law,” he said, crossing his legs and elevating 
his eye-brows: “‘laws have been made a’ purpose for you; 
a wery handsome prison’s been made a’ purpose for you; a 
parson’s kept a’ purpose for you; a constitootional officer’s 
appointed a’ purpose for you; carts is maintained a’ purpose 
for you—and yet you’re not contented!—Will you hold that 
Boise, you Sir in the furthest?” 

A groan was the only answer. 

“So well as I can make out,”’ said Mr, Dennis, in a tone of 
mingled badinage and remonstrance, “‘there’s not a man 
among you. I begin to think I’m on the opposite side, and 
among the ladies; though for the matter of that, I’ve seen a 
many ladies face it out, in a manner that did honour to the 
sex.— You in number two, don’t grind them teeth of yours, 
Worse manners,”’ said the hangman, rapping at the door with 
his stick, “‘I never see in this place afore. [Um ashamed of 
you. You're a disgrace to the Bailey.” 

After pausing for a moment to hear if anything could be 
pleaded in justification, Mr. Dennis resumed in a sort of 
coaxing tone: ‘‘Now look’ee here, you four. I’m come here 
to take care of you, and see that you an’t burnt, instead of 
the other thing. It’s no use your making any noise, for you 
won’t be found out by them as has broken in, and you'll only 
be hoarse when you come to the speeches,—which is a pity. 
What I say in respect to the speeches always is, ‘Give it 
mouth,’ That’s my maxim. Give it mouth. Ive heerd,” 
said the hangman, pulling off his hat to take his handkerchief 
from the crown and wipe his face, and then putting it on 
again a little more on one side than before, “I’ve heerd a 
eloquence on them boards—you know what boards I mean— 
and have heerd a degree of mouth given to them speeches, 
that they was as clear as a bell, and as good as a play. 
There’s a pattern! And always, when a thing of this natur’s 
to come off, what I stand up for, is, a proper frame of mind. 
Let’s have a proper frame of mind, and we can go through 
with it, ereditable—pleasant—sociable. Whatever you do, 
and I address myself, in particular, to you in the furthest, 
never snivel. I’d sooner by half, though I lose by it, see a 
man tear his clothes a’ purpose to spile ’°em before they come 
to me, than find him snivelling. It’s ten to one a, better 
frame of mind, every way!” . : 

While the hangman addressed them to this effect, in the 
tone and with the air of a. pastor in familiar conversation with 
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his flock, the noise had been in some degree subdued; for 
the rioters were busy in conveying the prisoners to the Sessions 
House, which was beyond the main walls of the prison, though 
connected with it, and the crowd were busy too, in passing 
them from thence along the street. But when he had got 
thus far in his discourse, the sound of voices in the yard 
showed plainly that. the mob had returned and were coming 
that way; and directly afterwards a violent crashing at the 
grate below, gave note of their attack upon the cells (as they 
were Called) at last. 

It was in vain the hangman ran from door to door, and 
covered the grates, one after another, with his hat, in 
futile efforts to stifle the cries of the four men within; it 
was in vain he dogged their outstretched hands, and beat them 
with his stick, or menaced them with new and lingering 
pains in the execution of his office; the place resounded with 
their cries, These, together with the feeling that they were 
now the last men in the jail, so worked upon and stimulated 
the besiegers, that in an incredibly short space of time they 
forced the strong grate down below, which was formed of 
iron rods two inches square, drove in the two other doors, 
as if they had been but deal partitions, and stood at the end 
of the gallery with only a bar or two between them and the 
cells, 

“ Halloa!” cried Hugh, who was the first to look into the 
dusky passage; ‘Dennis before us! Well done, old boy. 
Be quick, and open here, for we shall be suffocated in the 
smoke, going out.” 

“Go out at once, then,” said Dennis. ‘What do you want 
here?” 

“Want!” echoed Hugh. ‘The four men.” 

“Four devils!”’ cried the hangman. “Don’t you know 
they’re left for death on Thursday? Don’t you respect the 
law—the constitootion—nothing? Let the four men be.” 

“Is this. time for joking?” cried Hugh. “Do you hear 
*em? Pull away\these bars that have got fixed between 
the door and the ground; and let us in.” 

“Brother,” said the hangman, in a low voice, as he stooped 
under pretence of doing what Hugh desired, but only looked 
up in his face, “‘can’t you leave these here four men to me, if 
I’ve the whim! ‘You do what you like, and have what you 
like of everything for your share,—give me my share. I 
want these four men left alone, I tell you!” 

oe the bars down, or stand out of the way,” was Hugh’s 
reply. 

Vou can turn the crowd if you like, you know that well 
enough, brother,” said the hangman, slowly. “What! 
You will come in, will you?” ~ 

* Yes,” 

“You won't let these men alone, and leave ‘em to me? 
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You've no respect for nothing—haven’t you?” said the 
hangman, retreating to the door by which he had entered, 
and regarding his companion with an ugly scowl. ‘You 
will come in, will you, brother!” 

“¥ tell you, yes. What the devil ails you? Where are 
you going?” ; ; ’ ° 

*"No matter where I’m going,” rejoined the hangman, 
looking in again at the iron wicket, which he had nearly shut 
upon himself, and held ajar. -“‘Remember where you're 
eoming, That’s all!” 

With that, he shook his likeness at Hugh, and giving him a 
grin, compared with which his usual smile was amiable, 
disappeared, and shut the door, é 

Hugh paused no longer, but goaded alike by the cries of 
the convicts, and by the impatience of the crowd, warned the 
man immediately behind him—the way was only wide enough 
for one abreast—to stand back, and wielded a sledge-hammer 
with such strength, that after a few blows the iron bent and 
broke and gave them free admittance. ' 

If the two sons of one of these men, of whom mention has 
been made, were furious in their zeal before, they had now 
the wrath and vigour of lions, Calling to the man within 
each cell, to keep as far back as he could, lest the axes 
erashing through the door should wound him, a party went 
to work upon each one, to beat it in by sheer strength, and 
force the bolts and staples from their hold. But although 
these two lads had the weakest party, and the worst armed, 
and did not begin until after the others, having stopped te 
whisper to him through the grate, that door was the first 
open, and that man was the first out. As they dragged him 
into the gallery to knock off his irons, he fell down among 

| them, a mere heap of chains, and was carried out in that 
. state on men’s shoulders, with no sign of life. 

The release of these four wretched creatures, and conveying 
them, astounded and bewildered, into the streets so full of 
life—a spectacle they had never thought to see again, until 
| they emerged from solitude and silence upon that last journey, 

when the air should be heavy with the pent-up breath of 
thousands, and. the streets and houses should be built and 
roofed with human faces, not with bricks and tiles and stones 
—was the crowning horror of the scene. Their pale and 
haggard looks and hollow eyes; their staggering feet, and 
hands stretched out as if to save themselves from falling; 
their wandering and uncertain air; the way they heaved and 
gasped for breath, as though in water, when they were first 
plunged into the crowd; all marked them for the men. No 
need to say “this one was doomed to die”; for there were 
the words broadly stamped and branded on his face. The 
crowd fell off, as if they had been laid out for burial, and had 
| risen in their shrouds; and many were seen to shudder, as 
i 
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though they had been actually dead men, when they chanced 
to touch or brush against their garments. ° 

At the bidding of the mob, the houses were all illuminated 
that night—lighted up from top to bottom as at a time of 
public gaiety and joy. Many years afterwards, old people 
who lived in their youth near this part of the City, remembered 
being in a great glare of light, within doors and without, and 
as they looked, timid and frightened children, from the 
windows, seeing a face go by. Though the whole great crowd 
and all its other terrors had faded from their recollection, this 
one object remained; alone, distinct, and well remembered. 
Even in the unpractised minds of infants, one of these doomed 
men darting past, and but an instant seen, was an image of 
force enough to dim the whole concourse; to find itself an 
all-absorbing place, and hold it ever after. 

When this last task had been achieved the shouts and cries 
grew fainter; the clank of fetters, which had resounded on 
all sides as the prisoners escaped, was heard no more; all the 
noises of the crowd subsided into a hoarse and sullen murmur 
as it passed into the distance; and when the human tide 
had rolled away, a melancholy heap of smoking ruins marked 
the spot where it had lately chafed and roared. 


CHAPTER THE SIXTY-SIXTH 

A.rnoucu he had had no rest upon the previous night, and 
had watched with little intermission for some weeks past, 
sleeping only in the day by starts and snatches, Mr. Haredale, 
from the dawn of morning until sunset, sought his niece in 
every place where he deemed it possible she could have taken 
refuge. All day long, nothing, save a draught of water, 
passed his lips; though he prosecuted his inquiries far and 
wide, and never so much as sat down, once. 

In every quarter he could think of; at Chigwell and in 
London; at the houses of the tradespeople with whom he 
dealt, and of the friends he knew he pursued his search. A 
prey to the most. harrowing anxieties and apprehensions, he 
went from magistrate to magistrate, and finally to the 
Secretary of State. The only comfort he received was from — 
this minister, who assured him that the Government, being _ 
now driven to the exercise of the extreme prerogatives of the 
Crown, were determined to exert them; that a proclamation 
would probably be out upon the morrow, giving to the 
mnilitary, discretionary and unlimited power in the suppression 
of the riots; that the sympathies of the King, the Administra- 
tion, and both Houses of Parliament, and indeed of all good _ 
men of every religious persuasion, were strongly with the 
Catholics; and that justice should be done them at any cost 
or hazard. He told him, further, that other persons whose 
houses had been burnt, had for a time lost sight of their 
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children or their relatives, but had in every case, within his 
knowledge, succeeded in discovering them; that his complaint 
should be remembered, and fully stated in the instructions 
given to the officers in command, and to all the inferior 
myrmidons of justice ; and that everything thatcould be done to 
help him, should be done, with a good will and in good faith. 

Grateful for this consolation, feeble as it was in its reference 
to the past, and little hope as it afforded him in connexion 
with the subject of distress which lay nearest to his heart; 
and really thankful for the interest the minister expressed, 
and seemed to feel, in his condition; Mr. Haredale withdrew. 
He found himself, with the night coming on, alone in the 
streets; and destitute of any place in which to lay his head. 

He entered an hotel near Charing Cross, and ordered some 
refreshment and a bed. He saw that his faint and worn 
appearance attracted the attention of the landlord and his 
waiters; and thinking that they might suppose him to be 
penniless, took out his purse, and laid it on the table. It was 
not that, the landlord said, in a faltering voice. If he were 
one of those who had suffered by the rioters, he durst not 
give him entertainment. He had a family of children, and 
had been twice warned to be careful in receiving guests. He 
heartily prayed his forgiveness, but what could he do?” 

Nothing. No man felt that more sincerely than Mr. 
Haredale. He told the man as much, and left the house, 

Feeling that he might have anticipated this occurrence, 
after what he had seen at Chigwell in the morning, where no 
man dared to touch a spade, though he offered a large reward 
to all who would come and dig among the ruins of his house, 
he walked along the Strand; too proud to expose himself to 
another refusal, and of too generous a spirit to involve in 
distress or ruin any honest tradesman who might be weak 

enough to give him shelter. He wandered into one of. the 

_ streets by the side of the river, and was pacing in a thoughtful 
manner up and down, thinking strangely. of things that had 
happened long ago, when he heard a servant-man at an upper 
window call to another on the opposite side of the street, 
that the mob was setting fire to Newgate. 

To Newgate! where that man was! His failing strength 
returned, his energies came back with tenfold vigour, on the 
instant. If it were possible—if they should set the murderer 
free—was he, after all he had undergone, to die with the 
suspicion of having slain his own brother, dimly gathering 
about him— 

He had no consciousness of going to jail; but there he 
stood, before it. There was the crowd, wedged and pressed 
together in a dense, dark, moving mass; and there were the 
flames soaring up into the air. His head turned round and 
round, lights flashed before his eyes, and he struggled hard 
with two men, ie ‘ : 
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“Nay, nay,” said-one. “Be more yourself, my good Sir. 
We attract attention here. Come away. What can you 
do among so many men?” : : p2te 

“The gentleman’s always for doing something,” said. the 
other, forcing him along as he spoke. ‘I like him for that. 
I do like him for that.” - t 

They had by this time got him into a court, hard by the 
prison. He looked from one to the other, and as he tried to 
release himself, felt that he tottered on his feet. He who 
had spoken first, was the old gentleman whom he had seen 
at the Lord Mayor’s. The other was John Grueby, who had 
stood by him so manfully at Westminster. 

‘“What does this mean?” he asked them faintly. ‘How 
came we together?” 

“On the skirts of the crowd,” returned the distiller; “but 
come with us. Pray come with us. You seem to know my 
friend here?” * 

“Surely,” said Mr. Haredale, looking in a kind of stupor 
at John. ; 

“He'll tell you then,” returned the old gentleman, “that 
I am a man to be trusted. He’s my servant. He was 
lately (as you know, I have no doubt) in Lord George Gordon’s 
service; but he left it, and brought, in pure goodwill to me 
and others, who are marked by the rioters, such intelligence 
as he had picked up, of their designs.” é 

“__On one condition, please, Sir,” said John, touching his 
hat. ‘No evidence against my lord—a misled man—a kind- 
hearted man, Sir. My lord never intended this.” 

“The condition will be observed, of course,” rejoined the 
old distiller, “It’s a point of honour. But come with us, Sir; 
pray come with us.” 

John-Grueby added no entreaties, but he adopted a different 
kind of persuasion, by putting his arm through one of Mr. 
Haredale’s, while his master took the other, and leading him 
away with all speed. 

Sensible, from a strange lightness in his head, and a 
difficulty in fixing his thoughts on anything, even to the 
extent of bearing his companions in his mind for a minute 
together without looking at them, that his intellect was 
affected by the agitation and suffering through which he 
had passed, and to which he was still a prey, Mr, Haredale 
let them lead him where they would. As they went along, 
he was conscious of having no command over what he said 
or thought, and that he had a fear of going mad. 3 

The distiller lived, as he had told him when they first met, 
on Holborn Hill, where he had great storehouses and drove a 
large trade. They approached his house by a back entrance, 
lest they should attract the notice of the crowd, and went 


into an upper room which faced towards the street; the 4 


windows, however, in common with those of every other 
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yoom in the house, were boarded up.inside, in order that out 
of doors all might appear quite dark. —- bal ys 

By: the time they had laid him on a sofa in this chamber, 
Mr. Haredale was perfectly insensible; but John imniediately 
fetching a surgeon, who took from him a large quantity of 
blood, he gradually came to himself. As he was for the time 
too weak to walk, they had no difficulty in persuading him 
to remain there all night, and got him to bed without loss of 
time. That done, they gave him a cordial and some toast, 
and presently a pretty strong composing-draught, under-the 
influence of which he soon fell-into a lethargy, and, fer a 
time, forgot his troubles. 

The vintner, who was a very hearty old fellow and a worthy 
man, had no thoughts of going to bed himself, for he had 
received several threatening warnings from the rioters, and 
had indced gone out that evening to try and gather from the 
conversation of the mob whether his house was to be the 
next attacked. He set all night in an easy-chair in the same 
room—dozing a little now and then—and received from time 
to time the reports of John Grueby and two or three other 
trustworthy persons in his employ, who went out into the 
streets as scouts; and for whose entertainment an ample 
allowance of good cheer (which the old vintner, despite his 
anxiety, now and then attacked himself) was set forth in an 
adjoining chamber. 

These accounts were of a sufficiently alarming nature from 
the first; but as the night wore on, they grew so much worse, 
and involved such a fearful amount of riot and destruction, 
that in comparison with these new tidings all the previous 
disturbances sank to nothing. ue 

The first intelligence that came, was of the taking of 
Newgate, and the escape of all the prisoners, whose track, 
es they made up Holborn and into the adjacent streets, was 
proclaimed to those citizens who were shut up in their houses, 
by the rattling of their chains, which formed a dismal concert, 
and was heard in every direction: as though so many forges 
were at work. ‘The flames too shone so brightly through the 
vintner’s skylights, that the rooms and staircases below were 
nearly as light as in broad day; while the distant shouting of 
the mob seemed to shake the very walls and ceilings. 

' At length they were heard approaching the house, and 
some minutes of terrible anxiety ensued. They came close 
up, and stopped before it; but after giving three loud yells, 
went on. And although they returned several times that, 
night, creating new alarms each time, they did nothing there; 
having their hands full. Shortly after they had gone away 
for the first time, one of the scouts eame running in with the 
news that they had stopped before Lord Mansfield’s house in 
Bloomsbury Square. ; ve 

Soon afterwards there came another, and another, and then 
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the first returned again: and so, by little and little, their tale 
was this:—That the mob gathering round Lord Mansfield’s 
house, had called on those within to open the door, and re- 
ceiving no reply (for Lord and Lady Mansfield were at that 
moment escaping by the back way), forced an entrance 
according to their usual custom, That they then began to 
demolish it with great fury, and setting fire to it in several 
parts, involved in a common ruin the whole of the costly 
furniture, the plate and jewels, a beautiful gallery of pictures, 
the rarést collection of manuscripts ever possessed by any one 
private person in the world, and worse than all, because nothing 
could replace this loss, the great Law Library, on almost every 
page. of which were notes in the Judge's own hand, of inestim- 
abie value,—being the results of the study and experience of 
his whole life. ‘hat while they were bowling and exulting 
round the fire, a troop of soldiers, with a magistrate among 
them, Came up, and being too late (for the mischief was by 
that time done), began to disperse the crowd, That the Riot 
Act being read, and the crowd still resisting, the soldiers 
réceived orders to fire, and levelling their muskets shot dead 
at the first discharge six men and a woman, and wounded 
many persons; and loading again directly, fred another volley, 
but over the people’s heads it was supposed, as none were 
seen to fall. That thereupon, and daunted by the shrieks 
and tumult, the crowd began to disperse, and the soldiers 
went away: leaving the kilied and wounded on the ground: 
which they had no sooner done than the rioters came back 
again, and taking up the dead bodies, and the wounded people, 
formed into a rude procession, having the bodies in the front, 
That in this order, they paraded off with a horribie merri- 
ment; fixing weapons in the dead men’s hands to make them 
look as if alive; and preeeded by a fellow ringing Lord Mans- 
field’s dinner-bell with all his might. 

The scouts reported further, that this party meeting with 
some others who had been at similar work elsewhere, they all 
united into one; and drafting off a few men with the killed 
and wounded, marched away to Lord Mansfield's country seat 
at Caen Wood, between Hampstead and Highgate; bent upon 
destroying that house likewise, and lighting up a great fire 
there, which from that height should be seen all over London. 
But in this, they were disappointed, for a party of horse having 
arrived before them, they retreated faster than they went, 
and came straight back to town. 

There being now a great many parties in the streets, each 
went to work according to its humour, and a dozen houses 
were quickly blazing, including those of Sir John Fielding and 
two other justices, and four in Holborn—one of the greatest 
thoroughfares in London—which were ail burning at the same 
time, and burned until they went out of themselves, for the 
people cut the engine hose, and would not suffer the firemea 
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to play upon the flames. At one house near Moorfields, they 
found in one of the rooms some canary birds in cages, and these 
they castinto the fire alive. The poor little creatures sereamed, 
it was said, like infants, when they were flung upon the blaze; 
and one man was so touched that he tried in vain to save them, 
which roused the indignation of the crowd, and nearly cost 
him his life. 

At this same house, one of the fellows who went through the 
rooms, breaking the furniture and helping to destroy the 
building, found a ehild’s doll—a poor toy—which he exhibited 
at the window to the mob below, as the image of some unholy 
saint which the late occupants had worshipped. While he 
was doing this, another man with an equally tender conscience 
{they had both been foremost in throwing down the canary 
birds for roasting alive), took his seat on the parapet of the 
house, and harangued the erowd from a pamphlet eirculated 
by the Association, relative to the true principlesof Christianity. 
Meanwhile the Lord Mayor, with his hands in his pockets, 
looked on as an idle man might look at any other show, and 
seem highly satisfied to have got a good place. 

Such: were the accounts brought to the old vintner by his 
servants as he sat at the side of Mr. Haredale’s bed, having 
been unable even to doze, after the first part of the night; 
being too mueh disturbed by his own fears; by the cries of the 
mob, the light of the fires, and the firing of the soldiers. Such, 
with the addition of the release of ali the prisoners in the New 
Jail at Clerkenwell, and as many robberies of passengers in the 
streets, as the crowd had leisure to indulge in, were the scenes 
of which Mr. Haredale was happily unconscious, and which 
were all enacted before midnight. _ 


CHAPTER THE SIXTY-SEVENTH 
Waen darkness broke away and morning began to dawn, the 
town wore a strange aspect indeed. 

Sleep had scarcely been thought of all night. The general 
alarm was so apparent in the faces of the inhabitants, and its 
expression was so aggravated by want of rest (few persons 
with any property to lose, having dared go to bed sinee Mon- 
day), that a stranger coming into the streets would have 
supposed some mortal pest or plague was reging. In place 
of the usual cheerfulness and animation of morning, every- 
thing was dead and silent. The shops remained closed, offices 
and warehouses were shut, the coach and chair stands were 
deserted, no carts or waggons rumbled through the slowly 
waking streets, the early cries were all hushed; a universal 
gloom prevailed, Great numbers of people were out even at 
daybreak, but they flitted to and fro as though they shrank 
from the sound of their own footsteps; the public ways were 
haunted rather than frequented; and round the smoking ruins 
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people stood apart from one another in silence; not venturing ~ 


to condemn the rioters, or. to be supposed, to "do so, even in 
whispers. 

At the Lord President ’s i in Piccadilly, at Lambeth Palece, 
at the Lord Chancellor’s in Great Ormond Street, in the Royal 
Exchange, the Bank, the Guildhall, the Inns of Court, the 
Courts of Law, and every chamber fronting the streets near 
Westminster Hall and the Houses of Parliament, parties of 
soldiers were posted before daylight. A body of Horse Guards 
paraded Palace Yard; an encampment was formed in the 
Park, where fifteen hundred men and five battalions of militia 
were under arms; the ‘Tower was fortified, the drawbridges 
were raised, the canon loaded and pointed, and two regiments 
of artillery busied in strengthening the fortress and preparing 
it for defence. A numerous detachment of soldiers were 
stationed to keep guard at the New River Head, which the 
people had threatened to attack, and where, it was said, they 


meant to cut off the main-pipes, so that there might be no - 


water for the extinction of the flames. In the Poultry, and on 
Cornhill, and at several other leading points, iron chains were 
drawn across the street; parties of soldiers were distributed in 
some of the old City churches while it was yet dark; and in 
several private houses (among them, Lord Rockingham’s in 
Grosvenor Square); which were blockaded as though to sus- 
tain a siege, and had guns pointed from the windows. When 
the sun rose, it shone into handsome apartments filled with 
armed men; the furniture hastily heaped away in corners, and 
made of little or no account, in the terror of the time—on arms 
glittering in City chambers, among desks and stools, and dusty 
books—into little smoky churchyards in odd lanes and bye- 
ways, with soldiers lyin, ¢ down among the tombs, or lounging 
under the shade there of one old tree, and their pile of muskets 
sparkling in the light—on solitary sentries pacing up and 
down in courtyards, : silent now, but yesterday resounding with 
the din and hum of business—everywhere on guard-rooms, 
garrisons, and threatening preparations. 

As the day crept on, still stranger things were witnessed in 
the streets. The gates of the King’s Bench and Fleet Prisons 
being opened at the usual hour, were found to have notices 
affixed to them, announcing that the rioters would come that 
night to burn them down. The wardens, too well knowing 
the liklihood there was of this promise being fulfilled, were 
fain to set their prisoners at liberty, and give them leave to 
move their goods; so, all day, such of them as had any furni- 
ture were occupied in conveying it, some to this place, some 
to that, and not a few to the brokers’ shops, where they gladly 
sold it, for any wretched price those gentry chose to give. 
There were some broken men among these debtors who had 
been in jiil so long, and were so miserable and destitute of 
geiends, so dead to the world, and utterly forgotten and un< 
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eared:for, that‘ they implored their jailers not to set them free,’ 
and to send them, if need were, to some other place of custody. 
But they, refusing to comply, lest they should incur the anger 
of the mob, turned them into the streets, where they wandered 
y and ‘down, hardly remembering the ways untrodden by 
their feet so long, and crying—such abject things those rotten- 
hearted jails had made them—as they slunk off in their rags, 
and dragged their slipshod feet along the pavement. 

Even of the three hundred prisoners who had escaped from 
Newgate, there were some—a few, but there were some—who 
sought their jailers out and delivered themselves up: preferring 
imprisonment and punishment to the horrors of such another 
night as the last. Many of the convicts, drawn back to their 
old place of captivity by some indescribable attraction, or by a 
desire to exult over it in its downfall and glut their revenge by 
seeing it in ashes, actually went back in broad moon, and 
loitered about the cells. Fifty were retaken at one time on 
this next day, within the prison walls; but their fate did not 
deter others, for there they went in spite of everything, and 
there they were taken in twos and threes, twice or thrice a day, 
all through the week. Of the fifty just mentioned, some were 
occupied in endeavouring to rekindle the fire; but in general 
they seemed to have no object in view but to prowl and lounge 
about the old place: being found asleep in the ruins, or sitting 
talking there. or even eating and drinking, as in a choice 
retreat. 

Besides the notices on the gates of the Fleet and the King’s 
Bench, many similar announcements were left, before one 
o’clock at noon, at the houses of private individuals; and 
further, the mob proclaimed their intention of seizing on the 
Bank, the Mint, the Arsenal at Woolwich, and the Royal 
Palaces. The notices were seldom delivered by more than one 
man, who, if it were at a shop, went in, and laid it, with a 
bloody threat perhaps, upon the counter; or if it were at a 
private house, knocked at the door, and thrust it in the ser- 
vant’s hand, Notwithstanding the presence of the military 
in every quarter of the town, and the great force in the Park, 
these messengers did their errands with impunity all through 
the day. So did two boys who went: down Holborn alone, 
armed with bars taken from the railings of Lord Mansfield’s 
house, and demanded money for the rioters. So did a tall 
man on horseback who made a collection for the same purpose 
in Fleet Street, and refused to take anything but gold. 

Arumour had now got into circulation, too, which diffused 
a greater dread all through London, even than these publicly- 
announced intentions of the rioters, though all men knew that 
if they were successfully effected, there must ensue a national 
bankruptcy and general ruin. It was said that they meant 
to throw the gates of Bedlam open, and let all the madmen 
loose. This suggested such dreadful images to the people's 
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minds, and was indeed an act so fraught with new and un- 
imaginable horrors in the contemplation, that it beset them 
more than any loss or cruelty of which they could forsee the 
worst, and drove many sane men nearly mad themselves. 

So the day passed on: the prisoners moving their goods; 
people running to and fro in the streets, carrying away their 
property; groups standing in silence round the ruins; all busi- 
ness suspended; and the soldiers disposed as has been already 
mentioned, remaining quite inactive. So the day passed on, 
and dreaded night drew near again. 

At last, at seven o’clock in the evening, the Privy Council 
issued a solemn proclamation that it was now necessary to 
employ the military, and that the officers had most direct and 
effectual orders, by an immediate exertion of their utmost force, 
to repress the disturbances; and warning all good subjects of 
the King to keep themselves, their servants, and apprentices, 
within doors that night. There was then delivered out to 
every soldier on duty, thirty-six rounds of powder and ball; 
the drums beat; and the whole force was under arms at sunset. 

The City authorities stimulated by these vigorous measures, 
held a Common Council; passed a vote thanking the inilitary 
associations who had tendered their aid to the civil authorities ; 
accepted it; and placed them under the direction of the two 
sheriffs. At the Queen’s palace, a double guard, the yeomen 
on duty, the groom-porters, and all other attendants, were 
stationed in the passages and on the staircases at seven o’clock, 
with strict instructions to be watchful on their posts all night; 
and all the doors were locked. he gentlemen of the Temple, 
and the other Inns, mounted guard within their gates, and 
strengthened them with the great stones of the pavement, 
which they took up for the purpose. In Lincoln’s Inn, they 
gave up the hall and commons to the Northumberland Militia, 
under the command of Lord Algernon Perey; in some few of 
the City wards, the burgesses turned out, and without making 


a very fierce show, looked brave enough. Some hundreds of — 


stout gentlemen threw themselves, armed to the teeth, into 
the halls of the different Companies, double-locked and bolted 
all the gates, and dared the rioters (among themselves) to 
come on at their peril. These arrangements being all made 
simultaneously, or nearly so, were completed by the time it got 
dark; and then the streets were comparatively clear, and were 
guarded at all the great corners and chief avenues by the 
troops: while parties of the officers rode up and down in all 
directions, ordering chance stragglers home, and admonishing 
the residents to keep within their houses, and, if any firing 


ensued not to approach the windows. More ‘chains were a 


drawn across such of the thoroughfares as were of a nature to 


favour the approach of a great crowd, and at each of these 
points a considerable force was stationed. All these pre= 


cautions having been taken and it being now quite dark, 
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in command awaited the result in some anxtety: and not 
without a hope that such viligant demonstrations might of 
themselves dishearten the populace and prevent any further 
outrages. 

But in this reckoning they were cruelly mistaken, for in 
half-an-hour, or less, as though the setting in of night had been 
their preconcerted signal, the rioters having previously, in 
small parties, prevented the lighting of the street lamps, rose _ 
like a great sea; and that in so many places at once, and with 
such inconceivable fury, that those who had the direction of 
the troops knew not, at first, where to turn or what to do. 
One after another, new fires blazed up in évery quarter of the 
town, as though it were the intention of the insurgents to 
wrap the City in a circle of flames, which, contracting by 
degrees, should burn the whole to ashes; the crowd swarmed 
and roared in every street; and none but rioters and soldiers 
being out of doors, it seemed to the latter as if all London were 
arrayed against them, and they stood alone against the town. 

In two hours, six-and-thirty fires were raging—six-and- 
thirty great conflagrations; among them the Borough Clink in 
Tooley Street, the King’s Bench, the Fleet, and the New 
Bridewell. In almost every street, there was a battle; and in 
every quarter the muskets of the troops were heard above 
the shouts and tumult of the mob. The firing began in the 
Poultry, where the chain was drawn across the road, where 
nearly a score of people were killed on the first discharge. 
Their bodies having been hastily carried into St. Mildred’s 
Church by the soldiers, they fired again, and following fast 
upon the crowd, who began to give way when they saw the 
execution that was done, formed across Cheapside, and 
charged them at the point of the bayonet. 

The streets were now a dreadful spectacle indeed: while the 
shouts of the rabble, the shrieks of women, the cries of the 
wounded, and the constant firing formed a deafening and an 
awful accompaniment to the sights which every corner 
presented. Wherever the road was obstructed by the chains, 
there the fighting and the loss of life were greatest; but there 
was hot work and bloodshed in almost every leading thorougih- 
fare, and in every one the same appalling scenes occurred. 

At Holborn Bridge, and on Holborn Hill, the confusion was 
greater than in any other part; for the crowd that poured out 
of the city in two great streams, one by Ludgate Hill, and one 
by Newgate Street, united at that spot, and formed a mass so 
dense, that at every volley the people seemed to fall in heaps. 
At this place a large detachment of soldiery were posted, who 
fired, now up Fleet Market, now up Holborn, now up Snow 
Hill—constantly raking the streets in each direction. At this 
place too, several large fires were burning, so that all the 
terrors of that terrible night seemed to be concentrated in this 


_ one spot, 
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. Full twenty times, the rioters, headed by one man who 
wielded an axe in his right hand, and. bestrode a brewer’s - 
‘horse of great size and amengt. _caparisoned with fetters 
taken out of Newgate, which clanked and jingled as.he went, 
made an attempt-to force-a passage at this point, and fire the 
vintner’s house. Full twenty times they were repulsed with 
loss of life, and still came back again: and though the fellow 
at their head was marked and singled out by all, and was a 
conspicuous object as the only rioter on horseback, not a man 
could hit him. So surely as the smoke cleared away, so surely 
there was he; calling hoarsely to his companions brandishing 
his axe above his head, and dashing on as though he bore a 
charmed life, and was proof against ball and powder. . 4 

This man was Hugh; and in every part of the riot, he was 
seen. He headed two attacks upon the Bank, helped to break 
open the Toll-houses on Blackfriars Bridge, and cast the money 
into the street: fired two of the prisons with his own hand: was 
here, and there, and everywhere—always foremost—always 
active—striking at the soldiers, cheering on the crowd, 
making his horse’s iron music heard through all the yell arid 
uproar: but never hurt nor stopped. Turn him at one place, 
and he made a new struggle in another; force him.to retreat 
at this point, and he advanced on that, directly. Driven from 
Holborn for the twentieth time, he rode at the head of a great 
crowd straight upon Saint Paul’s, attacked a guard of soldiers 
who kept watch over a body of prisoners within the iron 
railings, forced them to retreat, rescued the men they had in 
custody, and with this accession to his party, came back again, 
mad with liquor and excitement, and hallooing them on like 
@ demon. 

It would have been no easy task for the most careful rider 
to sit a horse in the midst of such a throng and tumult; but 
though this madman rolled upon his back—(he had no saddle) 
like a boat upon the sea, he never for an instant lost his seat, 
or failed to guide him where he would. Through the very 
thickest of the press, over dead bodies and burning fragments, 
now on the pavement, now in the road, now riding up a flight 
of steps to make himself the more conspicuous to his party, 
and now forcing a passage through a mass of human beings, so 
closely wedged together that it seemed as if the edge of a knife 
would scarcely part them,—on he went, as though he could 
surmount all obstacles by the mere exercise of his will.. And 
perhaps his not being shot was in some degree attributable to 
this very circumstance; for his extreme audacity, and the 
conviction that he must be one of those to whom the pro- 
clamation referred, inspired the soldiers with a desire to take 
him alive, and diverted many an aim which otherwise might 
have been more near the mark. ht ees 

The vintner and Mr. Haredale, unable to sit quietly 
listening to the terrible noise without seeing what went on, 
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climbed to the roof of the. house, and. hiding behind a stack of 
chimneys, were looking cautiously down into the street, almost 
hoping that after so many repulses the rioters would be foiled, ' 
‘when a great shout. proclaimed that a party were coming round 
the other way; and the dismal jingling of those accursed fetters 
warned them next moment.that they too were led by Hugh. 
he soldiers had advanced into Fleet Market and were’ dis- 
persing the people there; so that they came on with hardly’ 
any check, and were soon before the house. 

“All’s over now,’ said the vintner. “Fifty thousand pounds 
will be seattered in a minute. We must save ourselves. We 
can do no more, and shall have reason to be thankful if we do 
as much.’’... . 

Their first impulse was, to clamber along the roofs of the 
houses, and, knocking at some garret window for admission, 
pass down that way into the street, and so escape. But an- 
other fierce cry from below, and a general upturning of the 
faces of the crowd, apprised them that they were discovered, 
and even that Mr. Haredale was recognised; for Hugh, seeing 
him plainly in the bright glare of the flames, which in that 
part made it as light as day, called to him by his a and 
swore to have his life. 

> “Leave me here,’’said Mr. Haredale, “and in Heaven? sname, 
my good friend, save yourself! Come.on!” he muttered,’ 
as he turned towards Hugh and faced him without any further 
effort at concealment. ‘This roof is high, and if we grapple, 
we will die together!” 

“*Madness,”’ said the honest vintner, pu!ling him back, “sheer 
madness. Hear reason, Sir. My good sii, hear reason. I 
could never make myself heard by knocking at a window now; 
and even if I could, no one would be bold enough to connive 
at my escape. Through the cellars, there’s a kind of passage 
into the back street by which we roll casks in and out. We 
shall have time to get down there, before they can force an 
entry... Do not delay an instant, but come with me—for both 
our sakes—for mine—my dear good Sir!”’ ; 

As‘he spoke, and drew Mr. Haredale back, they had both 
a glimpse of the street. It was but a glimpse, but it showed: 
them the crowd, gathering round the house: some of the armed 
men pressing to the front to break down the doors and windows, 
some bringing brands from the nearest fire, some with lifted 
faces following their course upon the roof and pointing them 
ed to their companions, all raging and roaring like the flames 

lighted up. They saw-some men howling and thirsting - 
forthe treasures of strong liquor which they knew were stored 
raed sip they saw others who had been wounded, sinking down 
into the opposite doorways and dying, solitary wretches, in 
the midst of all the vast assemblage; here a frightened woman 
_ trying to escape; and there a lost child; and there a drunken 
tuffian, unconscious of the death-wound on his head, raving 
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and fighting to the last. All these things, and even such 
trivial incidents as a man with his hat off, or turning round, or 
stooping down, or shaking hands with another, they marked 
distinctly; yet in a glance so brief, that, in the act of stepping 
back, they lost the whole, and saw but the pale faces of each 
other, and the red sky above them. 

Mr. Haredale yielded to the entreaties of his companion— 
more because he was resolved to defend him to the last, than 
for any thought he had of his own life, or any care he enter- 
tained for his own safety—and quickly re-entering the house, 
they descended the stairstogether. Loud blows were thunder- 
ing on the shutters, crowbars were already thrust beneath the 
door, the glass fell from the sashes, a deep light shone through 
every crevice, and they heard the voices of the foremost in the 
crowd so close to every chink and keyhole, that they seemed 
to b> hoarsely whispering their threats into their very ears. 
The; had but a moment reached the bottom of the cellar- 
steps and shut the door behind them, when the mob broke in, 

The vaults were profoundly dark, and having no torch or 
candie—for they had been afraid to carry one, lest it should 
betray their place of refuge—they were obliged to grope with 
their hands. But they were not long without light, for they 
had not gone far when they heard the crowd forcing the door; 
and, looking back among the low-arched passages, could see 
them in the distance, hurrying to and fro with flashing links, 
broaching the casks, staving the great vats, turning off upon 
the right hand and the left, into the different cellars, and lying 
down to drink at the channels of strong spirits which were 
already flowing fast upon the ground. 

They hurried on, not the less quickly for this; and had 
reached the only vault which lay between them and the passage 
out, when suddenly from the direction in which they were 
going, a strong light gleamed upon their faces; and before they 
could slip aside, or turn back, or hide themselves, two men 
(one bearing a torch) came upon them, and cried in an 
astonishing whisper, “‘Here they are!”’ 

At the same instant they pulled off what they wore upon 
their heads. Mr. Haredale saw before him Edward Chester, 
and then saw, when the vintner gasped his name, Joe Willet. 

Ay, the same Joe, though with an arm the less, who used to 
make the quarterly journey on the grey mare to pay the bill 
to the purple-faced vintner; and that very same purple-faced 
vintner, formerly of Thazaes Street, now looked him in the 
face and challenged him by name. 

‘“‘Give me your hand,” said Joe softly, taking it whether the 
astonished vintner wouldorno. ‘Don’t fear to shake it, man; 
it’s a friendly one and a hearty one though it has no fellow, 
Why, how well you look and how bluff you are! And you— 
God bless you, Sir. Take heart, take heart. We'll find them, 
Be of good cheer; we have not been idle,” : 
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_ There was’ something so honest and frank in Joe’s speech, 


that Mr. Haredale put his hand in his involuntarily, though 
their meeting was suspicious enough. But his glance at 
Edward Chester, and that gentleman’s keeping aloof, were not 
Jost upon Joe, who said bluntly, glancing at Edward while he 
spoke: “Times are changed, Mr. Haredale, and times have 
come when we ought to know friends from enemies, and make 
no confusion of names. Let me tell you that but for this 
gentleman you would most likely have been dead by this time, 
or badly wounded at the best.’’ 

“What do you say?” asked Mr. Haredale. 

“T say,” said Joe, “first, that it was a bold thing to be in the 
erowd at all disguised as one of them; though i won’t say 
much about that, on second thoughts, for that’s my case too. 


Secondly, that it was a brave and glorious action—that’s what 


T call it—to strike that fellow off his horse before their eyes!” 
““What fellow! Whose eyes!” 
“What fellow, Sir!”’ cried Joe: ‘ta fellow who has no good- 
will to you, and who has the daring and devilry in him of 
twenty fellows. I know him of old. Once in the house, he 


- would have found you, here or anywhere. The rest owe you 


no particular grudge, and, unless they see you, will only 


think of drinking themselves dead. But we lose time. Are 


you ready?” 

“Quite,” said Edward. “‘Put out the torch, Joe, and go on. 
And be silent, there’s a good fellow.” 

“Silent or not silent,” murmured Joe, as he dropped the 
flaring link upon the ground, crushed it with his foot, and gave 
his hand to Mr. Haredale, “it was a brave and glorious action ; 
—no man can alter that.” 

Both Mr. Haredale and the worthy vintner were too amazed 
and too much hurried to ask any further questions, so followed 
their conductors in silence. It seemed, from a short whispering 
which presently ensued between them and the vintner relative 
to the best way of escape, that they had entered by the back- 
door, with the connivance of John Grueby, who watched out- 
side with the key in his pocket, and whom they had taken into 
their confidence. A party of the crowd coming up that way, 
just as they entered, John had double-locked the door again, 
and made off for the soldiers, so that means of retreat was cut 
from under them. 

However, as the front door had been forced, and this minor 
crowd, being anxious to get at the liquor, had no fancy for 
losing time in breaking down another, but had gone round and 
got in from Holborn with the rest, the narrow lane in the rear 


_ was quite free of people. So when they had crawled through 
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the passage indicated by the vintner (which was a mere 
shelving-trap for the admission of casks), and had managed 


- with some difficulty to unchain and raise the door at the upper 


end, they emerged into the street without being observed or 
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interrupted. -° Joe’ still holding Mr. Haredale tight, ‘and -. 
Edward taking the same care of the vintner, they hurried - 
through the'streets at a rapid pace; occasionally standing 
aside to let'some fugitives go by, or to keep out of the way of - 
the soldiers who followed them, and whose questions, when 
they halted to put any, were speedily stopped by one whispered 
word from Joe. °° ‘ ; ’ 


CHAPTER THE SIXTY-EIGHTH 4 

WaiLE Newgate was burning on the previous night, Barnaby 
and his father, having been passed among the crowd from hand. 
to hand, stood in Smithfield, on the outskirts of the mob, 
gazing at the flames like men who had been suddenly roused, 
from sleep. Some moments elapsed before they could distinctly 
remember where they were, or how they got there; or re- 
collected that while they were standing idle and listless 
spectators of the fire, they had tools in their hands which had 
been hurriedly given them that they might free themselves 
from their fetters. ; i 

Barnaby, heavily ironed as he was, if he had obeyed his 
first impulse, or if he had been alone, would have made his 
way back to the side of Hugh, who to his clouded intellect now 
shone forth with the new lustre of being his preserver and 
truest friend. But his father’s terror of remaining in the 
streets communicated itself to him when he comprehended the 
full extent of his fears, and impressed him with the same 
eagerness to fly to a place of safety. 

In a corner of the market among the pens for cattle, 
Barnaby knelt down, and pausing every now and then to pass 
his hand over his father’s face, or look up to him with a smile, 
knocked off his irons. When he had seen him spring, a free 
man, to his feet, and had given vent to the transport of 
delight which the sight awakened, he went to work upon his 
own, which soon fell rattling down upon the ground, and left 
his limbs unfettered. 

Gliding away together when this task was accomplished, 
and passing several groups of men, each gathered round a 
stooping figure to hide him from those who passed, but unable 
to repress the clanking sound of hammers, which told that 
they too were busy at the same work,—the two fugitives made 
towards Clerkenwell, and passing thence to Islington, as the 
nearest point of egress, were quickly in the fields. After 
wandering about for a long time, they found in a pasture near 
Finchley a poor shed, with walls of mud, and roof of grass 
and brambles, built for some cowherd, but now deserted, 
flere they lay down for the rest of the night. i 

They wandered up and down when it was day, and once ° 
Barnaby went off alone to a cluster of little cottages two or 
three miles away, to purchase bread and milk, But ar 
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no better shelter, they returned to the same place, and lay 
down again to wait for night. re Sex Le 

Heaven alone can tell, with what vague thoughts of duty, 
and affection; with what strange promptings of, nature, 
intelligible to _him as to a man of radiant mind and most 
enlarged.capacity ; with what dim memories of children he-had 
played with when a child himself, who had prattled of their 
fathers, and of loving them, and being loved; with how many 
half-remembered, dreamy associations of his mother’s grief 
and tears and widowhood; he_watched and tended this man. 
But that a vague and shadowy crowd of such ideas came 
slowly on him; that they taught him to be sorry when he looked 
upon his haggard face, that they overflowed his eyes when 
he stooped to kiss him on the cheek; that they kept him 
waking in a tearful gladness, shading him from the sun, 
fanning him with leaves, soothing him when he started in his 
sleep—ah! what a troubled sleep it was—and wondering when 
she would come to join them and be happy, is the truth, He 
sat beside him all that day; listening for her footsteps in every 
breath of air, looking for her shadow on the gently-waving 
grass, twining the hedge flowers for her pleasure when she 
eame, and his when he awoke; and stooping down from time 
to time to listen to his mutterings, and wonder why he was so 
restless in that quiet place. The sun went down, and night 
came on, and he was still quite tranquil; busied with these 
thoughts, as if there were no other people in the world, and 
the dull cloud of smoke hanging on the immense city in the 
distance, hid no vices, no crimes, no life or death, or causes of 
cisquiet—nothing but clear air. 

But the hour had now come when he must go alone to find 
out the blind man (a task that filled him with delight), and 
bring him to that place; taking especial care that he was not 
watched or followed on his way back. He listened to the 
directions he must observe, repeated them again and again; 
and after twice or thrice returning to surprise his father with a 
light-hearted laugh, went forth, at last, upon his errand; 
Jeaving Grip, whom he had carried from the jail in his arms, to 
his care. 

Fleet of foot, and anxious to return, he sped swiftly on 
towards the City, but could not reach it before the fires began 


_ and made the night angry with their dismal lustre. When he 
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entered the town—it might be that he was changed by going 
there without his late companions, and on no violent errand; 
or by the beautiful solitude in which he had passed the day, 
or by the thoughts that had come upon him—but it seemed 
peopled by a legion of devils. This flight and pursuit, this cruel 
burning and destroying, these dreadful cries and stunning 
noises, were they the good lord’s noble cause! 

Though almost stupified by the bewildering scene, still he 


- found the blind man’s house, It was shut up and tenantless, 
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ie waited for a long while, but no one came. At last he with- 
dzew ; and as he knew by this time that the soldiers were firing, 
and many people must have been killed, he went down into 
Golborn, where he heard the great crowd was, to try if he 
could find Hugh, and persuade him to avoid the danger, and 
return with him, 

If he had been stunned and shocked before, his horror was 
increased a thousandfold when he got into this vortex of the 
riot, and not being an actor in the terrible spectacle, had it all 
before his eyes. But there, in the midst, towering above them 
all, close before the house they were attacking now, was Hugh 
on horseback, calling to the rest! 

Sickened by the sights surrounding him on every side, and 
by the heat and roar, and crash, he forced his way among the 
crowd (where many recognised him, and with shouts pressed 
back to let him pass), and in time was nearly up with Hugh, 
who Was savagely threatening some one, but whom, or what 
he said, he could not, in the great confusion, understand. At 
that moment the crowd forced their way into the house, and 
Hugh—it was impossible to see by what means, in such a 
concourse—fell headlong down, 

Barnaby was beside him when he staggered to his feet. Tt 
was well he made him hear his voice, or Hugh, with his uplifted 
axe, would have cleft his skull in twain. 

“Barnaby—you! Whose hand was that, that struck me 
down?” 

“Not mine.” 

“Whose!—I say, whose!” he cried, reeling back, and 
looking wildly round. ‘What are we doing? Where is he? 
Show me!” 

“You are hurt,” said Barnaby—as indeed he was, in the 
head, both by the blow he had received, and by his horse’s 
hoof, “‘Come away with me.” 

As he spoke, he took the horse’s bridle in his hand, turned 
him, and dragged Hugh several paces. This brought them out 
of the crowd, which was pouring from the street into the 
vintner’s cellarss 

““Where’s—where’s Dennis?” said Hugh, coming te a stop, 
and checking Barnaby with his strong arm. ‘Where has he 
been all day? What did he mean by leaving me as he did, in 
the jail, last night? Tell me, you—d’ye hear!” 

With a flourish of his dangerous weapon, he fell down upon 
the ground like a log. After a minute, though already frantic 
with drinking and with the wound in his head, he crawled to a 
stream of burning spirits which was pouring down the kennel, 
and began to drink it as if it were.a brook of water. 

Barnaby drew him away, and forced him to rise. Though he — 
could neither stand nor walk, he involuntarily staggered to his 
horse, climbed upon his back, and clung there. After vainly _ 
ettempting to divest the animal of his clanking trappings, — 


“i 


ess. ee Ne ee es eS 


BARNABY RUDGE 455 


Barnaby sprang up behind him, snatched the bridle, turned 
into Leather Lane, which was close at hand, and urged the 
frightened horse into a heavy gallop. 

He looked back once before he left the street; and looked 
upon a sight not easily to be erased, even from his remem- 
brance, so long as he had life. 

The vintner’s house, with half-a-dozen others near at hand, 
was one great, glowing blaze. All night, no one had essayed to 
quench the flames or stop their progress; but now a body of 
soldiers were actively engaged in pulling down two old wooden 
houses, which were every moment in danger of taking fire, and 
which could scarcely fail, if they were left to burn, to extend 
the conflagration immensely. The tumbling down of nodding 
walls and heavy blocks of wood, the hooting and the execra- 
tions of the crowd, the distant firing of other military detach- 
ments, the distracted looks and cries of those whose habitations 
were in danger, the hurrying to and fro of frightened people 
with their goods; the reflections in every quarter of the sky, of 
deep red, soaring flames, as though the last day had come and 
the whole universe were burning; the dust, and smoke, and 
drift of fiery particles, scorching and kindling all it fell upon; 
the hot unwholesome vapour, the blight on everything; the 
stars, and moon, and very sky, obliterated ;—made up such a 
sum of dreariness and ruin, that it seemed as if the face of 
Heaven were blotted out, and night, in its rest and quiet, and 
softened light, never could look upon the earth again, 

But there was a worse spectacle than this—worse by far 
than fire and smoke, or even the rabble’s unappeasable and 
maniac rage. The gutters of the street and every crack and 
fissure in the stones, ran with scorching spirit, which being 
dammed up by busy hands, overflowed the road and pave- 
ment, and formed a great pool, in which the people dropped 
down dead by dozens. They lay in heaps all round this fearful 
pond, husbands and wives, fathers and sons, mothers and 
daughters, women with children in their arms and babies at 
their breasts, and drank until they died. While some stooped 
with their lips to the brink and never raised their heads again, 
others sprang up from their fiery draught, and daneed, half 
in a mad triumph, and half in the agony of suffocation, until 
they fell, and steeped their corpses in the liquor that had killed 
them, Nor was even this the worst or most appalling kind of 
death that happened on this fatal night. From the burning 
cellars, where they drank out of hats, pails, buckets, tubs, and 
shoes, some men were drawn, alive, but all alight from head to 
foot; who, in their unendurable anguish and suffering, making 
for anything that had the look of water, rolled, hissing, in this 
hideous lake, and splashed up liquid fire which lapped ia ail 
it met with as it ran along the surface, and neither spared the 
living nor the dead. On this last night of the great riots—for 
the Sot night it was—the wretched victimes of a senseless 
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outcry became themselves the dust and-ashes of:the Hames 
they-had kindled, and strewed the-public streets of London. 
_ With all he saw in this last glance fixed indelibly upon his 
mind, Barnaby hurried from the city which enclosed such 
horrors; and holding down his. head that he might not even 
see the glare of the fires upon the quiet landscape, was soon 
in the still country roads. a 135 
He stopped at about half-a-mile from the shed where his 
father lay, and with some difficulty making Hugh sensible that 
he must dismount, sank the horse’s furniture in a pool of 
stagnant water, and turned the animal loose. That done, he 
supported his companion as well as he could, and led him 
slowly forward. 


CHAPTER THE SIXTY-NINTH ae 
Ir was the dead of night, and very dark, when Barnaby, with 
his stumbling companion, approached the place where he had 
left his father; but he could see him stealing away into the 
gloom, distrustful even.of him, and rapidly retreating. After 
calling to him twice or thrice that there was nothing to fear, 
but. without effect, he suffered Hugh to sink upon the ground, 
and followed to bring him back. 

He continued to creep away, until Barnaby was close upon 
him; then turned, and said in a, terrible, though suppressed 
voice: 

“Let me go. Do not lay hands upon me. Stand back. You | 
have told her; and you and she together have betrayed me!” | 

Barnaby looked at him, in silence. . 

“You have seen your mother!” 

“No,” cried Barnaby, eagerly. ‘Not for a long time— 
longer than I can tell. A whole year, I think. Is she here?” | 

His father looked upon him steadfastly for a few moments, 
then said—drawing nearer to him as he spoke, for, seeing his | 
face, and hearing his words, it was impossible to doubt his : 
truth: ‘“*What man is that?” 

““Hugh—Hugh. Only Hugh. You know him. He will not 
harm you. Why, you're afraid of Hugh! Hahaha! Afraid of 
gruff, old, noisy Hugh!” 1 

“What man is he, I ask you,” he rejoined so fiercely, that | 
Barnaby stopped in his laugh, and shrinking back, surveyed — 
him with a look of terrified amazement. 

‘Why, how stern you are! You make me fear you, though 
you os my father—I never feared her. Why do you speak to 
me 50?” ; 

“TI want,” he answered, putting away the hand which his 
son, with a timid desire to propitiate him, laid upon his 
sleeve,—* I want an answer, and you give me only jeers and 
questions. Who have you brought with you to this hidin 

place, poor fool; and where is the blind man?” ee 
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.-“ I don’t know where... His. house was.close. shut. I waited, 
but no person came; that was no fault of mine-.This is Hugh— 
brave Hugh, who broke into that ugly. jail, and set us free. 
Aha! You like him now, do you? You like him now!” 

-- “Why does he lie upon the ground?” - : : 

“He has had a fall, and has:been drinking. The fields and 
trees go round, and round, and round. with him, and the 
5 sk heaves under his feet. You know him? You remember? 

They had by this time returned to where he lay, and both 
stooped over him to look into his face. 30 

“IT recollect the man,” his father murmured. ‘‘Why did you 
bring him here?” : 

“Because he would have been killed if I had left him over 
yonder. They were firing guns and shedding blood. Does the 
sight of blood turn you sick, father? I see it does, by your 
face. That’s like me—What are you looking at?” =~ 

“At nothing!” said the murderer softly, as he started back 
@ pace er two, and gazed with. sunken jaw and staring eyes 
above his son’s head. ‘At nothing!” ts 

He remained in the same attitude and with the same 
expression on his face for a minute or more; then glanced 
slowly round as if he had lost something; and went shivering 
.baek, towards the shed. j 

“Shall I bring him in, father?’’ asked Barnaby, who had 
looked on, wondering. 

He only answered with a suppressed groan, and lying down 
“upon the ground, wrapped his cloak about his head, and shrank 
into the darkest corner. 

Finding that nothing would rouse Hugh now, or make him 
sensible for a moment, Barnaby dragged him along the grass, 
‘and laid him on a little heap of refuse hay and straw which had 
‘been his own bed: first having brought some water from a 
‘running stream hard by, and washed his wound, and laved his 
hands and face. Then he lay down himself, between the two, 
to pass the night; and looking at the stars, fell fast asleep. 

_ Awakened early in the morning, by the sunshine, and the 
song of birds, and hum of insects, he left them sleeping in the 
hut, and walked into the sweet and pleasant air. But he felt 
that on his jaded senses, oppressed and burdened with the 
dreadful scenes of last night, and many nights before, all 
the beauties of opening day, which he had so often tasted, and 
‘in which he had had such deep delight, fell heavily. He 
‘thought. of the blithe mornings when he and the dogs went 
bounding on together through the woods and fields; and the 
recollection filled his eyes with tears. He had no consciousness, 
God help him, of having done wrong, nor had he any new 
perception of the merits of the cause in which he had been 
engaged, or those of the men who advocated it; but he was full 
of cares now, and regrets, and dismal recollections, and wishes 
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(quite unknown to him before) that this or that event had 
never happened, and that the sorrow and suffering of so many 
people had been spared. And now he began to think how 
happy they would be—his father, mother, he, and Hugh—if 
they rambled away together, and lived in some lonely place, 
where there were none of these troubles; and that perhaps the 
blind man, who had talked so wisely about gold, and told him 
of the great secrets he knew, could teach them how to live 
without being pinched and griped by want, As this occurred 
to him, he was the more sorry that he had not seen him last 
night; and he was still brooding over this regret, when his 
father came, and touched him on the shoulder. 

“Ah!” cried Barnaby, starting from his fit of thoughtful« 
ness. ‘‘Is it only you?” 

““Who should it be?” 

“*T almost thought,” he answered, “it was the blind man. I 
must have some talk with him, father.” 

“And so must I, for without seeing him, I don’t know where 
to fly or what to do; and lingering here, is death. You must go 
to him again, and bring him here.” 

“Must I!” cried Barnaby, delighted: “that’s brave, 
father. That’s what I want to do.” 

“But you must bring only him, and none other. And though 
you wait at his door a whole day and night, still you must wait, 
and not come back without him,” 

“Don’t you fear that,” he cried gaily. ‘He shall come, he 
shall come.” 

“Trim off these gewgaws,” said his father, plucking the 
scraps of ribbon and the feathers from his hat, “‘and over your 
own dress wear my cloak. Take heed how you go, and they 
will be too busy in the streets to notice you. Of your coming 
back you need take no account, for he’ll manage that, safely.” 

“To be sure!”? said Barnaby. ‘‘To be sure he will! A wise 
man, father, and one who can teach us to be rich! Oh! I know 
him, I know him.” 

He was speedily dressed, and, as well disguised as he could 
be, with a lighter heart he then set off upon his second journey, 
leaving Hugh, who was still in a drunken stupor, stretched 
upon the ground within the shed, and his father walking to and 
fro before it. 

The murderer, full of anxious thoughts, looked after him, 
and paced up and down, disquieted by every breath of air that 
whispered among the boughs, and by every light shadow 
thrown by the passing clouds upon the daisied ground. He was 
anxious for his safe return, and yet, though his own life and 
safety hung upon it, felt a relief while he was gone. In the 
intense selfishness which the constant presence before him of 
his great crimes, and their consequences here and hereafter, 
engendered, every thought of Barnaby, as his son, was 
swallowed up and lost. Still, his presence was a torture and 
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yeproach; in his wild eyes, there were terrible. images of that 
guilty night; with his unearthly aspect, and his half-formed 
mind, he seemed to the murderer a creature who had sprung 
into existence from his victim’s blood, He could not bear his 
looks, his voice, his touch; and Sh was forced, by his own 
desperate condition and his only hope of cheating the gibbet, 
to have him by his side, and to know that he was inseparable 
from his single chance of escape. 

He walked to and fro, with little rest, all day, revolving 
these things in his mind; and still Hugh lay, unconscious, in 
the shed. At length, when the sun was setting, Barnaby 
returned, leading the blind man, and talking earnestly to him 
as they came along together, 

The murderer advanced to meet them, and bidding his son 
f°. on and speak to Hugh, who had just then staggered to 

iis feet, took his place at the blind man’s elbow, and slowly 
followed, towards the shed. 

“Why did you send him?” said Stage. “Don’t you know it 
was the way to have him lost, as soon as found?” 

“Would you have had me come myself?” returned the other. 

“tfumph! Perhaps not. I was before the jail on Tuesday 
night, but missed you in the crowd. I was out last night, too, 
There was good work last night—gay work-—profitable work” 
—he added, rattling the money in his pockets, 

“Wave you—” 

“Seen your good lady? Yes.” 

“Tyo you mean to tell me more, or not?” 

“Til tell you all,” returned the blind man, with a laugh, 
**fixeuse me—but I love to see you so impatient. There’s 
energy in it,” 

“Does she consent to say the word that may save us?” 

“No,” returned the blind man, emphatically, as he turned 
his face towards him, “No. Thus it is. She has been at 
death’s door since she lost her darling—has been insensible, 
and I know not what. I tracked her to a hospital, and presented 
myself (with your leave) at her bedside, Our talk was not a 
Jong one, for she was weak, and there being people near, I was 
not quite easy, But I told her all that you and I agreed upon; 
and pointed out the young gentleman’s position, in strong 
terms. She tried to soften me, but that, of course (as I told 
her), was lost time. She cried and moaned, you may be sure; 
all women do, ‘Then, of a sudden, she found her voice and 
strength, and said that Heaven would help her and her 
innocent son; and that to Heaven she appealed against us— 
which she did; in really very pretty language, I assure you, 
I advised her, as a friend, not to count too much upon 
assistance from any such distant quarter—-recommended her 
to think of it—told her where I lived—said I knew she would 
send to me before noon, next day—and left her, either in a 
faint or shamming,” 
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When he had concluded his narration, during which he had: 
made several pauses, for the convenience of. cracking and 
eating nuts, of which he seemed to have a pocketful, the blind 
man pulled a flask from his pocket, took a draught himself, 
and offered it to his companion. ~ hs y 

“You won’t, won’t you?” he said, feeling that he pushed i€ 
from him, ‘‘ Well! Then the gallant gentleman who's lodging 
with you, will. Hallo, bully!” 4 : 

‘“‘Death!” said the other, holding him back, “Will you tell 
me what I am to do!” ; é 

“Do! Nothing easier. Make a moonlight flitting in two 
hours’ time with the young gentleman (he’s quite ready to: go; 
I have been giving him good advice as we came along), and 
get as far from London as you can. Let me know where you 
are, and leave the rest to me. She must come round; she can’t 
hold out long; and as to the chances of your being retaken in 
the meanwhile, why it wasn’t one man who got out of Newgate, 
but three hundred. Think of that, for your comfort,” 

‘We must support life-—How?” f 

“How!” repeated the blind man. “By eating and drinking. 
And how get meat and drink, but by paying for it? Money!” 
he cried, slapping his pocket. “‘Is money the word? Why, the 
streets have been running money. Devil send that the sport’s 
not over yet, for these are jolly times; golden, rare, roaring, 
scrambling times. Hallo, bully! Hallo! Hallo! Drink, bully 
drink. Where are ye there! Hallo!” 

With such vociferations, and with a boisterous manner 
which bespoke his perfect abandonment to the general 
licence and disorder, he groped his way towards the shed, 
where Hugh and Barnaby were sitting on the ground, and 
entered, 

“Put it about!” he cried, handing his flask to Hugh. “The 
kennels run with wine and gold. Guineas and strong water 
flow from the very pumps, About with it, don’t spare it!” 

Exhausted, unwashed, unshorn; begrimed with smoke and. 
dust; his hair clotted with blood; his voice quite gone, so that 
he spoke in whispers; his skin parched up by fever; his whole 
body bruised and cut, and beaten about; Hugh still took the 
flask, and raised it to his lips. He was in the act of drinking, 
when the front of the shed was suddenly darkened, and 
Dennis stood before them. 

“No offence, no offence,’ said that personage in @ 
conciliatory tone, as Hugh stopped in his draught, and eyed 
him, with no pleasant look, from head to foot. ‘No offence, 
brother, Barnaby here, too, eh? How are you, Barnaby? 
And two other gentlemen! Your humble servant, gentlemen, 
No offence to you either, I hope. Eh, brothers?” 

Notwithstanding that he spoke in this very friendly and 
confident manner, he seemed to have considerable hesitation 
about entering, and remained outside the roof, He was. 
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rather better dressed than usual: wearing the same suit of 
threadbare black, it is true,-but having round his neck an 
unwholesome-looking cravat of a yellowish white; and on his 
hands great leather gloves, such as a gardener might wear in 
following his trade. His shoes were newly greased, and 
ornamented with a pair of rusty iron buckles; the packthread 
at his’knees had been renewed; and where he wanted buttons, 
he wore pins. Altogether, he had something the look of a 
tipstaff; or a bailiff’s follower, desperately faded, but who 
had a notion of keeping up the appearance of a professional 
character, and making the best of the worst means. 

“You're very snug here,” said Mr. Dennis, puHing out a 
mouldy pocket-handkerchief, which looked like a decomposed 
halter, and wiping his forehead in a nervous manner. ‘ 

‘*Not snug enough to prevent your finding us, it seems,” 
Hugh answered, sulkily. 

“Why, Vil tell you what, brother,” said Dennis, with a 
friendly smile, “‘when you don’t want me to know which way 
you’re riding, you must wear another sort of bells on your 
horse. Ah! I know the sound of them you wore last night, 
and have got quick ears for ’em, that’s the truth. Well, 
but how are you, brother?” 

He had by this time approached, and now ventured to sit 
down by him. 

‘“How am I?” answered Hugh. ‘Where were you yester- 
day? Where did you go when you left me in the jail? Why 
did you leave me? And what did you mean by rolling your 
eyes and shaking your fist at me, eh?” 

“TY shake my fist!—at you, brother!” said Dennis, gently 
checking Hugh’s uplifted hand, which looked threatening. 

**Your stick, then; it’s all one.” 

“Lord love you, brother, I meant nothing. You don’t 
understand me by half. I shouldn’t wonder now,” he added, 
in the tone of a desponding and an injured man, ‘“‘but you 
thought, because I wanted them chaps left in the prison, 
that I was a going to desert the banners?” 

Hugh told him with an oath, that he did. F 

“Well!” said Mr. Dennis mournfully, “if you an’t enough 
to make a man mistrust his feller-creeturs, I don’t know 
what is. Desert the banners, eh! Me! Ned Dennis, as 
was so christened by his own father!—Is this axe your’n, 
brother?” ; 

“Yes, that’s mine,” said Hugh, in the’same sullen manner 
as before; “tit might have hurt you, if you had come in its 
way once or twice last night. Put it down.” — 

“Might have hurt me!’ said Mr. Dennis, still keeping it 
in his hand, and feeling the edge with an air of abstraction. 
“Might have hurt me! and me exerting myself all the time 
to the wery best advantage. Here’s a world! And you’re 

not a going to ask me to take a sup out of that ’ere bottle, eh?” . 


462 BARNABY RUDGE 


Hugh tossed it towards him. As he raised it to his lips, 
Barnaby jumped up, and motioning them to be silent, looked 
eagerly out. 

“‘What’s the matter, Barnaby?” said Dennis, glancing at 
Hugh and dropping the flask, but still holding the axe in his 
hand. : 

“Hush!’? he answered softly. “What do I see glittering 
behind the hedge?” : 

‘““What!’? cried the hangman, raising his voice to its 
highest pitch, and laying hold of him and Hugh. ‘‘Not— 
not SOLDIERS, surely!”’ 

That moment, the shed was filled with armed men; and a 
body of horse, galloping into the field, drew up before it. 

‘There!’? said Dennis, who remained untouched among 
them when they had seized their prisoners; ‘‘it’s them two 
young ones, gentlemen, that the proclamation put a price on. 
This other’s an escaped felon.—I’m sorry for it, brother,” he 
added, in a tone of resignation, addressing himself to Hugh; 
“but you’ve brought it on yourself; you forced me to do it; 
you wouldn’t respect the soundest constitootional principles, 
you know; you went and wiolated the wery framework of 
society. I had sooner have given away a trifle in charity 
than done this, I would upon my soul.—If you'll keep fast 
hold on ’em, gentlemen, I think I can make a shift to tie ’°em 
better than you can.” 

But this operation was postponed for a few minutes by a 
new occurrence. The blind man, whose ears were quicker 
than most people’s sight, had been alarmed, before Barnaby, 
by a rustling in the bushes, under cover of which the soldiers 
had advanced. He retreated instantly—had hidden some- 
where for a minute—and probably in his confusion mistaking 
the point at which he had emerged, was now seen running 
across the open meadow. 

An officer cried directly that he had helped to plunder a 
house last night. He was loudly called on, to surrender. 
He ran the harder, and in a few seconds would have been out 
of gunshot. The word was given, and the men fired. 

There was a breathless pause and a profound silence, during 
which all eyes were fixed upon him. He had been seen to 
start at the discharge, as if the report had frightened him. 
But he neither stopped nor slackened his pace in the least, 
and ran on full forty yards further. Then, without one reel 
ye ssf or sign of faintness, or quivering of any limb, he 

Pp 
Some of them hurried up to where he lay;—the hangman 
with them. Everything had passed so quickly, that the 
smoke was not yet scattered, but curled slowly off in a little 
cloud, which seemed like the dead man’s spirit moving 


solemnly away. There were a.few drops of blood upon the 


grass—more, when they turned him oyer—that was all. ~ 
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“Look here! Look here!” said the hangman, stooping 
one knee beside the body, and gazing up with a disconsolate 
face at the officer and men, ‘‘Here’s a pretty sight!” 

“Stand out of the way,” replied the officer. ‘Serjeant! 
see what he had about him.” r 

The man turned his pockets out upon the grass, an 
counted, besides some foreign coins and two rings, five-and- 
forty guineas in gold. These were bundled up in a handker- 
chief and carried away; the body remained there for the 
present, but six men and the serjeant were left to take it to 
the nearest public-house. 

‘‘Now then, if you’re going,” said the serjeant, clapping 
Dennis on the back, and pointing after the officer who was 
walking towards the shed, 

To which Mr. Dennis only replied, ‘‘Don’t talk to me!” 
and then repeated what he had said before, namely, \‘‘ Here’s 
a pretty sight!’ 

“Tt’s not one that you care for much, I should think,” 
observed the serjeant coolly. 

“Why, who,” said Mr. Dennis, rising, ‘‘should care for it, 
if I don’t?” 

“Oh! I didn’t know you were so tender-hearted,”’ said the 
serjeant. “‘That’s all!” 

“Tender-hearted!’’ echoed Dennis. ‘‘'Tender-hearted! 
Look at this man. Do you call this constitootional? Do you 
see him shot through and through instead of being worked 
off like a Briton? Damme, if I know which party to side 
with. You’re as bad as the other. What’s to become of 
the country if the military power’s to go a superseding the 
ciwilian’s in this way? Where’s this poor feller-creetur’s 
rights as a citizen, that he didn’t have me in his last moments! 
I was here. I was willing. I was ready. These are nice 
times, brother, to have the dead crying out against us in 
this way, and sicep comfortably in our beds arterwards: 
wery nice!” 

Whether he derived any material consolation from binding 
the prisoners, is uncertain; most probably he did. At all 
events his being summoned to that work, diverted him, for 
the time, from these painful reflections, and gave his thoughts 
@ more congenial occupation. 

They were not all three carried off together, but in two 
parties; Barnaby and his father, going by one road in the 
centre of a body of foot; and Hugh, fast bound upon a horse, 
and strongly guarded by a troop of cavalry, being taken by 
another, 

They had no opportunity for the least communication, in 
the short interval which preceded their departure; being kept 
strictly apart. Hugh only observed that Barnaby walked 
with a drooping head among his per and, without raising 
his eyes, that he tried to wave his fettered hand when he 
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passed. For himself, he buoyed up his courage as he rode 
along, with the assurance that the mob would force his jail - 
wherever it might be, and set him at liberty. But when they 
got into Londen, and more especially into Fleet Market, lately 
the stronghold of the rioters, where the military were rooting 
out the last remnant of the crowd, he saw that this hope was 
gone, and felt that he was riding to his death. 


CHAPTER THE SEVENTIETH 

Mr. Dennis having despatched this piece of business without 
zny personal hurt or convenience, and having now retired 
into the tranquil respectability of private life, resolved to 
solace himself with half-an-hour or so of female society. 
With this amiable purpose in his mind, he bent his steps 
towards the house where Dolly and Miss Haredale were stiil 
confined, and whither Miss Miggs had also been removed by 
order of Mr. Simon Tappertit. 

As he walked along the streets with his leather gloves 
clasped behind him,: and his face -indicative of cheerful 
thought and pleasant calculation, Mr. Dennis might have 
been likened unto a farmer ruminating among his crops, and 
enjoying by anticipation the bountiful gifts of Providence. 
Look where he would, some heap of ruins afforded him rich 
promise of a working off; the whole town appeared to have 
been ploughed, and sown, and nurtured by most genial 
weather; and a goodly harvest was at hand. 

Having taken up arms and resorted to deeds of violence, 
with the great main object of preserving the Old Bailey in all 
its purity, and the gallows in all its pristine usefulness and 
moral grandeur, it would perhaps be going too far to assert 
that Mr. Dennis had ever distinctly contemplated and fore- 
seen this happy state of things. He rather looked upon it 
as one of those beautiful dispensations which are inscrutably 
brought about for the behoof and advantage of good men. 
He felt, as it were, personally referred to, in this prosperous 
ripening for the gibbet; and had never considered himself 
50 much the pet and favourite child of Destiny, or loved that 
oy 7 well or with such a calm and virtuous reliance, in all 
nis life. 

As to being taken up, himself, for a rioter, and punished 
with the rest, Mr. Dennis dismissed that possibility from his 
thoughts as an idle chimera; arguing that the line of conduct 
he had adopted at Newgate, and the service he had rendered 
that day, would be more than a set-off against any evidence 
which might identify him as a member of the crowd: that 
any charge of companionship which might be made against 
him by those who were themselves in danger, would certainly 
go for naught: and that if any trivial indiscretion on his part 
should unluckily come out, the uncommon usefulness of hig 
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office, at present, and the great demand for the exercises of 
its functions, would certainly cause it to be winked at,;‘and 
passed over. In a word, he had played his cards throughout, 
with great care; had changed sides at the very nick 6f time; 
had delivered up two of the most notorious rioters, anda 
distinguished felon to boot; and was quite at his ease. ° ; 

Saving—for there is a reservation; and even Mr. Dennis 
was not perfectly happy—saving for one circumstance; to 
wit, the forcible detention of Dolly and Miss Haredale, in a 
house almost adjoining his own, This was a stumbling- 
block; for if they were discovered and released, they could, 
by the testimony they had it in their power to give, place 
him in a situation of great jeopardy; and to set them ‘at 
liberty, first extorting from them an oath of secrecy and 
silence, was a thing not to be thought of. It was more, 
perhaps, with an eye to the danger which lurked in this quarter, 
than from his abstract love of conversation with the sex, that 
the hangman, quickening his steps, now hastened into their 
society; cursing the- amorous natures of Hugh and Mr. 
Tappertit with great heartiness, at every step he took. 

When he entered the miserable room in which they were 
confined, Dolly and Miss Haredale withdrew in silence to 
the furthest corner. But Miss Miggs who was particularly 
tender of her reputation, immediately fell upon her knees and 
began to scream very loud, crying, ‘‘What will become of 
me!”—‘*Where is my Simmuns!” ‘*Have mercy, good 
gentleman, on my sex’s weakness!”’—with other doleful 
lamentations of that nature, which she delivered with great 
propriety and decorum. 

'“Miss, miss,” whispered Dennis, beckoning to her with 
his forefinger, “‘come here—I won’t hurt you. ‘Come here, 
my lamb, will you?” 

On hearing this tender epithet, Miss Miggs, who had left 
off screaming directly he opened his lips, and had listened to 
him attentively, began again: crying ‘Oh I’m his lamb! 
He says I'm his lamb! Oh gracious, why wasn’t I born old 
and ugly? Why was I ever made to be the youngest of six, 
and all of °em dead and in their blessed graves, excepting 
one married ‘sister, which is settled in Golden Lion Court, 
number twenty-sivin, second bell-handle on the—!” 

“Don’t I say I an’t going to hurt you?” said Dennis, 
pointing to a chair. ‘‘Why, miss, what’s the matter?” 

“JT don’t know what mayn’t be the matter!” cried Miggs, 
elasping her hands distractedly. ‘*Anything may be the 
matter!” ; ’ 

“But nothing is, I tell you,” said the hangman. — “First 
stop that noise and come and sit down here, will you, 
chuckey?” ~ Shee chy 

The coaxing tone in which he said these latter words might 
have failed in its object, if he had not accompanied them with 
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sundry sharp jerks of his thumb over one shoulder, and with 
divers winks and thrustings of his tongue into his cheek, from 
which signals the damsel gathered that he sought to speak 
to her apart, concerning Miss Haredale and Dolly. Her 
curiosity being very powerful, and her jealousy by 00 means 
inactive, she arose, and with a great deal of shivering and 
starting back, and much muscular action among all the 
small bones in her throat, gradually approached him. 

“Sit down,” said the hangman, 

Suiting the action to the word, he thrust her rather suddenly 
and prematurely into a chair; and designing to reassure her 
by a little harmless jocularity, such as is adapted to please 
and fascinate the sex, converted his right forefinger into an 
ideal bradaw] or gimlet, and made as though he would screw 
the same into her side—whereat Miss Miggs shrieked again, 
and discovered symptoms of faintness. 

“Lovey, my dear,” whispered Dennis, drawing his chair 
close to hers. ‘‘When was your young man here last, eh?” 

_“My young man, good gentleman!” answered Miggs in a 
tone of exquisite distress. 

“Ah! Simmuns, you know—him?” said Dennis. 

“Mine indeed!” cried Miggs, with a burst of bitterness— 
and as she said it, she glanced towards Dolly. ‘Mine, good 
gentleman!” 

This was just what Mr. Dennis wanted, and expected. 

“Ah!” he said, looking so soothingly, not to say amorously 
on Miggs, that she sat, as she afterwards remarked, on pins 
and needles of the sharpest Whitechapel kind; not knowing 
what intentions might be suggesting that expression to his 
features: ‘‘I was airaid of that. J saw as much myself. 
It’s her fault. She will entice ’em.” 

“JT wouldn’t,” cried Miggs, folding her hands and looking 
upwards with a kind of devout blankness, “I wouldn’t lay 
myself out as she does; I wouldn’t be as bold as her; I wouldo’t 
seem to say to all-male creeturs ‘Come and kiss me’ ’’—and 
here a shudder quite convulsed her frame—‘“‘for any earthly 
crowns as might be offered. Worlds,” Miggs added solemnly, 
“should not reduce me. No. Not if I was Wenis.” 

‘Well, but you are Wenus you know,” said Mr. Dennis, 
confidentially. 

“No, Tam not, good gentleman,” answered Miggs, shaking 
her head with an air of self-denial which seemed to imply 
that she might be if she chose, but she hoped she knew better. 
“No I am not, good gentleman. Don’t charge me with it.” 

Up to this time she had turned round every now and then 
to where Dolly and Miss Haredale had retired, and. uttered 
a scream, or groan, or laid her hand upon her heart and 
trembled excessively, with a view of keeping up appearances, 
and giving them to understand that she conversed with the 
visitor, under protest and on compulsion, and at a great 
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personal sacrifice, for their common good. But at this 
point, Mr. Dennis looked so very full of meaning, and gave 
such a singularly expressive twitch to his face as a request 
to her to come stil) nearer to him, that she abandoned these 
little arts, and gave him her whole and undivided attention. 

“When was Simmuns here, I say?"* quoth Dennis, in her ear. 

“Not since yesterday morning; and then only for a few 
minutes, Not al) day, the day before.” 

““You know be meant al] along to carry off that one?” said 
Dennis, indicating Dolly by the slightest possible jerk of his 
head:—** And to hand you over to somebody else.” : 

Miss Mi who had fallen into a terrible state of grief 
when the first part of this sentence was. spoken, recovered a 
little at the second, and seemed by the sudden check she put 
upon her tears, to intimate that possibly this arrangement 
might meet her views; and that it might, perhaps, remain an 
Open question. 

“But unfort’nately,” pursued Dennis, who observed 
this: “somebody else was fond of her too, you see; and even 
if he wasn't, somebody else is took for a rioter, and it’s all 
over with him.” 

Miss Miggs relapsed. 

*“*Now f want,” said Dennis, “‘to clear this house, and to see 
you righted. What if I was to get her off, out of the way, eh?” 

Miss Miggs, brightening again, rejoined, with many breaks 
and pauses from excess of feeling, that temptations had been 
Simmuns’s bane. That it was not his faults, but hers (mean- 
ing Dolly’s). That men did not see through these dreadful 
arts as women did, and therefore was eaged and trapped, as 
Simmun had been. That she had no personal motives to 
serve—far from it—on the contrary, her intentions was good 
towards all parties. But forasmuch as she knowed that Sim- 
mun, if united to any designing and artful minxes (she would 
name no names, for that was not her dispositions)—to any de- 
signing and artful minxes—must be made miserable and un- 
happy for life, she did incline towards prewentions. Such, 
she added, was her free confessions. But as this was private 
feelings, and might perhaps be looked upon as a wengeance, 
she begged the gentleman would say no more. Whatever 
he said, wishing to do her duty by all mankind, even by them 
as had ever been her bitterest enemies, she would not listen 
to him. With that she stopped her ears, and shook her head 
from side to side, to intimate to Mr. Dennis that though he 
talked until he had no breath left, she was as deaf as any adder. 

“TLookee here, my sugar-stick,” said Mr. Dennis, “if your 
view’s the same as mine, and you'll only be quiet and slip 
away at the right time, I can have the house clear to-morrow, 
and be out of this trouble—Stop though! there’s the other.” 

“‘Which other, Sir?’’ asked Miggs—still with her fingers 
in her ears and her head shaking obstinately. 
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_ Why; the tallest one, yonder;” said Dennis, as:he stroked - 
his chin, and added, in an undertone to himself, something 
about not, crossing Muster Gashford. 2 > 24 : 

Miss Miggs replied (still being profoundly deaf) that if Miss 
Haredale stood in the way at all, he might make himself 
quite easy on that score, as she had gathered, from what passed . 
between Hugh and Mr. Tappertit when they were last there, 
that she was to be removed alone (not by them, by somebody 
else), to-morrow night. : ; 

Mr. Dennis opened his eyes very wide at this piece of in- 
formation, whistled once, considered once, and finally slapped 
his head once and nodded once, as if he had got the clue to this 
mysterious removal, and so dismissed it. Then he imparted 
his design concerning Dolly to Miss Miggs, who was taken more 
deaf than before, when he began; and so remained, all through. 

The notable scheme was this. Mr. Dennis was immediately 
to seek out from among the rioters, some daring young 
fellow (and he had one in his eye, be said), who, terrified by 
the threats he could hold out to him, and alarmed by the cap- 
ture of so many who were no better and no worse than he, 
would gladly avail himself of any help to get abroad, and out of 
harm’s way, with his plunder, even though his journey were 
incumbered by an unwilling companion; indeed, the unwilling 
companion being a beautiful girl, would probably be an addi- 
tional inducement and temptation. Such a person found, he 
proposed to bring him there on the ensuing night, when the 
tall one was taken off, and Miss Migzs had purposely retired ; 
and then that Dolly should be gagged, mufiled in a cloak, and 
carried in any handy conveyance down to the river’s side; 
where there were abundant means of getting her smuggled 
snugly off in any small craft of doubtful character, and no 
questions asked. With regard to the expense of this removal, 
he would say, at a rough calculation, that two or three silver 
tea or coffee-pots, with something additional for drink (such 
as a muffineer, or toast-rack), would more than cover it. 
Articles of plate of every kind having been buried by the rioters 
in several lonely parts of London, and particularly, as he knew, 
in St. James’s Square, which, though easy of access, was little 
frequented after dark, and had a convenient piece of water 
in the midst, the needful funds were close at hand, and could 
be had upon the shortest notice. With regard to Dolly, the 
gentleman would exercise his own discretion. He would be 
bound to do nothing but take her away, and keep her away; 
all other arrangements and dispositions would rest entirely 
with himself. : : 

If Miss Miggs had had her hearing, no doubt she would 
have been greatly shocked by the indelicacy of a young 
female’s going away with a stranger, by night (for her moral 
feelings, as we have said, were of the tenderest kind); but 
directly Mr. Dennis ceased to speak, she reminded him that he~ 
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had only. wasted-breath.. She then went. on to say (still with 
her fingers in her ears) that nothing less than a severe prac- 
tical lesson would save the locksmith’s daughter from utter 
ruin; and that she felt it, as it were, a moral obligation and a 
sacred duty to the family, to wish that some one would devise 
one for her reformation. Miss Miggs remarked and very 
justly, as an abstract sentiment which happened to occur to 
her at the moment, that she dared to say the locksmith and 
his wife would murmur, and repine, if they were ever, by 
forcible abduction, or otherwise, to lose their child: but that 
we seldom knew, in this world, what was best for us; such being 
our sinful and imperfect natures, that very few arrived at that 
clear understanding. 

Having brought their conversation to this satisfactory end, 
they parted: Dennis, to further his design, and take another 
walk about his farm; Miss Miggs, to launch, when he left hez, 
into such a burst of mental anguish (which she gave them to 
understand was occasioned by certain tender things he had 
had the presumption and audacity to say), that little Dolly’s 
heart was quite melted. Indeed, she said and did so much 
to soothe the outraged feelings of Miss Miggs, and looked so 
beautiful while doing so, that if that young maid had not had 
ample vent for her surpassing spite, in a knowledge of the 
mischief that was brewing, she must have scratched her 
features, on the spot. 


CHAPTER THE SEVENTY-FIRST 
Au next day, Emma Haredale, Dolly, and Miggs remained 
cooped up together in what had now been their prison for so 
many days, without seeing any person, or hearing any sound 
but the murmured conversation in an outer room, of the men 
who kept watch over them, There appeared to be more of 
these fellows than there had been hitherto; and they could 
no longer hear the voices of women, which they had before 
plainly distinguished. Some new excitement, too, seemed to 
prevail among them; for there was much stealthy going in and 
out, and a constant questioning of those who were newly 
arrived. They had previously been quite reckless in their 
behaviour; often making a great uproar; quarrelling among 
themselves, fighting, dancing, and singing. They were now 
very subdued and silent; conversing almost in whispers, and 
stealing in and out with a soft and stealthy tread, very dif- 
ferent from the boisterous trampling in which their arrivals 
and departures had hitherto been announced to the trembling 
captives. ; F . 
‘Whether this change was occasioned by the presence among 
them of some person of authority in their ranks, or by any 
other cause; they were unable to decide. Sometimes they . 
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thought it was in part attributable to there being a sick man 
in the chamber, for last night there had been a shuffling of 
fect as though a burden were brought in, and afterwards a 
moaning noise. But they had no means of ascertaining the 
truth: for any question or entreaty on their parts only provoked 
a storm of brutal execrations, or something worse; and they 
were too happy to be left alone, unassailed by threats or 
admiration, to risk even that comfort, by any voluntary 
communication with those who held them in durance. 

It was sufficiently evident, both to Emma and to the lock- 
smith’s poor little daughter herself, that she, Dolly, was the 
great object of attraction; and that so soon as they should 
have leisure to indulge in the softer passion, Hugh and Mr. 
Tappertit would certainly fali to blows for her sake: in which 
latter case, it was not very difficult to foresee whose prize she 
would become. With all her old horror of that man revived, 
and deepened into a degree of aversion and abhorrence which 
no language can describe; with a thousand old recollections 
and regrets, and causes of distress, anxiety. and fear, besetting 
her on all sides; poor Dolly Varden—sweet, blooming, buxom 
Dolly—began to hang her head, and fade, and droop, like a 
beautiful flower. The colour fled from her cheeks, her courage 
forsook her, her gentle heart failed. Unmindful of all her 
provoking caprices, forgetful of all her conquests and incon- 
stancy, with all her winning little vanities quite gone, she 
nestled all the livelong day in Emma Haredale’s bosom; and, 
sometimes calling on her dear old grey-haired father, some- 
times on her mother, and sometimes even on her old home, 
pined slowly away, like a poor bird in its cage. 

Light hearts, light hearts, that float so gaily on a smooth 
stream, that are so sparkling and buoyant in the sunshine— 
down upon fruit, bloom upon flowers, blush in summer air, 
life of the winged insect, whose whole existence is a day— 
how soon ye sink in troubled water! Poor Dolly’s heart—a 
little, gentle, idle, fickle thing; giddy, restless, fluttering; con- 
stant to nothing but bright looks, and smiles, and laughter— 
Dolly’s heart was»breaking. 

Emma had known grief, and could bear it better. She 
had little comfort to impart, but she could soothe and tend 
her, and she did so; and Dolly clung to her like a child to its 
nurse. In endeavouring to inspire her with some fortitude, 
she increased her own; and though the nights were long, and 
the days dismal, and she felt the wasting influence of watching 
and fatigue, and had perhaps a more defined and clear per- 
ception of their destitute condition and its worst dangers, 
she uttered no complaint. Before the ruffians, in whose power 
they were, she bore herself so calmly, and with such an appear- 
ance, in the midst of all her terror, of a secret conviction that 
they dared not harm her, that there was not a man among 
them but held her in some degree of dread; and more than 
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one believed she had a weapon hidden in her dress, and waa 
prepared to use it. ; : 

Such was their condition when they were joined by Miss 
Miggs: who gave them to understand that she too had been 
taken prisoner, because of her charms; and detailed such feats 
of resistance she had performed (her virtue having given her 
supernatural strength), that they felt it quite a happiness to 
have her for a champion. Nor was this the only comfort they 
derived at. first from Miggs’s presence and society: for. that 
young lady displayed such resignation and long-suffering, 
and so much meek endurance, under her trials; and breathed 
in all her chaste discourse a spirit of such holy confidence 
and resignation, and devout belief that all would happen for 
the best; that Emma felt her courage strengthened by the 
bright example, never doubting but that everything she said 
was true, and that she, like them, was torn from all she loved, 
and agonized by doubt and apprehension. As to poor Dolly, 
she was roused, at first, by seeing one who came from home; but 
when she heard under what circumstances she had left. it, and 
into whose hands her father had fallen, she wept more bitterly 
than ever, and refused all comfort. 

Miss Miggs was at some trouble to reprove her for this state 
of mind, and to entreat her to take example by herself, who, 
she said, was now receiving back, with interest, tenfold the 
amount of her subseriptions to the red-brick dwelling-house, 
in the articles of peace of mind and a quiet conscience, And, 
while on serious topics, Miss Miggs considered it her duty to 
try her hand at the conversion of Miss Haredale; for whose 
improvement she launched into a polemical address of some 
length, in the course whereof, she likened herself unto a chosen 
missionary, and that young lady to a cannibal in darkness. 
Indeed she returned so often to these subjects, and so fre- 
quently called upon them to take a lesson from her,—at the 
same time vaunting and, as it were, rioting in, her huge 
unworthiness, and abundant excess of sin,—that, in the course 
of a short time, she became in that small chamber, rather a 
nuisance than a comfort, and rendered them, if possible, even 
more unhappy than they had been before. 

The night had now come; and for the first time (for their 
jailers had been regular in bringing food and candles), they 
were left in darkness. Any change in their condition in such 
a place inspired new fears; and when some hours had passed, 
and the gloom was still unbroken, Emma could no longer 
repress her alarm. 

They listened attentively. There was the same murmuring 
in the outer room, and now and then a moan which seemed to 
be wrung from a person in great pain, who made an effort to 
subdue it, but could not. Even these men seemed to be in 
darkness too; for no light shone through the chinks in the door, 
nor were they moving, as their custom was, but quite stills 
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the ae being unbroken by so much asthe creaking of a 
board. = eis ie 

At first, Miss Miggs wondered greatly in her own mind who 
this sick person might be; but arriving, on second thoughts, 
at the conclusion that he was a part of the schemes on foot, 
and an artful device soon to be employed with great success, 
she opined, for Miss Haredale’s comfort, that it must be some 
misguided Papist who had been wounded: and this happy sup- 
position encouraged her to say, under her breath, “Ally 
Looyer!’’ several times. ac 

“Ts it possible,’ said Emma, with some indignation, “that 
you who have seen these men committing the outrages you 
have told us of, and who have fallen into their hands, like us, 
ean exult in their cruelties!”’ : 

‘Personal considerations, miss,”’ rejoined Miggs, “sinks into 
nothing, afore a noble cause. Ally Looyer! Ally Looyer! Ally 
Looyer, good gentlemen!” 

It seemed from the shrill pertinacity with which Miss Miggs 
repeated this form of acclamation, that she was calling the 
same through the keyhole of the door: but in the profound 
darkness she could not be seen. ie 

“Tf the time has come—Heaven knows it may come at any 
moment—when they are bent on prosecuting the designs, 
whatever they may be, with which they have brought us here, 
ean youstillencourage,and side with them ?’’ demanded Emma. 

“I thank my goodness-gracious-blessed-stars I can, miss,”’ 
returned Miggs, with increased energy.—‘‘ Ally Looyer, good 
gentlemen!” 

Even Dolly, cast down and disappointed as she was, 
revived at this, and bade Miggs hold her tongue directly. 

““Which, was you pleased to observe, Miss Varden?” said 
Miggs, with a strong emphasis on the irrelative pronoun, 

Dolly repeated. her request. 

“Ho, gracious me!” cried Miggs, with hysterical derision. 
“Ho, gracious me! Yes, to be sure I will. Ho yes! Tam an 
abject slave, and a toiling, moiling, constant-working, always — 
being-found-fault-with, never-giving-satisfactions, nor-having- 
no-time-to-clean-one-self, potter’s wessel—an’t I, miss! Ho 
yes! My situations is lowly, and my capacities is limited, and 
my duties is to humble myself afore the base degenerating 
daughters of their blessed mothers as is fit to keep companies 
with holy saints but is born to persecutions from wicked 
relations—and to demean myself before them as is no better 
than infidels—an’t it, miss! Ho yes! My only becomin, 
occupations is to help young flaunting pagins to brush an 
eomb and titiwate theirselves into whitening and suppulchres, 
and leave the young men to think that there an’t a bit of 
padding in it nor no pinching ins nor fillings out nor pomatums — 

-nor deceits nor earthly wanities—an’t it, miss! Yes, to be 
eure it is—ho yes!”* : j 
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Having delivered these ironical passages. with a most 
wonderful volubility, and with a shriliness perfectly deafening 
- (especially when she jerked out the interjections), Miss Miggs, 
from mere habit, and not because weeping was at all appro- 

priate to the occasion, which was one of triumph, concluded 
- by bursting into a flood of tears, and anes in an see me Se 
“manner on the name of Simmuns. 

What Emma Haredale and Dolly would ave done, or how. 

‘long Miss Miggs, now that she had hoisted her true colours, 
would have gone on waving them before their astonished 
senses, it is impossible to tell. Nor is it necessary to speculate 

‘on these matters, for a startling interruption occurred at that 
moment, which took their whole attention by storm. 

This was a violent knocking at the door of the house, and 
then its sudden bursting open; which was immediately sue-. 
eeeded by a scuffle in the room without, and the clash of 
weapons. Transported with the hope that rescue had at length 
arrived, Emma and Dolly shrieked aloud for help; nor were 
their shrieks unanswered; for after a hurried interval, a man, 
bearing in one hand a drawn sword, and in the other a taper, 
rushed into the chamber where they were confined. 

Tt was some check upon their transport to find in this 
person an entire stranger, but they appealed to him, never- 
theless, and besought him, in impassioned language, to restore 
them to. their friends. 

“Tor what other purpose am I here?’’ he answered, closing 
the door, and standing with his back against it. ‘With what 
object have I made my way to this place, through difficulty 
and danger, but to preserve you?” 

With a joy for which it was impossible to find adequate 
expression, they embraced each other, and thanked Heaven 
for this most timely aid. Their deliverer stepped forward for 
a moment to put the light upon the table, and immediately 
returning to his former position against the door, bared his 
head, and looked on smilingly. 

“You have news of my uncle, Sir?” said Emma, turning 
hastily towards him. 

“And of my father and mother?’ added Dolly. 

**Yes,’? he said. “‘Good news.”’ 

“They are alive and unhurt?” they both cried at once. 

“Yes, and unhurt,” he rejoined. f 

“And close at hand?” 

. I did not say close at hand,” he answered smoothly ; ; ‘they 
are at no great distance. Your friends, sweet one,’’ he added, 
‘addressing Dolly, ‘‘are within a few hours? journey. You will 
be restored to them, I hope, to-night.” 

“My uncle, Sir—” faltered Emma. 

“*Your uncle, dear Miss Haredale, happily—I say happily, 
because he has succeeded where many of our creed have ‘failed, 
and is safe—has crossed the sea, and is out of Britain.” 
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“T thank God for it,” said Emma, faintly, 

“You say well. You have reason to be thankful: greater 
reason than it is possible for you, who have seen but one night 
of these cruel outrages, to imagine.” 

“Does he desire,” said Emma, ‘“‘that I should follow him?” 

“Do you ask if he desires it?” cried the stranger in surprise, 
“If he desires it! But you do not know the danger of re 
maining in England, the difficulty of escape, or the price 
hundreds would pay to secure the means, when you make that 
inquiry. Pardon me. [I had forgotten that you could not, 
being prisoner here.” 

“Y gather, Sir,” said Emma, after a moment’s pause, ‘‘from 
what you hint at, but fear to tell me, that I have witnessed 
but the beginning, and the least, of the violence to which we 
are exposed; and that it has not yet slackened in its fury?” 

He shrugged his shoulders, shook his head, lifted up his 
hands; and with the same smooth smile, which was not 
a pleasant one to see, cast his eyes upon the ground, and 
remained silent. 

“You may venture, Sir, to speak plain,” said Emma, “and 
to tell me the worst. We have undergone some preparatioas 
for it already.” 

But here Dolly interposed, and entreated her not to hear the 
worst, but the best; and besought the gentleman to tell them 
the best, and to keep the remainder of his news until they 
were safe among their friends again. 

“Tt is told in three words,” he said, glancing at the lock- 
smith’s daughter with a look of some displeasure. ‘The 
people have risen, to a man, against us; the streets are filled 
with soldiers who support them and do their bidding. We 
have no protection but from above, and no safety but in flight; 
and that is a poor resource; for we are watched on every hand, 
and detained here, both by force and fraud. Miss Haredale, 
I cannot bear—believe me, that I cannot bear—by speaking 
of myself, or what I have done, or am prepared to do, to 
seem to vaunt my services before you. But, having powerful 
Protestant connexions, and having my whole wealth embarked 
with theirs in shipping and commerce, I happily possessed the 
means of saving your uncle. I have the means of saving you; 
and in redemption of my sacred promise, made to him, I am 
here; pledged not to leave you until I have placed you in his 
arms, The treachery or penitence of one of the men about 
you, led to the discovery of your place of confinement; and 
that I have forced my way here, sword in hand, you see.” 

“You bring,” said Emma, faltering, ‘“‘some note or token 
from my uncle?” 

“No, he doesn’t,” cried Dolly pointing at him earnestly: 
“now I am sure he doesn’t. Don’t go with him for the world!” 

“Hush, pretty fool—be silent,” he replied, frowning angrily 
upon her, “No, Miss Haredale, I have no letter, nor any — 
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token of any kind; for while I sympathise with you, and such 
as you, on whom misfortune so heavy and so undeserved has 
fallen, I value my life. I carry, therefore, no writing which, 
found upon me, would lead to its certain loss. Inever thought 
of bringing any other token, nor did Mr. Haredale think of 
entrusting me with one: possibly because he had good ex-< 
perience of my faith and honesty, and owed his life to me.” 

There was reproof conveyed in these words, which to a 
nature like Emma Haredale’s, was well addressed. But Dolly, 
who was differently constituted, was by no means touched by 
it; and still conjured her, in all the terms of affection and 
attachment she could think of, not to be lured away. 

“Time presses,” said their visitor, who, although he sought 
to express the deepest interest, had something cold and even 
in his speech, that grated on the ear; ‘“‘and danger surrounds 
us. If I have exposed myself to it, in vain, let it be so; but if 
you and he should ever meet again, do me justice. If you 
decide to remain (as I think you do), remember, Miss Haredale, 
that I left you, with a solemn caution, and aequitting myself 
of all the consequences to which you expose yourself.” 

“Stay, Sir!” cried Emma—“‘one moment, I beg you. Can- 
not we”—and she drew Dolly, closer to her—‘‘cannot we go 
together?” 

“The task of conveying one female in safety through such 
scenes as we must encounter, to say nothing of attracting the 
attention of those who crowd the streets,’ he answered, “‘is 
enough. I have said that she will be restored to her friends 
to-night. If you accept the service I tender, Miss Haredale, 
she shall be instantly placed in safe conduct, and that promise 
redeemed. Do you decide to remain? People of all ranks 
and creeds are fiying from the town, which is sacked from end 
to end. Let me be of use in some quarter. Do you stay, or 

? cb} ‘ 

He Dolly,” said Emma, in a hurried manner, “my dear girl, 
this is our last hope. If we part now, it is only that we may 
meet again in happiness and honour. I will trust to this 
gentleman.” 

“No—no—no!” cried Dolly, clinging to her. “Pray, pray, 
do not!” 

“You hear,” said Emma, ‘‘that to-night—only to-night— 
within a few hours—think of that !—you will be among those 
who would die of grief to lose you, and are now plunged in the 
deepest misery for your sake. Pray for me, dear girl, as I will 
for you; and never forget the many quiet hours we have passed 
together. Say one ‘God bless you!’ Say that at parting 


But Dolly could say nothing; no, not when Emma kissed her 
cheek a hundred times, and covered it with tears, could she do 
more than hang upon her neck, and sob, and clasp, and hole 
her tight, 
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*““We have time for no more of this,”’ cried the. man, un< ' 
clenching her hands, and throwing her roughly off, as he drew 
Iemma Haredale towards the door: “‘Now! Quick, outside 
there! are you ready?” i = ‘ 

“Ay!” cried a loud voice, which made him start. ‘‘Quite — 
ready! Stand back here, for your lives!” 

And in an instant he was felled like an ox in the butcher’s 
shambles—struck down as though a block of marble had 
fallen from the roof and crushed him—and cheerful light, and 
beaming faces came pouring in—and Emma was clasped in 
her uncle’s embrace; and Dolly, with a shriek that pierced the 
air, fell into the arms of her father and mother. : 

What fainting there was, what laughing, what crying, what: 
sobbing, what smiling, how much questioning, no answering, 
all talking together, all beside themselves with joy; what kiss- 
ing, congratulating, embracing, shaking of hands; and falling 
into all these raptures, over and over and over again; no 
Tanguage can describe. 4 

At length and after a long time, the old locksmith went up 
and fairly hugged two strangers, who had stood apart and 
left them to themselves; and then they saw—whom? Yes, 
Edward Chester and Joseph Willet. 

“See here!” cried the locksmith. ‘See here! where would 
any of us have been without these two? Oh, Mr. Edward, 
Mr. Edward—oh, Joe, Joe, how light, and yet how full, you 
have made my old heart to-night!” 

“Tt was Mr. Edward that knocked him down, Sir,” said Joe; 
“TI longed to do it, but I gave it up to him. Come, you brave 
and honest gentlemen! Get your senses together, for you 
haven’t long to lie here.” ; 

He had his foot upon the breast of their sham deliverer, in 
the absence of a spare arm; and gave him a gentle roll as he 
spoke. Gashford, for it was no other, crouching yet malig- 
nant, raised his scowling face, like sin subdued, and pleaded 
to be gently used, 

“I have access to all my lord’s papers, Mr. Haredale,” he 
said, in a submissive voice: Mr. Haredale keeping his back 
towards him and not once looking round: “‘there are very 
important documents among them. There are a great many 
in secret drawers, and distributed in various places, known 
only to my lord and me. I can give some very valuable 
information and render important assistance to any inquirye 
You will have to answer it, if I receive ill usage.” 

“Pah!” cried Joe, in deep disgust. ‘Get up, man; you're 
waited for, outside. Get up, do you hear?” : 

Gashford slowly rose; and picking up his hat, and looking 
with a baffled malevolence, yet with an air of despicable 
humility, all round the room, crawled out. 

“And now, gentlemen,” said Joe, who seemed to be the — 
spokesman of the party, for. all the rest were silent; j 
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the sooner we get back. to the Black Lion, the. saantedg 
perhaps.” 

Mr; Haredale nodded ascents and drawing. his niece’s arm 
through his, and taking one of her hands between his own, 
passed out straightway; followed by the locksmith, Mrs, 
Varden, and Dolly—who-~would scarcely have presented. a 
sufficient surface for all the hugs and caresses-they bestowed. 
upon her though she had been a dozen Dollys. Edward 
Chester and Joe followed. ; 

And-did Dolly never once losk behind—not once? Was 
there not one little fleeting glimpse of the dark eyelash, almost 
resting on her flushed cheek, and of the downcast sparkling eye 
it shaded? Joe thought there was—and he is not likely to 
have been mistaken; for there were not many. e like Dolly’ 8 
that’s the truth. 

The outer room, through which they had to pass, was full of 
men’; arnong them, Mr. Dennis in safe keeping; and there, had 
been since yesterday, lying in hiding behind a wooden screen 
which was now thrown down, Simon Tappertit, the recreant 
*prentice; burnt and bruised, and with a gunshot wound in his 
body; and his legs—his perfect legs, the pride and glory of his 
life, the comfort of his whole existence—crushed into shapeless 
ugliness. Wondering no longer at the moans they had heard, 
Dolly crept closer to her father, and shuddered at the sight; 
but neither bruises, burns, nor gunshot wound, nor all the 
torture of his shattered limbs, sent half so keen a pang to 
Simon’s breast, as Dolly passing out, with Joe for her preserver. 

A coach was ready at the door, and Dolly found herself safe 
and whole inside, between her father and mother; with Emma 
Haredale and her uncle, quite real, sitting opposite. But 
there was no Joe, no Edward; and they hadsaid nothing. They 
had only bowed once, and kept at a distance. Dear heart! 
what a long way it was to the Black Lion. 


CHAPTER THE SEVENTY-SECOND 

Tuer Black Lion was so far off, and occupied such a length of 
time in the getting at, that notwithstanding the strong pre- 
sumptive evidence she had about her of the late events being 
real and of actual occurrence, Dolly could not divest herself of 
the belief that she must be in a dream which was lasting all 
night. Nor was she quite certain that she saw and heard with 
her own proper senses, even when the coach, in the fullness of 
time, stopped at the Black Lion, and the host of that tavern 
approached in a gush of cheerful light to help them to dis- 
mount, and give them hearty welcome. 

There too, at the coach door, one on one side, one upon the 
other, were already Edward Chester and Joe Willet, who must 
have followed in another coach: and this was such a strange 
and tinaccountable proceeding, that Dolly was the more 
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inclined to favour the idea of her being fast asleep. But when 
Mr. Willet appeared—old John himself—so heavy-headed and 
obstinate, and with such a double chin as the liveliest imagina- 
tion could never in its boldest flights have conjured up in all 
its vast proportions—then she stood corrected, and unwillingly 
admitted to herself that she was broad awake. 

And Joe had lost an arm—he—that well-made, handsome, 
gallant fellow! As Dolly glanced towards him, and thought 
of the pain he must have suffered, and the far-off places in 
which he had been wandering; and wondered who had been 
his nurse, and hoped that whoever it was, she had been as kind 
and gentle and considerate as she would have been; the tears 
came rising to her bright eyes, one by one, little by little, until 
she could keep thein back no longer, and so, before them all, 
wept bitterly. 

“We are all. safe now, Dolly,” said her father, kindly. “We 
shall not be separated any more. Cheer up, my love, cheer 
up ! ” 

The locksmith’s wife knew better perhaps, than he, what 
ailed her daughter. But Mrs. Varden being quite an altered 
woman—for the riots had done that good—added her word to 
hhis, and comforted her with similar representations. 

““Mayhap,” said Mr. Willet senior, looking round upon the 
‘company, “she’s hungry. That’s what it is, depend upon it— 
;I am, myself.’ 

The Black Lion, who, like old John, had been waiting 
supper past all reasonable and conscionable hours, hailed this 
as a philosophical discovery of the profoundest and most pene- 
trating kind ; and the table being already spread, they sat down 
to supper straightway. 

The conversation was not of the liveliest nature, nor were 
the appetites of some among them very keen. But, in both 
these respects, old John more than atoned for any deficiency 
on the part of the rest, and very much distinguished himself. 

It was not in point of actual talkativeness that Mr. Willet 
shone so brilliantly, for he had none of his old cronies to 
“tackle,” and was rather timorous of venturing on Joe; having 
certain vague misgivings within him, that he was ready on the 
shortest notice, and on receipt of the slightest offence to fell 
the Black Lion to the floor of his own parlour, and immediately 
withdraw to China or some other remote and unknown region, 
there to dwell for evermore, or at least until he had got rid of his 
remaining arm and both legs, and perhaps an eye oro, into the 
bargain. It was with a peculiar kind of pantomime that Mr. 
Willet filled up every pause; and in this he was considered by — 
the Black Lion, who had been his familiar for some years, 
quite to surpass and go beyond himself, and outrun the expec< 
tations of his most admiring friends. 

The subject that worked in Mr. Willet’s mind, and a- 
sioned these demonstrations, was no other than his gon’ 
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bodily disfigurement, which he had never yet got himself 
thoroughly to believe, or comprehend. Shortly after their 
first meeting, he had been observed to wander, in a state of 
great perplexity, to the kitchen, and to direct his gaze towards 
the fire, as if in search of his usual adviser in all matters of 
doubt and difficulty. But there being no boiler at the Black 
Lion, and the rioters having so beaten and battered his own 
that it was quite unfit for further service, he wandered out 
again, in a perfect bog of uncertainty and mental confusion, 
and in that state took the strangest means of resolving his 
doubts: such as feeling the sleeve of his son’s great-coat as 
deeming it possible that his arm might be there}; looking at his 
own arms and those of everybody eise, as if to assure himself 
that two and not one was the usual allowance; sitting by the 
hour together in a brown study, as if he were endeavouring to 
recall Joe’s image in his younger days, and to remember 
whether he really had in those times one arm or a pair; and 
cnpeying himself in many other speculations of the same 


Finding himself at this supper, surrounded by faces with 
which he had been so well acquainted in old times, Mr. Willet 
recurred to the subject with uncommon vigour; apparently 
resolved to understand it now or never. Sometimes, after 
every two or three mouthfuls, he laid down his knife and fork, 
and stared at his son with all his might—particularly at his 
maimed side; then, he looked slowly round the table until he 
caught some person’s eye, when he shook his head with great 
solemnity, patted his shoulder, winked, or as one may say— 
for winking was a very slow process with him—went to sleep 
with one eye for a minute or two; and so, with another solemn 
shaking of his head, took up his knife and fork again, and went 
on eating. Sometimes he put his food into his mouth ab< 
stractedly, and, with all his faculties concentrated on Joe, 
gazed at him in a fit of stupefaction as he cut his meat with one 
hand, until he was recalled to himself by symptoms of choking 
on his own part, and was by that means restored to conscious< 
ness. At other times he resorted to such small devices as 
asking him for the salt, the pepper, the vinegar, the mustard— 
anything that was on his maimed side—and watching him as 
he handed it. By dint of these experiments, he did at last so 
satisfy and convince himself, that, after a longer silence than 
he had yet maintained, he laid down his knife and fork on 
either side of his plate, drank a long draught from a tankard 
beside him still keeping his eyes on Joe, and, leaning backward 
in his chair and fetching a long breath said, as he looked all 
round the board: 

_ “It’s been took off!” 
_ “By George!” said the Black Lion, striking the table with 
. his hand, “he’s got it!” 
_ “Yes, Sir,” said Mr, Willet, with the look of a man who felt 
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that he had earned a compliment, and deserved it. ‘That's 
where it is. It’s been took off.” 

‘“Tell him where it was done,”’ said the Black Lion to Joe. 

**At the defence of the Savannah, father.” 

“At the defence of the Salwanners,” repeated Mr. Willet, 
softly; again looking round the table. —_. 

‘*In America, where the war is,”’ said Joe. 

““In America where the war is,” repeated Mr. Willet. ‘It 
was took off in the defence of the Salwanners in America where 
the war is:” Continuing to repeat these words to himself in a 
low tone of voice (the same information had been conveyed to 
him in the same terms, at least fifty times before), Mr. Willet 
arose from the table; walked round to Joe; felt his empty 
sleeve all the way up from the cuff, to where the stump of his 
arm remained; shook his hand; lighted his pipe at the fire, took 
a long whiff, walked to the door; turned round once when he 
had reached it, wiped his left eye with the back of his fore- 
finger, and said, in a faltering voice: ‘‘My son’s. arm—was 
took off—at the defence of the—Salwanners—in America— 
where the war is’’—with which words he withdrew, and re- 
turned no more that night. 

Indeed, on various pretences, they all withdrew one after 
another, save Dolly, who was left sitting there alone. It was 
a great relief to be alone, and she was crying to her heart’s 
content, when she heard Joe’s voice at the end of the passage, 
bidding somebody good night. 

Good night! ‘Then he was going elsewhere—to some dis- 
tance, perhaps. To what kind of home could he be going, now 
that it was so late! 

She heard him walk along the passage, and pass the door. 
But there was a hesitation in his footsteps. He turned back— 
Dolly’s heart beat high—he looked in. 

“Good night !”’—he didn’t say Dolly, but there was comfort 
in his not saying Miss Varden. 

“Good night!” sobbed Dolly. 

“Tam sorry you take on so much, for what is pastand gone,” 
said Joe kindly. ‘Don’t. I can’t bear to see you do it. 
Think of it no longer. You are safe and happy now.” 

Dolly cried the more. 

**You must have suffered very much within these few days 
—and yet you’re not changed, unless it’s for the better. They 
said you were, but I don’t see it. You were—you were always 
very beautiful,’ said Joe, “but you are more beautiful than 
ever, now. You are, indeed. There can be no harm in my 
saying so, for you must know it, You are told so very often, 
lI am sure.”’ 

As a general principle, Dolly did know it, and was told so, 
very often. But the coachmaker had turned out, years ago, 
to be a special donkey; and whether she had been afraid of 
making similar discoveries in others, or had grown by dint of 
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long custom to be careless of compliments generally, certain 
it is that although she cried so much, she was better pleased to 
be told so now, than ever she had been i in all her life. 

“T shall bless your name,’?: Ace the locksmith’s little 
daughter, “as long as I live. ‘I shall never hear it spoken 
without feeling as if my heart would burst. I shall remember 
it in my prayers, every night and morning till I die!”’ 

“Will you?” said Joe, eagerly. “Will you indeed? It 
makes me—well, it makes me he glad and proud to hear you 
say so.” 

Dolly still sobbed, and held her handkerchief to her eyes. 
Joe still stood, looking at her. 

“Your voice,” said Joe, “brings up old times so pleasantly, 
‘that, for the moment, I feel as if that night—there can be no 
harm in talking of that night now—had come back, and 
nothing had happened in the meantime. I féel as if I hadn? t 
suffered any hardships, but had knocked down poor Tom Cobb 
only yesterday, and had come to see you with my bundle on 
my shoulder before running away.—You remember?”’ 

Remember! But she said nothing. She raised her eyes 
for an instant. It was but a glance; a little tearful, timid 
glance. It kept. Joe silent though, for a long time. 

“Well!” he said stoutly, “it was to be otherwise, and was. 
TI have been abroad, fighting all the summer and frozen up all 
the winter, ever since. I have come back as poor in purse as I 
went, and crippled for life besides. But, Dolly, I would rather 
have lost this other arm—ay, I would rather have lost my head 
—than have come back to find you dead, or anything but 
what I always pictured you to myself, and what I always 
hoped and wished to find you. Thank God for all!” 

Ob how much, and how keenly, the little coquette of five 
years ago, felt now! She had found her heart at last. Never 
having known its worth till now, she had never known the 
worth of his. How priceless it appeared. 

“I did hope once,”’ said Joe, in his homely way, “that I 
might come back a rich man, and marry you. But I was a boy 
then; and have long known better than that. I ama poor, 
maimed, discharged ct and must be content to rub 
through life as I can. I can’t say, even now, that I shall be 
glad to see you miieed! Dolly; but I am giad—yes, I am, and 
glad to think I can say so—to know that you are admired and 
courted, and can pick and choose for a happy life. It’s a 
‘comfort to me to know that you’ll talk to your husband about 
me; and I hope the time will come when I may be able to like 
him, and to shake hands with him, and to come and see you as 
a poor friend who knew you when you were a girl, God bless 

ou!”? 

His hand did tremble; but for all that, he took it away again, 
| — left Ii er. 
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CHAPTER THE SEVENTY-THIRD : 
By this Friday night—for it was on Friday in the riot week, 
that Emma and Dolly were rescued, by the timely aid of Joe 
and Edward Chester—the disturbances were entirely quelled, 
and peace and order were restored to the affrighted city. True, 
after what had happened, it was impossible for any man to say 
how long this better state of things might last, or how suddenly 
new outrages, exceeding even those so lately witnessed, might 
burst forth and fil] its streets with ruin and bloodshed; for this 
reason, those who had fled from the recent tumuilts still kept 
at a distance, and many families, hitherto unable to procure 
the means of flight, now availed themselves of the calm, and 
withdrew to the country. The shops, too, from Tyburn to 
Whitechapel, were still shut; and very little business was 
transacted in any of the places of great commercial resort. 
But, notwithstanding, and in spite of the meiancholy fore- 
bodings of that numerous class of society who see with the 
greatest clearness into the darkest perspectives, the town 
remained profoundly quiet. The strong military force dis- 
posed in every advantageous quarter, and stationed at every 
commanding point, held the scattered fragments of the mob in 
check; the search after rioters was prosecuted with unrelenting 
vigour; and if there were any among them so desperate and 
reckless as to be inclined, after the terrible scenes they had 
beheld, to venture forth again, they were so daunted by these 
resolute measures, that they quickly shrank into their hiding 
places, and had no thought but for their personal safety. 

In a word, the crowd was utterly routed. Upwards of two 
hundred had been shot dead in the streets. Two hundred and 
fifty more were lying, badly wounded, in the hospitals; of 
whom seventy or eighty died within a short time afterwards, 
A hundred were already in custody, and more were taken every 
hour. How many perished in the conflagrations, or by their 
own excesses, is unknown; but that numbers found a terrible 
grave in the hot ashes of the flames they had kindled, or crept 
into vaults and cellars to drink in secret or to nurse their sores, 
and never saw the light again, is certain. When the embers of 
the fires had been black and cold for many weeks, the labourers’ 
spades proved this beyond a doubt. 

Seventy-two private houses and four strong jails were des- 
troyed in the four great days of these riots. The total loss of 
property, as estimated by the sufferers, was one hundred and 
fifty-five thousand pounds; at the lowest and least partial 
estimate of disinterested persons, it exceeded one hundred and 
twenty-five thousand pounds. For this immense loss, com~ 
6 Cages was soon afterwards made out of the public purse, 

pursuance of a vote of the House of Commons; the sum~ 
being levied on the various wards in the City, on the county, 


ee ee ih oe ae at J ii 1 alee 
- i 


sad BARNABY RUDGE: 483.~ 


and the borough of Southwark. Both Lord Mausfield and 
Lord Saville, however, who had been great sufferers, refused 


to accept of any compensation whatever. 


The House of Commons, sitting on Tuesday with locked and 
guarded doors, had passed a resolution to the effect that, as 
soon as the tumults subsided, it would immediately proceed to 
consider the petitions presented from many of his Majesty’s 
Protestant subjects and would take the same into its seriqus 
eonsideration. While this question was under debate, Mr. 
Herbert, one of the members present, indignantly rose and 
called upon the House to observe that Lord. George Gordon 
was then sitting under the gallery with the blue cockade, the 
signal of rebellion, in his hat. He was not only obliged, by 
those who sat near, to take it out; but, offering to go into the 
street to pacify the mob with the somewhat indefinite assur- 
Peer that the House was prepared to give them “the satis- 

faction they sought,”’ was actually held down in his seat by 
the combined foree of several members. Im short, the dis- 
order and violence which reigned triumphant out of decors, 
penetrated into the senate, and there, as elsewhere, terror 
and alarm prevailed, and ordinary forms were for the time 
forgotten. 

On the Thursday, both Houses had adjourned until the 
following Monday se’ennight, declaring it impossible to pursue 
their deliberations with the necessary gravity and freedom, 
while they were surrounded by armed troops. And now that 
the rioters were dispersed, the citizens were beset with a new 
fear; for, finding the public thoroughfares and all their usual. 
places of resort filled with soldiers entrusted with the free use 
of fire and sword, they began to lend a greedy ear to the 
rumours which were afloat of martial law being declared, and 
to dismal stories of prisoners having been seen hanging on 
lamp-posts in Cheapside and Fleet Street. These terrors 


_ being promptly dispelled by a proclamation declaring that 


all the rioters in custody would be tried by a special commis- 
sion in due course of law, a fresh alarm was engendered by its 
being whispered abroad that French money had been found 
on some of the rioters, and that the disturbances had been 
fcmented byforeign powers whosoughtto compass the overflow 
and ruin of England. This report, which was strengthened by 
the diffusion of anonymous handbills, but which, if it had any 
foundation at all, probably owed its origin to the circumstance 
of some few coins which were not Engiish money having been 
swept into the pockets of the insurgents with other miscel- 
laneous booty, and afterwards discovered on the prisoners or 
the dead bodies,—caused a great. sensation; and men’s minds 
being in that excited state when they are most apt to catch at 


_ any shadow of apprehension, was bruited about with much 


_ industry. 
All remaining quiet, however, during the whole of this: 
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Friday, and on this Friday night, and no new discoveries being 
made, confidence began to be restored, and the most timid and 
desponding breathed again. In Southwark, no fewer than 
three thousand of the inhabitants formed themselves into a 
watch, and patrolled the streets every hour. Nor were the 
citizens slow to follow so good an example: and it being the 
manner of peaceful men to be very bold when the danger is 
over, they were abundantly fierce and daring; not scrupling to 
question the stoutest passenger with great severity, and carry- 
ing it with a very high hand over all errand-boys, servant~ 
girls, and ’prentices. 

As day deepened into evening, and darkness crept into the 
nooks and corners of the town as if it were mustering in secret 
and gathering strength to venture into the open ways, Barnaby 
sat in his dungeon, wondering at the silence, and listening in 
vain for the noise and outcry which had ushered in the night 
of late. Beside him, with his hand in hers, sat one in whose 
companionship he felt at peace and tranquil. She was worn, 
and altered; full of grief; and heavy-hearted; but the same to 
him, 

“Mother,” he said, after a long silence: “show long,—how 
many days and nights,—shall I be kept here?” 

“Not many, dear. I hope not many.” 

“You hope! Ay, but your hoping will not undo these 
chains. JI hope, but they don’t mind that. Grip hopes, but 
who cares for Grip?” The raven gave a short, dull, melan- 
choly croak, It said ‘‘ Nobody,” as plainly as a croak could 
speak, 

“Who cares for Grip, excepting you and me?” said Barnaby, 
smoothing the bird’s rumpled feathers with his hand, “He 
never speaks in this place; he never says a word in jail; he sits 
and mopes all day in this dark corner, dozing sometimes, and 
sometimes looking at the light that creeps in through the bars, 
and shines in his bright eye as if a spark from those great fires 
had fallen into the room and was burning yet. But who cares 
for Grip?” , 

The raven croaked again—Nobody. 

“And by the way,” said Barnaby, withdrawing his hand 
from the bird, and laying it upon his mother’s arm, as he looked 
eagerly in her face; “if they kill me—they may, I heard it said 
they would—what will become of Grip when I am dead?” 

The sound of the word, or the current of his own thought, 
suggested to Grip his old phrase ‘Never say die!” But he 
stopped short in the middle of it, drew a dismal cork, and 
subsided into a faint croak, as if he lacked the heart to get 
through the shortest sentence. 

““Will they take his life as well as mine?” said Barnaby. 
“JT wish they would. If you and I and he could die together, 
there would be none to feel sorry, or to grieve for us.. But do 
what they will, I don’t fear them, mother.” . 
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' “They will not harm you,” she said, her tears choking her 
utterance. “They never will harm you when they know all. 
Tam sure they never will.” f 

“Oh! Don’t you be too sure of that,” cried Barnaby, with 
a strange pleasure in the belief that she was self-deceived, and 
in his own sagacity. ‘They have marked me, mother, from 
the first. I heard them say so to each other when they 
brought me to this place last night; and I believe them, Don’t 
youcryforme. They said that I was bold, andso I am, and so 
fwillbe. You may think that I am silly, but I can die as well 
as another.—I have done no harm, have I?” he added quickly. 

“None before Heaven,” she answered. 

“Why then,” said Barnaby, “let them do their worst. You 
told me once—you—when I asked you what death meant, that 
it was nothing to be feared, if we did no harm—Aha! mother, 
you thought I had forgotten that!” . 

His merry laugh and playful manner smote her to the heart, 
She drew him closer to her, and besought him to talk to her in 
whispers and to be very quiet, for it was getting dark, and 
their time was short, and she would soon have to leave him 
for the night. 

““You will come to-morrow?” said Barnaby. 

Yes. And every day. And they would never part again. 

He joyfully replied that this was well, and what he wished, 
and what he had felt quite certain she would tell him: and then 
he asked her where she had been so long; and why she had not 
come to see him when he was a great soldier; and ran through 
the wild schemes he had had for their being rich and living 
prosperously ; and, with some faint notion in his mind that she 
was sad and he had made her so, tried to console and comfort 

‘her, and talked of their former life and his old sports and 
freedom: little dreaming that every word he uttered. only 
increased her sorrow, and that her tears fell faster at the 
freshened recollection of their lost tranquillity. 

‘*Mother,”’ said Barnaby, as they heard the man approach- 
ing to close the cells for the night, “‘when I spoke to you just 
now about my father you cried ‘Hush!’ and turned away your 
head. Why did you do so? Tell me why, ina word. You 

‘thought he was dead. You are not sorry that he is alive and 
has come back—to us. Where is he? Here?” 

“Do not ask any one where he is, or speak about him,” she 
made answer. : 

“Why not?” said Barnaby. “Because he is a stern man, 
and talks roughly? Well! I don’t like him, or want to be 
with him by myself; but why not speak about him?” 

‘*Because I am sorry that he is alive; sorry that he has come 
back; and sorry that he and you have ever met. Because, 

_ dear Barnaby, the endeavour of my life has been to keep you 

two asunder.” . . 

_ Father and son asunder! Why?” 
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‘He has,’ she whispered in his ear, “he has shed blood. 
The time has come when you must know it. He has shed the 
blood of one who loved him well, and trusted him, and never 
did him wrong in word or deed.” 

Barnaby recoiled in horror, and glancing at his stained wrist 
for an instant, wrapped it, shuddering, in his dress. 

“But,” she added hastily as the key turned in the lock, 
“and although we shun him he is your father, dearest, and I 
ent his wretched wife. They seek his life, and he will lose it. 
Tt must not be by our means; nay, if we could win him back to 
penitence, we should be bound to love him yet. Do not seem 
to know him, except as one who fled with you from the jail: 
and if they question you about him, do not answer them. God 
be with you through the night, dear boy! God be with you!” 

She tore herself away, and in a few seconds Barnaby was 
alone. He stood for a lorg time rooted to the spot, with his 
face hidden in his hands; then flung himself, sobbing, upon his 
miserable bed. 

But the moon came slowly up in alt her gentle glory, and 
the stars looked out; and through the small compass of the 
grated window, as through the narrow crevice of one good 
deed in a murky life of guilt, the face of Heaven shone bright 
and merciful. He raised his head; gazed upward at the quiet 
sky, which seemed to smile upon the earth in sadness, as if the 
night, more thoughtful than the day, looked down in sorrow on 
the sufferings and evil deeds of men; and felt its peace sink 
deep into his heart. He, a poor idiot, caged in his narrow cell, 
was as much lifted up to God, while gazing on that mild light, 
as the freest and most favoured man in all the spacious city; 
and in his ill-remembered prayer, and in the fragment of the 
ehildish hymn, with which he sang and crooned himself asleep, 
there breathed as true a spirit as ever studied homily expressed, 
or old cathedral arches echoed. 

As his mother crossed a yard on her way out, she saw, 
through a grated door which separated it from another court, 
her husband, walking round and round, with his hands folded 
on his breast, and his head hung down. She asked the man 
who conducted her, if she might speak a word with this 
prisoner. Yes, but she must be quick, for he was locking 
up for the night, and there was but a minute or so to spare. 
Saying this, he unlocked the door, and bade her go in. 

It grated harshly as it turned upon its hinges, but he was 
deaf to the noise, and still walked round and round the little 
court, without raising his head or changing his attitude in the 
least. She spoke to him, but her voice was weak, and failed 
her. At length she put herself in his track, and when he came 
near, stretched out her hand and touched him. 

He started back, trembling from head to foot; but seeing 
who it was, demanded why she came there. Before she could 
reply, he spoke again. F 
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Am 1 to live or die? Do you do murder too, or spare?” 
_ **Niy son—our son,”’ she answered, “‘is in this prison.” ‘ 
. “What is that to me?” he cried, stamping impatiently on 
the stone pavement. “I know it. He can no more aid me 
than Ican aidhim. If you are come to talk of him, begone!”” 

As he spoke he resumed his walk, and hurried round the 
court as before. When he came again to where she stood, he 
stopped, and said, 

**Am I to live or die? Do you repent?” 
 “Oh!—do you?’ she answered. “Will you, while time 
remains? Do not believe that I could save you, if I dared.” 

“Say if you would,” he answered with an oath, as he tried 
to disengage himself and passon. “Say if you would.” 

“Visten to me for one moment,” she returned; “for but a 
moment. Iam but newly risen from a sick-bed, from which 
I never hoped to rise again. The best among us think at such 
a time of good intentions half-performed and duties left 
undone. If I have ever, since that fatal night, omitted to 
pray for your repentance before death—if I omitted, even 
then, anything which might tend to urge it on you when the 
horror of your crime was fresh—if, in our later meeting, I 
yielded to the dread that was upon me, and forgot to fall upon’ 
my knees and solemnly adjure you, in the name of him you 
sent to his account with Heaven, to prepare for the retribution 
which must come, and which is stealing on you now—I humbly 
before you, and in the agony of supplication in which you see 
me, beseech that you will let me make atonement.” 

“What is the meaning of your canting words?” he answered 
roughly. “Speak so that I may understand you.” 

“T will,” she answered, “I desire to. Bear with me fora 
moment more. The hand of Him who set His curse on 
murder, is heavy on us now. You cannot doubt it. Our son, 
- our innocent boy, on whom His anger fell before his birth, is in 

this place ia peril of his life—brought here by your guilt; yes, 

by that alone, as Heaven sees and knows, for he has been led 
astray in the darkness of his intellect, and that the terrible 
consequence of your crime.” 

“Tf you come, woman-like, to load me with reproaches—” 
he muttered, again endeavouring to break away. 

“_T donot. Ihave a different purpose. You must hear 
it. If not to-night, to-morrow; if not to-morrow, at another 
time. You must hear it. Husband, escape is hopeless— 
impossible.” 

“You tell me so, do you?” he said, raising his manacled 
hand, and shaking it. “‘ You!” 

“Yes,” she said, with indescribable earnestness. “But why?” 

“To make me easy in this jail. To make the time *twixt 
this and death pass pleasantly. Haha! For my good—yes, 
for my good, of course,” he said, grinding his teeth, = smiling 

at je Gith'a livid face. 
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“Not to load you with reproaches,” she replied; ‘“‘not to 
aggravate the tortures and miseries of your condition; not to 
give you one hard word; but to restore you to peace and hope. 
Husband, dear husband, if you will but confess this dreadful 
crime; if you will but implore forgiveness of Heaven and of 
those whom you have wronged on earth; if you will dismiss 
these vain uneasy thoughts, which never can be realised, and 
will rely on Penitence and on the Truth; I promise you, in the 
great name of the’ Creator, whose image you have defaced, 
that He will comfort and console you. And for myself,” she 
eried clasping her hands, and looking upward, ‘‘I swear before 
Him, as He knows my heart and reads it now, that from that 
hour I will love and cherish you as I did of old, and watch you 
night and day in the short interval that will remain to us, and 
soothe you with my truest love and duty, and pray, with you, 
that one threatening judgment may be arrested, and that our 
boy may be spared to bless God, in his poor way, in the free air 
and sunlight!” ; 

He fell back and gazed at her while she poured out these 
words, as though he were for a moment awed by her manner, 
and knew not what to do. But rage and fear soon got the 
mastery of him, and he spurned her from him. 

““Begone!”? he cried. ‘Leave me! You plot, do you! 
You plot to get speech with me, and let them know I am the 
man they say lam. A curse on you and on your boy.” 

“On him the curse has already fallen,” she replied, wringing 
her hands. 

“Letitfallheavier. Letitfallononeandall. Thate ye both. 
The worst has come to me. The only comfort that I seek or I 
can have, will be the knowledge that it comes to you. Begone!” 

She would have urged him gently, even then, but he 
menaced her with his chain. ‘ 

“T say begone—I say it for the last time; and do not tempt 
me. The gallows has me in its grasp, and it is a black phantom 
that may urge me on to something more, before it coils its arm 
about my throat. Begone! I curse the hour that I was born, 
the man I slew, and all the living world!” 

In a paroxysm of wrath, and terror, and the fear of death, 
he broke from her, and rushed into the darkness of his cell, 
where he cast himself jangling down upon the stone floor, and 
smote it with his ironed hands. The man returned to lock the 
dungeon door, and having done so, carried her away. 

On that warm, balmy night in June, there were glad faces 
and light hearts in all quarters of the town; and sleep, banished 
by the late horrors was doubly welcomed. On that night, 
families made merry in their houses, and greeted each other on 
the common danger they had escaped ; and those who had been 
denounced, ventured into the streets; and they who had been 
plundered, got good shelter. Even the timorous Lord Mayor, 
who was summoned that night before the Privy Council ta 
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answer for his conduct, came’ back contented; observing to all 
his friends that he had got off very well with a reprimand, and 


_Tepeating with huge satisfaction his memorable defence before 


the Council, “‘that such was his temerity, he thought death 
would have been his portion.” 

On that night, too, more of the scattered remnants of the 
mob were traced to their lurking-places, and taken; and in the 
hospitals, and deep among the ruins they had made, and in the 
ditches, and the fields, many unshrouded wretches lay dead: 
envied by those who had been active in the disturbances, and 
pillowed their doomed heads in the temporary jails. 

And in the Tower, in a dreary room, whose thick stone walls 
shut out the hum of life, and made a stillness which the records 
left by former prisoners with those silent witnesses seemed to 
deepen and intensify; remorseful for every act that had been 
done by every man among the cruel crowd; feeling for the time 
their guilt his own, and their lives put in peril by himself; and 
finding, amidst such reflections, little comfort in fanaticism, or 
jn his fancied call; sat the unhappy author of all—Lord George 
Gordon. 

He had been made prisoner that evening. ‘‘If you are sure 
it’s me you want,” he said to the officer, who waited outside 
with the warrant for his arrest on a charge of high treason, “I 
am ready to accompany you—” which he did without resist- 
ance. He was conducted first before the Privy Council, and 
afterwards to the Horse Guards, and then was taken by way 
of Westminster Bridge, and back over London Bridge (for the 
purpose of avoiding the main streets), to the Tower, under the 
strongest guard ever known to enter its gates with a single 
prisoner, 

Of all his forty thousand men, not one remained to bear him 
company. Friends, dependants, followers—none were there: 
His fawning secretary had played the traitor; and he whose 
weakness had been goaded and urged on by so many for their 
Own purposes, was desolate and alone. 


CHAPTER THE SEVENTY-FOURTH 

Mr. Dennis, having been made prisoner late in the evening, 
was removed to a neighbouring round-house for that night, 
and carried before a justice for examination on the next day, 
Saturday. The charges against him being numerous and 
weighty, and it being in particular proved, by the testimony of 
Gabriel Varden, that he had shown a special desire to take his 
life, he was committed for trial. Moreover he was honoured 
with the distinction of being considered a chief among the 
insurgents, and received from the magistrate’s lips the compli- 
mentary assurance that he was in a position of imminent 
danger, and would do well to prepare himself for the worst. 

' To say that Mr. Dennis’s modesty was not somewhat 
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startled by these honours, or that he was altogether prepared 
for so flattering a reception, would be to claim for him a 
greater amount of stoical philosophy than even he possessed. 
Indeed this gentleman’s stoicism was of that not uncommon 
kind, which enables a man to bear with exemplary fortitude 
the afflictions of his friends, but renders him, by way of counter- 
poise, rather selfish and sensitive in respect of any that 
happen to befall himself. It is therefore uo disparagement te 
the great officer in question to state, without disguise or con- 
cealment, that he was at first very much alarmed, and that he 
betrayed divers emotions of fear, until his reasoning powers 
came to his relief, and set before him a more hopeful prospect. 

In proportion as Mr. Dennis exercised these intellectual 
qualities with which he was gifted, in reviewing his best 
chances of coming off handsomely and with small personal 
inconvenience, his spirits rose, and his confidence increased. 
When he remembered the great estimation in which his office 
was held, and the constant demand for his services; when he 
bethought himself, how the Statute Book regarded him as a 
kind of Universal medicine applicable to men, women, and 
children, of every age and variety of criminal constitution; 
and how high he stood, in his official capacity, in the favour of 
the Crown, and both Houses of Parliament, the Mint, the Bank 
of England, and the Judges of the land; when he recollected 
that whatever Ministry was in or out, he remained their 
peculiar pet and panacea, and that for his sake England stood 
single and conspicuous among the civilised nations of the earth: 
when he called these things to mind and dwelt wpon them, he 
felt certain that the national gratitude must relieve him from 
the consequences of his late proceedings, and would certainly 
restore him to his old place in the happy social system. 

With these crumbs, or as one may say, with these whole 
loaves of comfort to regale upon, Mr. Dennis took his place 
among the escort that awaited him, and repaired to jail with 
a manly indifference. Arriving at Newgate, where some of 
the ruined cells had been hastily fitted up for the safe keeping 
of rioters, he was warmly received by the turnkeys, as an 
unusual and interesting case, which agreeably relieved their 
monotonous duties. In this spirit, he was fettered with great 
care, and conveyed into the interior of the prison. 

“Brother,” cried the hangman, as, following an officer, he 
traversed under these novel circumstances the remains of 
passages with which he was well acquainted, “am I going to 
be along with anybody?” 

“If you’d have left more walls standing, you’d have been 
alone,” was the reply. “As it is, we’re cramped for room, and 
you'll have company.” : 

“Well,” returned Dennis, “I don’t object to company, 
pian T rather like company. I was formed for society, 

was.” : ; 
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“That's rather a pity, an’t it?’ said the man. ‘% 

“No,” answered Dennis, ‘Pm not aware that itis. Why 
should it be a pity, brother?” s 

“Oh! I don’t know,” said the man earelessly. “I thought 
that was what you meant. ing formed for society, and 
being cut off in your flower, you know: 2 : 

“Tsay,” interposed the other quickly, “‘what are you talking 
of? Don’t. Who’s agoing to be cut off in their flowers?” 

“Qh, nobody particular. I thought you was, perhaps,”’ 
said the man. 

Mr. Dennis wiped his face, which had suddenly grown very - 
hot, and remarking in a tremulous voice to his conductor that 
he had always been fond of his joke, followed him in silence 
until he stopped at a door, 

“Phis is my quarters, is it?’? he asked facetiously. 

“This is the shop, Sir,’’ replied his friend. 

He was walking in, but not with the best possible grace, 
when he suddenly stopped and started back. 

“Halloa!’’ said the officer. ‘* You’re nervous.’’ 

“Nervoust’? whispered Dennis in great alarm. ‘Well I 
may be. Shut the door.’ : 

“I will, when you're in,” returned the man. 

“But I ean’t go in there,’’ whispered Dennis. “I can’t be 
shut up with that man. Do you want me to be throttled, 
brother?” 

The officer seemed to entertain no particular desire on the 
subject one way or other, but briefly remarking that he had his 
orders, and intended to obey them, pushed him in, turned the 
key, and retired. 

Dennis stood trembling with his back against the door, and 
involuntarily raising his arm to defend himself, stared at a 
man, the only other tenant of the cell, who lay, stretched at his 
full length, upon a stone bench, and who paused in his deep 
breathing as if he were about to wake. But he rolled over on 
one side, let his arm fall negligently down, drew a long sigh, 
and murmuring indistinctly, fell fast asleep again. © 

Relieved in some degree by this, the hangman took his eyes 
for an instant from the slumbering figure, and glanced round 
the cell in search of some ’vantage-ground or weapon of 
defence. There was nothing moveable within it, but a 
clumsy table which could not be displaced without noise, and 
a heavy chair. Stealing on tiptoe towards this latter piece of 
furniture, he retired with it into the remotest comer, and 
intrenching himself behind it, watched the enemy with the 
utmost vigilance and caution. 

The sleeping man was Hugh; and perhaps it was not un- 
natural for Dennis to feel in a state of very uncomfortable 
suspense, and to wish with his whole soul that he might never 
awake again. Tired of standing, he crouched down in his 

_ corner after some time, and rested on the cold pavement; but 
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although Hugh’s breathing still proclaimed that he was — 
sleeping soundly, he could not trust him out of his sight for an 
instant. He was-so afraid of him, and of some sudden on- 
slaught, that he was not content to see his closed eyes through 
the chair-back, but every now and then, rose stealthily to his 
feet, and peered at him with outstretched neck, to assure him- 
self that he really was still asleep, and was not about to spring 
upon him when he was off his guard. 

He slept so long and so soundly, that Mr. Dennis began to 
think he might sleep on until the turnkey visited them. He 
was congratulating himself upon these promising appearances, 
and blessing his stars with much fervour, when one or two 
unpleasant symptoms manifested themselves: such as another 
motion of the arm, another sigh, a restless tossing of the head. 
Then, just as it seemed that he was about to fall heavily to the 
ground from his narrow bed, Hugh’s eyes opened. 

It happened that his face was turned directly towards his 
unexpected visitor. He looked lazily at him for some half- 
dozen seconds without any aspect of surprise or recognition; 
then suddenly jumped up, and with a great oath pronounced 
his name. 

“Keep off, brother, keep off!’’ cried Dennis, dodging behind 
the chair. “Don’t domea mischief. I'ma prisoner like you, 
I haven’t the free use of my limbs. I’m quite an old man. 
Don’t hurt me!” 

He whined out the last three words in such piteous accents, 
that Hugh, who had dragged away the chair, and aimed a 
blow at him with it, checked himself, and bade him get up. 

“T’ll get up certainly, brother,’’ cried Dennis, anxious to 
propitiate him by any means in his power. “I'll comply with 
any request of yours, I’m sure. There—I’m up now. What 
can I do for you? Only say the word, and I’ll do it.” 

“What can you do for me!”’ cried Hugh, clutching him by 
the collar with both hands, and shaking him as though he were 
bent on stopping his breath by that means. “What have you 
done for me?” 

“The best. The best that could be done,’’ returned the 
hangman. 

Hugh made him no answer, but shaking him in his strong 
grip until his teeth chattered in his head, cast him down upon 
the floor, and flung himself on the bench again. 

“If it wasn’t for the comfort it is to me, to see you here,”’ he 
muttered, “I’d have crushed your head against it; I would,” 

It was some time before Dennis had breath enough to speak, 
but as soon as he could resume his propitiatory strain, he did so. 

**T did the best that could be done, brother,’’ he whined; “I 
did indeed. I was forced with two bayonets and I don’t know 
how many bullets on each side of me, to point you out. If 
you hadn’t been taken, you’d have been shot; and what a 
sight that would have been—a fine young man like you!’ 
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- Will it be a better sight now?” asked Hugh, raising lis 
head, with such a fierce expression, that the other durst not 

answer him just then. ; 
__ “A deal better,” said Dennis meekly, aftera pause. ‘First, 
there’s all the chances of the law, and they're five hundred 
strong. .We may get off scot-free. Unlikelier things than 
that have come to pass. Even if we shouldn’t, and the 
chances fail, we can but be worked off once; and when it’s well 
done, it’s so neat, so skilful, so captiwating, if that don’t seem 
too strong a word, that you’d hardly believe it could be 
brought to sich perfection. Kill one’s fellow-creeturs off, 
with muskets!—Pah!” and his nature so revolted at the bare 
idea, that he spat upon the dungeon pavement. 

- His warming on this topic, which to one unacquainted with 
his pursuits and tastes appeared like courage; together with 
his artful suppression of his own secret hopes, and mention of 
himself as being in the same condition with Hugh; did more to 
soothe that ruffian than the most elaborate arguments could 
have done, or the most abject submission. He rested his arms 
upon his knees, and stooping forward, looked from beneath 
his shaggy hair at Dennis, with something of a smile upon 
his face. 

“The fact is, brother,” said the hangman, in a tone of greater . 
confidence, ‘‘that you got into bad company. The man that 
was with you was looked after more than you, and it was him 
I wanted. As to me, what have I got by it? Here we are, 
in one and the same plight.” ; 

' “Lookee, rascal,” said Hugh, contracting his brows, “I’m 
not altogether such a shallow blade but I know you expected 
to get something by it, or you wouldn’t have done it. But 
it’s done, and you’re here, and it will soon be all over with you 
and me; and I’d as soon die as live, or live as die. Why should 
I trouble myself to have revenge on you? To eat, and drink, 
and go to sleep, as long as I stay here, is all I care for. If 
there was but a little more sun to bask in, than can find its 
way into this cursed place, Id lie in it all day, and not trouble 
myself to sit or stand up once. That’s all the care I have for 
myself. Why should I care for you?” 

Finishing this speech with a growl like the yawn of a wild 
beast, he stretched himself upon the bench again, and closed 
his eyes once more. 

After looking at him in silence for some moments, Dennis, 
who was greatly relieved to find him in this mood, drew the 
chair towards his rough couch and sat down near him—taking 
the precaution, however, to keep out of the range of his brawny 


arm. 

“Well said, brother; nothing could be better said,” he 
ventured to observe. ‘‘ We'll eat and drink of the best, and 
sleep our best, and make the best of it every way. Anything 
can be got for money. Let’s spend it merrily,” ‘ 
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“Ay,” said Hugh, coiling himself into a new position.— 
* Where is it?” 

“Why, they took mine from me at the lodge,” said Mr. 
Dennis; “‘but mine’s a peculiar case.” 

“Ts it? They took mine too.” 

“Why then, I tell you what, brother,’’ Dennis began. “You . 
must look up your friends—” 

““My friends!” cried Hugh, starting up and resting on his 
hands. ‘Where are my friends?” 

“Your relations then,” said Dennis. 

“Ha ha ha!” laughed Hugh, waving one arm above his 
head. ‘“‘He talks of friends to me—talks of relations to a man 
whose mother died the death in store for her son, and left him, 
a hungry brat, without a face he knew in all the world! He 
talks of this to me!” 

“Brother,” cried the hangman, whose features underwent a 
sudden change, “you don’t mean to say—” 

““T mean to say,” Hugh interposed, “‘that they hung her up 
at Tyburn. What was good enough for her, is good enough 
for me. Let them do the like by me as soon as they please— 
the sooner the better. Say no more to me. I’m going to 
sleep. 

“But I want to speak to you; I want to hear more about 
that,” said Dennis, changing colour. 

“Tf you’re a wise man,” growled Hugh, raising his head to 
look at him with a savage frown. “‘you’ll hold your tongue. 
I tell you I’m going to sleep.” 

Dennis venturing to say something more in spite of this 
caution, the desperate fellow struck at him with all his force; 
and missing him, lay down again with many muttered oaths 
and imprecations, and turned his face towards the wall. 
After two or three ineffectual twitches at his dress, which he 
was hardy enough to venture upon, notwithstanding his 
dangerous humour, Mr. Dennis, who burnt, for reasons of 
his own, to pursue the conversation had no alternative but to 
sit as patiently as he could: waiting his further pleasure. 


CHAPTER THE SEVENTY-FIFTH 

A mont has elapsed,—and we stand in the bed-chamber of 
Sir John Chester.. Through the half-opened window, the 
Temple Garden looks green and pleasant; the placid river, gay 
with boat and barge, and dimpled with the splash of many an 
oar, sparkles in the distance; the sky is blue and clear; and the 
summer air steals gently in, filling the room with perfume. 
The very town, the smoky town, is radiant. High roofs and 
steeple tops, wont to look black and sullen, smile a cheerful 
grey; every old gilded vane, and ball, and cross, glitters anew 
in the bright morning sun; and, high among them all, St, 
Paul’s towers. up, showing its lofty crest in burnished gold. . 
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Sir John was breakfasting in bed. His chocolate and toast 
stood upon a little table at his elbow; books and newspapers 
lay ready to his hand, upon the coverlet; and, sometimes 
pausing to glance with an air of tranquil satisfaction round the 
well-ordered room, and sometimes to gaze indolently at the 
summer sky, he ate, and drank, and read the news, luxuriously. 

The cheerful influence of the morning seemed to have some 
effect, éven upon his equable temper. His manner was un- 
usually gay; his smile more placid and agreeabie than usual; 
his voice more clear and pleasani. He laid down the news- 
paper he had been reading: leaned back upon his pillow with 
the air of one who resigned himself to a train of charming 
recollections; and after a pause. soliloquised as foilows: 

“And my friend the centaur, goes the way of his mama! I 
am not surprised. And his mysterious friend Mr. Dennis, 
likewise! I am not surprised. And my old postman, the 
exceedingly free-and-easy young madman of Chigwell! Lam 
quite rejoiced. It’s the very best thing that could possibly 
happen to him.” : 

After having delivered himself of these remarks, he fell 
again into his smiliag train of reflection; from which he roused 
himself at length to finish his chocolate, which was getting 
cold, and ring the bell for more. 

The new supply arriving, he took the cup from his servant's 
hand; and saying, with a charming affability, ‘1 am obliged 
to you, Peak,” dismissed him. 

“Tt is a remarkable circumstance,”’ he said, dallying lazily 
with the teaspoon, “that my friend the madman should have 
been within an ace of escaping on his trial; and it was a good 
stroke of chance (or, as the world would say, a provideniial 
occurrence) that the brother of my Lord Mayor should have 
been in court, with other country justices, into whose very 
dense heads curiosity had penetrated. For though the brother 
of my Lord Mayor was decidedly wrong; and established his 
near relationship to that amusing person beyond all doubt, in 
siating that my friend was sane, and had, to his knowledge, 
wandered about the country with a vagabond parent, avowing 
revolutionary and rebellious sentimeats; I am not the less 
obliged to him for volunteering that evidence. These insane 
creatures make such very odd and embarrassing remarks, that 
they really ought to be hanged for the comfort of society.” 

The country justice had indeed turned the wavering scale 
against poor Barnaby, and solved the doubt that trembled in 
his favour. Grip little thought how much he had to answer 
for. 

“They will be a singular party,” said Sir John, leaning his 
head upon his hand, and sipping his chocolate ; “‘a very curious 
party. The hangman himself; the centaur, and the madman, 
The centaur would make a very handsome preparation in 
Surgeon’s Hall, and would benefit science extremely. I hope 
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_they have taken care to. bespeak him.—Peak, I am not at 
home, of course, to anybody but the hairdresser.” 2 

This reminder to his servant was called forth by a knock at 
the door, which the man hastened to open. After a prolonged 
murmur of question’ and answer, he returned; and as he 
cautiously closed the room-door behind him, a man was heard 
to cough in the passage. 

“Now, it is of no use, Peak,” said Sir John, raising his hand 
in deprecation of his delivering any message; “I am not at 
home. I cannot possibly hear you. I told you I was not at 
home, and my word is sacred. Will you never do as you are 
desired?” 

Having nothing to oppose to this reproof, the man was about 
to withdraw, when the visitor who had given occasion to it, 
probably rendered impatient by delay, knocked with his 
knuckles at the -chamber-door, and called out that he had 
Srecat business with Sir John Chester, which admitted of no 

elay. 

“Let him in,” said Sir John. ‘My good fellow,” he added, 
when the door was opened, “‘how came you to intrude your- 
self in this extraordinary manner upon the privacy of a 
gentleman? How can you be so wholly destitute of self- 
Tespect as to be guilty of such remarkable ill-breeding?” 

“My business, Sir John, is not of a common kind, I do assure 
you,” returned the person he addressed. “If I have taken 
any uncommon course to get admission to you, I hope I shall 
be pardoned on that account.” 

“* Well! we shall see; we shall see;”’ returned Sir John, whose 
face cleared up when he saw who it was, and whose preposses- 
sing smile was now restored. ‘Iam sure we have met before,” 
he added in his winning tone, “but really I forget your name.” 

““My name is Gabriel Varden, Sir.” 

“Varden, of course, Varden,” returned Sir John, tapping 
his forehead. ‘‘Dear me, how very defective my memory 
becomes! Varden to be sure—Mr. Varden the locksmith, 
You have a charming wife, Mr. Varden, and a most beautiful 
daughter. They ‘are well?” 

Gabriel thanked him, and said they were. 

“T rejoice to hear it,” said Sir John. “Commend me to 
them when you return, and say that I wished I were fortunate 
enough to convey, myself, the salute which I entrust you to 
deliver. And what,” he asked very sweetly, after a moment’s 
pause, “‘can I do for you? You may command me freely.” 

“T thank you, Sir John,” said Gabriel, with some pride in 
his manner, ‘‘ but I have come to ask no favour of you, though 
I come on business.—Private,”’ he added, with a glance at the 
man who stood looking on, ‘‘and very pressing business.” 


“I cannot say you are the more welcome for being indepen- 4 


dent, and having nothing to ask of me,” returned Sit John, 


graciously, “for I should have been happy to render you @ 
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service; still, you are welcome on any terms. Oblige me with 
some more chocolate, Peak—and don’t wait.” - ; 

The man retired, and left them alone. ; 

“Sir John,” said Gabriel, “I am a working man, and have 
been, all my life. If I don’t prepare you enough for what I 
have to tell; if I come to the point too abruptly ; and give you 
a shoek, which a gentleman could have spared you, or at all 
events lessened very much, I hope you will give me credit 
for meaning well. I wish to be careful and considerate, and I 
trust that in a straightforward person like me, you'll take the 
will for the deed.” 

“Mr. Varden,” returned the other, perfectly composed under 
this exordium; *‘I beg you'll take a chair. Chocolate, per- 
haps, you don’t relish? Well it ts an acquired taste, no 
doubt.” 

“Sir John,” said Gabriel, who had acknowledged with a low 
bow the invitation to be seated, but had not availed himself 
of it; “Sir John’”’—he dropped his voice and drew nearer to 
the bed—‘‘I am just now come from Newgate—” 

“Good Gad!”’ cried Sir John, hastily sitting up in bed; 
from Newgate, Mr. Varden! How could you be so very 
imprudent as to come from Newgate! Newgate, where there 
are jail-fevers, and ragged people, and bare footed men and 
women, and a thousand horrors! Peak, bring the camphor, 
quick! Heaven and earth, Mr. Varden, my dear, good soul, 
how could you come from Newgate?” 

Gabriel returned no answer, but looked on in silence while 
Peak (who had entered opportunely with the hot chocolate) 
ran to a drawer, and returning with a bottle, sprinkled his 
master’s dressing-gown and the bedding; and besides moisten- 
ing the locksmith himself, plentifully, described a circle 
round about him on the carpet. When he had done this, he 
again retired; and Sir John, reclining in an easy attitude upon 
his pillow, once more turned a smiling face towards his 
visitor. 

“You will forgive me, Mr. Varden, I am sure, for being at 
first a little sensitive both on your account and my own. I 
confess I was startled, notwithstanding your delicate prepara- 
tion. Might I ask you to do me the favour not to approach 
any nearer?—You have really come from Newgate!” 

The locksmith inclined his head. 

“In-deed! And now, Mr. Varden, all exaggeration and 
embellishment apart,” said Sir John Chester, confidentially, 
as he sipped his chocolate, ‘“‘what kind of place is Newgate?” 

“A strange place, Sir John,” returned the locksmith, “of a 
sad and doleful kind. A strange place, where many strange 
things are heard and seen; but few more strange than that I 
come to tell youof. The case is urgent. Iam sent here.” 

“Not—no, no—not from the jail?” 

“Yes, Sir John; from the jail.” 
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“And my good, credulous, open-hearted friend,” said Sie 
John, setting down his cup, and laughing,—‘“ by whom?” 

“By a man called Dennis—for many years the hangman, 
and to-morrow morning the hanged,” returned the locksmith, 

Sir John had expected—had been quite certain from the 
first—that he would say he had come from Hugh, and was 
prepared to meet him on that point. But this answer 
occasioned him a degree of astonishment, which for the 
moment he could not, with all his command of feature 
prevent his face from expressing. He quickly subdued it, 
however, and said in the same light tone: 

“And what does the gentleman require ofme? My memory 
may be at fault again, but I don’t recollect that I ever had the 
pleasure of an introduction to him, or that I ever numbered 
him among my personal friends, I do assure you, Mr. Varden.” 

“Sir John,” returned the locksmith, gravely, “I will tell 
you, as nearly as I can, in the words he used to me, what he 
desires that you should know, and what you ought to know 
without a momeni’s loss of time.” 

Sir John Chester settled himself in a position of greater 
repose, and looked at his visitor with an expression of face 
which seemed to say, ‘‘This is an amusing fellow! I'll hear 
him out.” 

“You may have seen in the newspapers, Sir,” said Gabriel, 
pointing to the one which lay by his side, ‘‘that I was a witness 
against this man upon his trial some days since; and that it 
died not his fault I was alive, and able to speak to what I 

now.” 

“May have seen!” cried Sir John. ‘My dear Mr. Varden, 

you are quite a public character, and live in all men’s thoughts 
most deservedly. Nothing can exceed the interest with which 
I read your testimony, and remembered that I had the pleasure 
of a slight acquaintance with you.—I hope we shall have your 
portrait published?” 
» “This morning, Sir,” said the locksmith, taking no notice 
of these compliments, ‘early this morning, a message was 
brought to me from Newgate, at this man’s request, desiring 
that I would go and see him, for he had something particular 
to communicate. I needn’t tell you that he is no friend of 
mine, and that I have never seen him, until the rioters beset 
my house.” 

Sir John fanned himself gently with the newspaper, and 
nodded. 

“I knew, however, from the. general report,” resumed 
Gabriel, ‘‘that the order for his execution to-morrow, went 
down to the prison last night; and looking upon him as a 
dying man, I complied with his request.” 

“You are quite a Christian, Mr. Varden,” said Sir John; 
“and in that amiable capacity, you increase my desire that 
you should take a chair.” ‘ 


} 


—— 5 eee ea” SS ae ee ee ee ee 


BARNABY RUDGE 7 499 


’ “He said,” continued Gabriel, looking steadily at the knight, 
**that he had sent to me, because he had no friend or companion 
in the whole world (being the common hangman), and because 
he believed, from the way in which I had given my evidence, 
that I was an honest man, and would act truly by him. He 
said that, being shunned by every one who knew his calling, 
even by people of the lowest and most wretched grade; and 
finding, when he joined the rioters, that the men he acted with 
had no suspicion of it (which I believe is true enough, for 2 poor 
fool of an old ’prentice of mine was one of them); he had kept 
his. Lag counsel, up to the time of his being taken and put 
in jail. 

“Very discreet of Mr. Dennis,’”’ observed Sir John with a 
slight yawn, though still with the utmost affability, ‘‘but— 
except for your admirable and lucid manner of telling it, 
which is perfect—not very interesting to me.” 

“When,” pursued the locksmith, quite unabashed and 
wholly regardless of these interruptions, ‘‘when he was taken 
to the jail, he found that his fellow-prisoner, in the same room, 
‘was a young man, Hugh by name, a leader in the riots, who 
had been betrayed and given up by himself. From something 
which fell from this unhappy creature in the course of the 
angry words they had at meeting, he discovered that his 
mother had suffered the death to which they both are now 
condemned.—The time is very short, Sir John.” 

The knight laid down his paper fan, replaced his cup upon 
the table at his side, and, saving for the smile that lurked 
about his mouth, looked at the locksmith with as much 
steadiness as the locksmith looked at him, 

“They have been in prison now, a month. One conversa- 
tion led to many more; and the hangman soon found, from a 
comparison of time, and place, and dates, that he had executed 
the sentence of the law upon this woman, himself. She had 
been tempted by want—as so many people are—into the easy 
crime of passing forged notes. She was young and handsome; 
and the traders who employ men, women, and children in this 
traflic, looked upon her as one who was well adapted for their 
business, and who would probably go on without suspicion for 
along time. But they were mistaken, for she was stopped in 
the commission of her very first offence, and died for it. She 
was of gipsy blood, Sir John—” 

It might have been the effect of a passing cloud which 
Pete the sun, and cast a shadow on his face; but the knight 
turned deadly pale. Still he met the locksmith’s eye, as 
before. 

“She was of gipsy blood, Sir John,” repeated Gabriel, “and 
had a high, free spirit. This, and her good looks, and her lofty 
manner, interested some gentlemen who were easily moved by 
dark eyes; and efforts were made to save her. They might 
have been successful, if she would have given them any clue 
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to her history. But she never would, or did. There was 
reason to suspect that she would make an attempt upon her 
life. A watch was set upon her night and day; and from that 
time she never spoke again—”’ 

‘Sir John stretched out his hand towards his cup. The lock 
smith going on, arrested it half-way. 

“Until she had but a minute to live. Then she broke 
silence, and said, in a low firm voice which no one heard but 
this executioner, for all other living creatures had retired and 
left her to her fate, ‘If I had a dagger within these fingers 
and he was within my reach, I would strike him dead before 
me, even now!’ The man asked ‘Who?’ She said, The 
father of her boy.”’ 

Sir John drew back his outstretched hand, and seeing that 
the locksmith paused, signed to him with easy politeness and 
without any new appearance of emotion, to proceed. 

“It was the first word she had ever spoken, from which it 
could be understood that she had any relative on earth. ‘Was 
the child alive?* he asked. ‘Yes.’ He asked her where it 
was, its name, and whether she had any wish respecting it, 
She had but one, she said. It was that the boy might live and 
grow, in utter ignorance of his father, so that no arts might 
teach him to be gentle and forgiving. When he became a man 
she trusted to the God of their tribe to bring the father and the 
son together, and revenge her through her child. He asked 
her other questions, but she spoke no more. Indeed, he says 
she scarcely said this much to him, but stood with her face 
turned upwards to the sky, and never looked towards him 
once.”’ 

Sir John took a pinch of snuff; glanced approvingly at an 
elegant little sketch, entitled “‘Nature,”’ on the wall; and 
raising his eyes to the locksmith’s face again, said, with an air 
of courtesy and patronage, “You were observing, Mr. 
Varden—” 

“That she never,”’ returned the locksmith, who was not to 
be diverted by any artifice from his firm manner, and his 
steady gaze, “that she never looked towards him once, Sir 
John; and so she died, and he forgot her. But, some years 
afterwards, a man was sentenced to die the same death who 
was a gipsy too; a sunburnt, swarthy fellow, almost a wild man; 
and while he lay in prison, under sentence, he, who had seen 
the hangman more than once, while he was free, cut an image 
of him on his stick, by way of braving death, and showing 
those who attended on him, how little he cared or thought 
about it. He gave this stick into his hands at Tyburn, and 
told him then, that the woman I have spoken of had left her 
own people to join a fine gentleman, and that, being deserted 
‘by him, and cast off by her old friends, she had sworn witbin 
her own proud breast, that whatever her misery might be, she 
would ask no help of any human being. He told him that she 
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had kept her word to the last; and that, meeting even him in 
the streets—he had been fond of her once, it seems—she had 
slipped from him by a trick, and he never saw her again, until, 
being in one of the frequent crowds at Tyburn, with some of 
hhis rough companions, he had been driven almost mad by 
seeing, in the criminal under another name, whose death he 
had come to witness, herself. Standing in the same place in 
which she had stood, he told the hangman this, and told hima, 
too, her real name, which only her own people and the gentle- 
man for whose sake she had left them, knew.—That name he 
will tell again, Sir John, to none but you.”’ 

“To none but me!’’ exclaimed the knight, pausing in the act 
of raising his cup to his lips with a perfectly steady hand, and 
curling up his little finger for the better display of a brilliant 
ring with which it was ornamented: “but me!—My dear Mr. 
Varden, how very preposterous, to select me for his confidence! 
With you at his elbow, too, who are so perfectly trustworthy!” 

“Sir John, Sir John,”’ returned the locksmith, “at twelve 
to-morrow, these men die. Hear the few words I have to add, 
and do not hope to deceive me; for though I am a plain man oi 
humble station, and you are a gentleman of rank and learning, 
the truth raises me to your level, and by its power I kNow that 
you anticipate the disclosure with which I am about to end, 
and that you believe this doomed man, Hugh, to be your son.”’ 

“Nay,” said Sir John, bantering him with a gay air; “the 
wild gentleman, who died so suddenly, scarcely went as far 
as that, I think?’’ 

“He did not,” returned the locksmith, “‘for she had bound 
him by some pledge, known only to these people, and which 
the worst among them respect, not to tell your name; but, in 
a fantastic pattern on the stick, he had carved some letters, and 
when the hangman asked it, he bade him, especially if he 
should ever meet with her son in after life, remember that 
place well.”’ 

““What place?” 

“Chester.” 

The knight finished his cup of chocolate with an appearance 
of infinite relish, and carefully wiped his lips upon his hand- 
kerchief. 

“Sir John,” said the locksmith, “this is all that has been 
told to me; but since these two men have been left for death, 
they have conferred together closely. See them, and hear 
what they canadd. See this Dennis, and learn from him what 
he has not trusted to me. If you, who hold the clue to all, 
want corroboration (which you do not), the means are easy.” 

“And to what,”’ said Sir John Chester, rising on his elbow, 
after smoothing the pillow for its reception; ‘“‘my dear, good- 
natured, estimable Mr. Varden—with whom I cannot be 
angry if I would—to what does all this tend?” 

* 1 take you for a man, Sir John, and I suppose to some plead- 
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ing of natural affection in your breast,’? returned the lock- 
smith. . “I suppose to the straining of every nerve, and the 
exertion of all the influence you have, or can make, in behalf 
of your miserable son, and the man who has disclosed his 
existence to you. At the worst, I suppose to your seeing your 
son, and awakening him to a sense of his crime and danger. 
He has ne such sense now. Think what his life must have 
been, when he said in my hearing that if I moved you to any- 
thing, it would be to hastening his death, and ensuring his 
silence, if you had it in your power!” 

“And have you, my good Mr. Varden,” said Sir John in a 
tone of mild reproof, “have you really lived to your present 
age, and remained so very simple and credulous as to approach 
a gentleman of established character with such eredentials as 
these, from desperate men in their last extremity, catching at 
any straw? Oh dear! Oh fie, fie!” 

‘The locksmith was going to interpose, but he stopped him: 

“On any other subject, Mr. Varden, I shall be delighted— 
I shall be charmed—to converse with you, but I owe it to my 
own character not to pursue this topic for another moment.’ 

“Yhink better of it, Sir, when I am gone,”’ returned the 
locksmith; “think better of it, Sir. Although you have, 
thrice within as many weeks, turned your lawful son, Mr. 
tudward from your door; you may have time, you may have 
years to make your peace with him, Sir John: but that twelve 
o’clock will soon be here, and soon be past for ever.” ; 

“I thank you very much,’’ returned the knight, kissing his 
celieate hand to the locksmith, “for your guileless advice; and 
i only wish, my good soul, although your simplicity is quite 
captivating, that you had a little more worldly wisdom. I 
never so much regretted the arrival of my hairdresser as I do 
zt this moment. God bless you! Good morning! You'll 
not forget my message to the ladies, Mr. Varden? Peak, show 
lir. Varden to the door.’’ 

Gabriel said no more, but gave the knight a parting look, 
and left him. As he quitted the room, Sir John’s face changed; 
and the smile gave place to a haggard and anxious expression, 
like that of a weary actor jaded by the performance of a 
diiicult part. He rose from his bed with a heavy sigh, and 
wrapped himself in his morning-gown. 

“So she kept her word,” he sail, ‘‘and was constant ta her 
threat! I would I had never seen that dark face of hers,—I 
might have read these consequences in it, from the first. 
This affair would make a noise abroad, if it rested on better 
evidence; but as it is, and by not joining the scattered links 
of the chain, I can afford to slight it,—Extremely distressing 
to be the parent of such an uncouth creature! ‘Still, I gave 
him very good advice: I told him he would certainly be 
hanged: I could have done no more if I had known of our 
relationship; and there are a great many fathers who have 


BAKNABY RUDGE 503 


never done as much for their natural children,—The hair- 
dresser may come in, Peak!” 

' The hairdresser came in; and saw in Sir John Chester 
(whose accommodating conscience was soon quieted by the 
numerous precedents that occurred to him in support of his 
last observation), the same imperturbable fascinating, elegant 
gentleman he had seen yesterday, and many yesterdays before. 


CHAPTER THE SEVENTY-SIXTH 

As the locksmith walked slowly away from Sir John Chester's 
chambers, he lingered under the trees which shaded the path, 
almost hoping that he might be summoned to return. He had 
turned back thrice, and still loitered at the corner, when the’ 
clock struck twelve. 

it was a solemn sound, and not merely for its reference to 
to-morrow; for he knew that in that chime the murderer's 
kneil was rung. He had seen him pass along the crowded 
street, amidst the execrations of the throng: had marked his 
quivering lip, and trembling limbs; the ashy blue upon his 
face, his clammy brow, the wild distraction of his eye—the 
fear of death that swallowed up all other thoughts, and 
gnawed without cessation at his heart and brain. He had 
marked the wandering look seeking for hope, and finding, turn 
where it would, despair. He had seen the remorseful, pitiful, 
desolate creature, riding, with his coffin by his side, to the 
gibbet. He knew that to the last he had been an unyielding, 
obdurate man; that in the savage terror of his condition he 
had hardened, rather than relented, to his wife and child; and 
that the last words which had passed his white lips were 
curses on them as his foes. 

Mr. Haredale had determined to be there, and see it done. 
Nothing but the evidence of his own senses could satisfy that 
gloomy thirst for retribution which had been gathering upon 
him for so many years. The locksmith knew this, and when 
the chimes had ceased to vibrate, hurried away to meet him, 

“Wor these two men,” he said, as he went, ‘I can do no 
more. Heaven have mercy on them!—Alas! I say I can do 
no more for them, but who can I help? Mary Rudge will 
have a home, and a firm friend when she most wants one; but 
Barnaby—poor Barnaby—willing Barnaby—what aid can I 
render him? There are many, many men of sense, God 
forgive me,” cried the honest locksmith, stopping in a narrow 
court to pass his hand across his eyes, ey could better afford’ 
to lose than Barnaby. We have always been good friends, 
but I never knew, till now, now much I loved the lad.” 

There were not many in the great city who thought of 
Barnaby that day, otherwise than as an actor in a show which’ 
was to take place to-morrow. But if the whole population 
had had him in their minds, and had wished his life to bo 
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spared, not one among them could have done so with a purer 
zeal or greater singleness of heart than the good locksmith. 

Barnaby was to die, There was no hope. It is not the 
least evil attendant upon the frequent exhibition of this last 
dread punishment, of Death, that it hardens the minds of 
those who deal it out, and makes them, though they be 
amiable men in other respects, indifferent to, or unconscious 
of, their great responsibility. The word had gone forth that 
Barnaby was to die. It went forth every month, for lighter 
crimes. It was a thing so common, that very few were 
startled by the awful sentence or cared to question its pro- 
priety. Just then, too, when the law had been so flagrantly 
outraged, its dignity must be asserted. The symbol of its 
dignity,—stamped upon every page of the criminal statute- 
book,—was the gallows; and Barnaby was to die. 

They had tried to save him. The locksmith had carried 
petitions and memorials to the fountain-head, with his own 
hands. But the well was not one of mercy, and Barnaby was 
to die. 

From the first She had never left him, save at night; and 
with her beside him, he was as usual contented. On this last 
day, he was more elated and more proud than he had been 
yet; and when she dropped the book she had been reading to 
him aloud, and fell upon his neck, he stopped in his busy task 
of folding a piece of crape about his hat, and wondered at her 
anguish, Grip uttered a feeble croak, half in encouragement, 
it seemed, and half remonstrance, but he wanted heart to 
sustain it, and lapsed abruptly into silence. 

With them, who stood upon the brink of the great gulf 
which none can see beyond, Time, so soon to lose itself in vast 
Kternity, rolled on like a mighty river, swoln and rapid as 
it nears the sea. It was morning but now; they had sat and 
talked together in a dream; and here wasevening. The dread- 
ful hour of separation, which even yesterday had seemed so 
distant, was at hand. 

They walked out into the courtyard, clinging to each other, 
but not speaking. Barnaby knew that the jail was a dull, 
sad, miserable place, and looked forward to to-morrow, as to 
a passage from it to something bright and beautiful. He had 
@ vague impression too, that he was expected to be brave— 
that he was a man of great consequence, and that the prison 
people would be glad to make him weep: he trod the ground 
more firmly as he thought of this, and bade her take heart and 
ery no more, and feel how steady his hand was. ‘‘They call 
me silly, mother. They shall see—to-morrow!” 

Dennis and Hugh were in the courtyard. Hugh came forth 
from his cell as they did, stretching himself as though he had 
been sleeping. Dennis sat upon a bench in a corner, with his _ 
knees and chin huddled together, and rocked himself to and 
fro like a person in severe pain, : 
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The mother and son remained on one side of the court, and 
these two men upon the other. Hugh strode up and down, 
glancing fiercely every now and then at the bright summer 
sky, and looking round, when he had done so, at the walls. 

_“*No reprieve, no reprieve! Nobody comes near us. 
There’s only the night left now!” moaned Dennis faintly, as 
he wrung his hands. ‘Do you think they’ll reprieve me in 
the night, brother? I’ve known reprieves come in the 
night, afore now. Uve known ’em come as late as five, 
six, and seven o’clock in the morning. Don’t you. think 
there’s a good chance yet,—don’t you? Say you do. Say 
you do, young man,” whined the miserable creature, with an 
imploring gesture towards Barnaby, “or I shall go mad!” 

“Better be mad than sane, here,”’ said Hugh. ‘*Go mad.” 

“But tell me what you think. Somebody tell me what he 
thinks!” cried the wretched object,—so mean, and wretched, 
and despicable, that even Pity’s self might have turned away 
at sight of such a being in the likeness of a man—*‘isn’t there 
a chance for me,—isn’t there a good chance for me? Isn’t it 
likely they may be doing this to frighten me? Don’t you 
think itis? Oh!” he almost shrieked, as he wrung his hands, 
“won’t anybody give me comfort!” 

“You ought to be the best, instead of the worst,” said 
Hugh, stopping before him. “Ha, ha, ha! See the hang- 
man, when it comes home to him!” 

“You don’t know what it is,’ cried Dennis, actually 
writhing as he spoke: “I do. That I should come to be 
worked off! I! LI! That 7 should come!” 

“And why not?” said Hugh, as he thrust back his matted 
hair to get a better view of his late associate. ‘‘How often, 
before I knew your trade, did I hear you talking of this as if 
it was a treat?” 

“T an’t unconsistent,” screamed the miserable creature; 
“Td talk so again, if I was hangman, Some other man has 
got my old opinions at this minute. That makes it worse. 
Somebody’s longing to work me off. I know by myself that 
somebody must be!” 

**He’ll soon have his longing,’ said Hugh, resuming his 
walk. ‘‘Think of that, and be quiet.” 

Aithough one of these men displayed, in his speech and 
bearing, the most reckless hardihood; and the other, in his 
every word and action, testified such an extreme of abject 
cowardice that it was humiliating to see him; it would be 
difficult to say which of them would most have repelled and 
shocked an observer. Hugh’s was the dogged desperation of a 
savage at the stake; the hangman was reduced to a cundition 
little better, if any, than that of a hound with the halter 
round his neck. Yet, as Mr. Dennis knew and could have 
told them, these were the two commonest states of mind in 
persons brought to their pass. Such was the wholesale 
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growth of the seed sown by the law, that this kind of harvest 
was usually looked for, as a matter of course. 

In one respect they all agreed. The wandering and un- 
controllable train of thought, suggesting sudden recollections 
of things distant and long forgotten and remote from each 
other—the vague restless craving for something undefined, 
which nothing could satisfy—the swift flight of the minutes, 
fusing themselves into hours, as if by enchantment—the rapid 
coming of the solemn night—the shadow of death always 
upon them, and yet so dim and faint, that objects the meanest 
and most trivial started from the gloom beyond, and forced 
themselves upon the view—the impossibility of holding the 
mind, even if they had been so disposed, to penitence and 
preparation, or of keeping it to any point while that hideous 
fascination tempted it away—these things were common to 
them ail, and varied only in their outward tokens. 

“Fetch me the book I left within—upon your bed,” she 
said to Barnaby,-as the clock struck. “Kiss me first!” 

He looked in her face, and saw there, that the time was 
come. After a long embrace, he tore himself away, and ran 
to bring it to her; bidding her not stir till he came back. 
He soon returned, for a shriek recalled him—but she was’ 
gone. 

He ran to the yard gate, and looked through. They were 
carrying her away. She had said her heart would break. It 
was better so. ; 

“Don’t you think,” whimpered Dennis, creeping up to him, 
as he stood with his feet rooted to the ground, gazing at the 
blank walls—“don’t you think there’s still a chance? It’s a 
dreadful end; it’s a terrible end for a man like me. Don’t you 
think there’s a chance? I don’t mean for you, I mean for me. 
Don’t let him hear us” (meaning Hugh); ‘he’s so desperate.” 

“Now then,” said the officer, who had been lounging in and 
out with his hands in his pockets, and yawning as if he were 
in the last extremity for some subject of interest: “it’s time 
to turn in, boys.” 

“Not yet,” cried Dennis, “not yet. Not for an hour yet.” 

“I say,—your watch goes different from what it used to,” 
returned the man. ‘Once upon a time it was always too 
fast. It’s got the other fault now.” 

“My friend,” cried the wretched creature, falling on his 
knees, “my dear friend—you always were my dear friend— 
there’s some mistake. Some letter has been mislaid, or some 
messenger has been stopped upon the way. He may have 
fallen dead. I saw a man onee, fali down dead in the street, 
myself, and he had papers in his pocket. Send to inquire. 
Let somebody go to inquire. They never will hang me, 
They never can.—Yes, they will,” he cried, starting to hig 
feet with a terrible scream, “They'll hang me by a trick, 
and keep the pardon back, It’s a plot against me. I shall 
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lose my life: And uttering another yell, he fell in a ft upon 
the ground. 

“See the hangman when it comes home to him!” eried 
Hugh again, as they bore him away—‘‘Ha ha ha! Courage, 
bold Barnaby, what care we? Your hand! _ They do well to 
put us out of the world, for if we got loose a second time, we 
wouldn’t let them off so easy, eh? Another shake! A man 
can die but once. If you wake in the night, sing that out 
lustily, and fall asleep again. Ha ha ha!” 

Barnaby glanced once more through the grate into the 
empty yard; and then watched Hugh as he strode to the 
steps leading to his sleeping-cell. He heard him shout, and 
burst into a roar of laughter, and saw him flourish his hat. 
Then he turned away himself, like one who walked in his sleep; 
and, without, any sense of fear or sorrow, lay down on his 
pallet, listening for the clock to strike again. 


CHAPTER THE SEVENTY-SEVENTH 

Tue time wore on: the noise in the streets became less 
frequent by degrees, until silence was scarcely broken save by 
the bells in church towers, marking the progress—softer and 
more stealthy while the city slumbered—of that Great Watcher 
with the hoary head, who rever sleeps or rests. In the brief 
interval of darkness and repose which feverish towns enjoy, 
all busy sounds were hushed; and those who awoke from 
dreams lay listening in their beds, and longed for dawn, and 
wished the dead of the night were past. 

Into the street outside the jail’s main wall, workmen came 
straggling at this solemn hour, in groups of two or three, and 
meeting in the centre, cast their tools upon the ground and 
spoke in whispers. Others soon issued from the jail itself, 
bearing on their shoulders planks and beams: these materials 
being all brought forth, the rest bestirred themselves, and the 
dull sound of hammers began to echo through the stillness. 

Here and there among this knot of labourers, one, with a 
Jantern or a smoky link, stood by to light his fellows at their 
work; and by its doubtful aid, some might be dimly seen 
taking up the pavement of the road, while others held great 
upright posts, or fixed them in the holes thus made for their 
reeeption. Some dragged slowly on, towards the rest, an 
empty cart, which they brought rumbling from the prison 
yard; while others erected strong barriers across the street. 
‘All were busily engaged. Their dusky figures moving to and 
fro, at that unusual hour, so active and so silent, might have 
been taken for those of shadowy creatures toiling at midnight 
on some ghostly unsubstantial work, which, like themselves, 
would vanish with the first gleam of day, and leave but 

mist and vapour. 

While it was yet dark, a few lockers-on collected, who had 
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plainly come there for the purpose and intended to remain: 
even those who had to pass the spot on their way to some 
other place lingered, and lingered yet, as though the attrac- 
tion were irresistible. Meanwhile the noise of saw and mallet 
went on briskly, mingled with the clattering of boards on the 
stone pavement of the road, and sometimes with the work- 
men’s voices as they called to one another. Whenever the 
chimes of the neighbouring church were heard—and that was 
every quarter of an hour—a strange sensation, instantaneous 
and indescribable, but perfectly obvious, seemed to pervade 
them ail. 

Gradually, a faint brightness appeared in the east, and the 
air, which had been very warm ail through the night, felt 
cool and chilly. Though there was no daylight yet, the dark- 
ness was diminished, and the stars looked pale. The prison, 
which had been a mere black mass with little shape or form, 
put on its usual aspect; and ever and anon a solitary watch- 
man could be seen upon its roof, stopping to look down upon 
the preparations in the street. This man, from forming, as 
it were, a part of the jail, and knowing or being supposed to 
know all that was passing within, became an object of as much 
interest, and was as eagerly looked for, and as awfully pointed 
out, as if he had been a spirit. 

By and by, the feeble light grew stronger, and the houses 
with their sign-boards and inscriptions stood plainly out, in 
the dull grey morning. Heavy stage waggons crawled from 
the Inn-yard opposite; and travellers peeped out; and as 
they rolled sluggishly away, cast many a backward look 
towards the jail. And now the sun’s first beams came glane- 
ing into the street; and the night’s work, which, in its various 
stages and in the varied fancies of the lookers-on had taken a 
pares shapes, wore its own proper form—a scaffold, and a 
gibbet. 

As the warmth of the cheerful day began to shed itself upon 
the scanty crowd, the murmur of tongues was heard, shutters 
were thrown open, and blinds drawn up, and those who had 
slept in rooms over against the prison, where places to see the 
execution were let at high prices, rose hastily from their beds. 
In some of the houses, people were busy taking out the window 
sashes for the better accommodation of spectators; in others 
the spectators were already seated, and beguiling the time 
with cards, or drink, or jokes among themselves. Some had 
purchased seats upon the house-tops, and were already 
crawling to their stations from parapet and garret-window. 
Some were yet bargaining for good places, and stood in them 
in a state of indecision: gazing at the slowly-swelling crowd, 
and at the workmen as they rested listlessly against the 
scaffold; and affecting to listen with indifference to the 
proprictor’s eulogy of the commanding view his house affords 
ed, and the surpassing cheapness of his terms, 
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A fairer morning never shone. From the roofs and upper 
stories of these buildings, the spires of City churches and the 
great cathedral dome were visible, rising up beyond the 
prison, into the blue sky: and clad in the colour of light 
summer clouds, and showing in the clear atmosphere their 
every scrap of tracery and fretwork, and every niche and loop- 
hole. Ali was brightness and promise, excepting in the 
street below, into which (for it yet lay in shadow) the eye 
looked down as into a dark trench, where in the midst of so 
much life, and hope, and renewal of existence, stood the 
terrible instrument of death. It seemed as if the very sun 
forbore to look upon it. 

. But it was better, grim and sombre in the shade, than when, 
the day being more advanced, it stood confessed in the full 
glare and glory of the sun, with its black paint blistering, and 
its nooses dangling in the light like loathsome garlands. It 
was better in the solitude and gloom of midnight with a few 
forms clustering about it, than in the freshness and the stir 
of morning: the centre of an eager crowd. It was better 
haunting the street like a spectre, when men were in their 
beds; and influencing perchance the city’s dreams; than 
having the broad day, and thrusting its obscene presence upon 
their waking senses, 

Five o’clock had struck—six—seven—and eight. Along 
the two main streets at either end of the cross-way, a living 
stream had now set in: rolling towards the marts of gain and 
business. Carts, coaches, waggons, trucks, and barrows, 
forced a passage through the outskirts of the throng, and 
clattered onward in the same direction. Some of these which 
were public conveyances and had come from a short distance 
in the country stopped, and the driver pointed to the gibbet 
with his whip, though he might have spared himself the pains, 
for the heads of all the passengers were turned that way 
without his help, and the coach-windows were full of staring 
eyes. In some of the carts and waggons, women might be 
seen glancing fearfully at the same unsightly thing; and even 
little children were held up above the people’s heads to see 
what kind of toy a gallows was, and learn how men were 
hanged. 

. Two rioters were to die before the prison, who had been 
concerned in the attack upon it; and one directly afterwards 
in Bloomsbury Square. At nine o’clock, a strong body of 
military marched into the street, and formed and lined a 
narrow passage into Holborn, which had been indifferently 
kept all night by constables. Through this, another cart was 
brought (the one already mentioned had been employed in the 
construction of the scaffold), and wheeled up to the prison 
gate. These preparations made, the soldiers stood at ease: 
_the officers lounged to and fro, in the alley they had made, oz 
talked together at the scaffold’s foot; and the concourse, 
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which had been rapidly augmenting for some hours, and still 
received additions every minute, waited with an impatience. 
which increased with every chime of St. Sepulchre’s clock, 
for twelve at noon. 

__Up to this time they had been very quiet, comparatively 
silent, save when the arrival of some new party at a window, 
hitherto unoccupied, gave them somethi @ new to look at or 
to talk of. But as the hour approached, a buzz and hum 
arose, which, deepening every moment, soon swelled into a 
roar, and seemed to fill the air. No words or even voices. 
could be distinguished in this clamour, nor did they speak 
much to each other; though such as were better informed. 
upon the topic than the rest, would tell their neighbours, 
perhaps, that they might know the hangman when he came 
out, by his being the shorter one: and that the man who was 
to suffer with him was named Hugh: and that it was Barnaby 
Rudge who would be hanged in Bloomsbury Square. As it 
is the nature of men ina great heat to perspire spontaneously, 
so this wild murmur, floating up and down, seemed born of 
their intense impatience, and quite beyond their restraint or 
control. 

It grew, as the time drew near, so loud, that those who were 
at the windows could not hear the church elock strike, though 
it was close at hand. Nor had they any need to hear it, 
either, for they could see it in the people’s faces. So surely as 
another quarter chimed, there was a movement in the crowd 
—as if something had passed over it—as if the light upon 
them had been cehanged—in which the fact was readable as on 
2 brazen dial, figured by a giant’s hand. 

hree quarters past eleven! The murmur now was deafen- 
ing, yet every man seemed mute. Look where you would 
among the crowd, you saw strained eyes and lips compressed; 
it would have been difficult for the most vigilant observer to 
point this way or that, and say that yonder man had eried out: 
it were as easy to detect the motion of lips in a sea-shell. 

Three quarters past eleven! Many spectators who had 
retired from the windows, came back refreshed, as though 
their watch had just begun. Those who had fallen asleep 
roused themselves; and every person in the crowd made one 
last effort to better his position—which caused a press against 
the sturdy barriers that made them bend and yield like twigs. 
The officers, who until now had kept together, fell into their 
several positions, and gave the words of command. Swords 
were drawn, muskets shouldered, and the bright steel winding 
its way among the crowd, gleamed and glittered in the sun 
like a river. Along this shining path two men came hurrying 
on, leading a horse, which was speedily harnessed to the cart at. 
the prison door. Then a profound silence replaced the tumult 
that had so long been gathering, and a breathiess pause ensued, 
Every window was now cboked up with heads; the house-tops 
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enca: with people—elinging to chimneys, peering over 
gable-ends, and holding on where the sudden loosening of any 
brick or stone would dash them down into the street. The 
church tower, the church roof, the churchyard, the prison 
leads, the very water-spouts and lamp-posts—every inch of 
room—swarmed with human life. 

At the first stroke of twelve the prison bell began to toll. 
Then the roar—mingled now witb cries of ‘“Hais off!” 
and “Poor fellows!*’-and, from some specks in the great 
concourse, with a shriek or groan—burst forth again. It was 
terrible to see—if any one in that distraction of excitement 
could have seen—ithe world of eager eyes, all strained upon 
the scaffold and the beam. 

The hollow murmuring was heard within the jail as plainly 
as without. The three were brought forth unto the yard, 
together, as it resounded through the air; and knew its 
import well. 

“Dye hear?”’ cried Hugh, undaunted by the sound. 
“They expect us! I heard them gathering when I woke in 
the night, and turned over on t’other side and fell asleep again. 
We shall see how they welcome the hangman, now that it 
comes home to him. Ha, ha, ha!’’ 

The Ordinary coming up ai this moment, reproved him for 
his indecent mirth, and advised him to alter his demeanour. 

“And why, masier?’’ said Hugh. “Can I do betier than 
bear it easily? You bear it easily enough. Oh! never tell 
me,’’ he cried, as the other would have spoken, “for all 
your sad look and your solemn air you think little enough of 
it! They say you’re the best maker of lobster salads in 
London. Ha, ha, ha! I’ve heard that, you see, before now. 
Is it a good one, this morning—is your hand in? How does 
the breakfast look? I hope there’s enough, and to spare, 
for all this hungry company that'll sit down to it, when the 
sight’s over.’ 

“T fear,” observed. the clergyman, shaking his head, “that 
you are incorrigible.”’ 

“You're right. I am.’ rejoined Hugh sternly.. “Be no 
hypocrite, master! You make a merry-making of this, every 
month; let me be merry, too. If you want a frightened 
fellow there’s one that’ll suit you. Try your hand upon 
him,’ ¢ 

He pointed, as he spoke, to Dennis, who with his legs 
trailing on the ground, was held between two men; and who 
trembied so, that all his joints and limbs seemed racked by 
spasms. Turning from this wretched spectacle, he called to 
Barnaby, who stood apart. 

“‘What cheer, Barnaby? Don’t be downcast, lad. Leave 
that to him.” 

“Bless you,”’ cried Barnaby, stepping lightly towards him. 
“Pm aot iahlanad Hugh. I’m quite happy. 1 wouldn’t 
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idlesire to live now, if they’d let me. Look at me! Am I 
afraid to die? Will they see me tremble?” 

Hugh gazed for a moment at his face, in which there was 2 
Strange, unearthly smile; and at his eye, which sparkled 
brightly; and interposing between him and the Ordinary, 
gruifly whispered to the latter: “I wouldn’t say much to him, 
master, if I was you. He may spoil your appetite for break- 
fast, though you are used to it.” 

He was the only one of the three who had washed or 
trimmed himself that morning. Neither of the others had 
done so, since their doom was pronounced. He still wore the 
broken peacock’s feathers in his hat; and all his usual scraps 
of finery were carefully disposed about his person. 

His kindly eye, his firm step, his proud and resolute bearing, 
might have graced some lofty act of heroism; some voluntary 
sacrifice, born of a noble cause and pure enthusiasm 3 rather 
than that felon’s death. . 

But all these things increased his guilt. They were mere 
assumptions. The law had declared it so, and so it must be. 
The good minister had been greatly shocked, not a quarter of 
an hour before, at his parting with Grip. For one in his 
condition, to fondle a bird!— 

The yard was filled with people, bluff civic functionaries, 
officers of justice, soldiers, the curious in such matters, and 
guests who had been bidden as to a wedding. Hugh looked 
about him, nodded gloomily to some person in authority, 
who indicated with his hand in what direction he was to 
proceed; and clapping Barnaby on the shoulder, passed out 
with the gait of a lion. 

They entered a large room, so near to the scaffold that the 
voices of those who stood about it, could be plainly heard: 
some beseeching the javelin-men to take them out of the 
crowd: others crying to those behind, to stand back, for 
they were pressed to death, and suffocating for want of 
air. 

In the middle of this chamber, two smiths, with hammers, 
stood beside an anvil. Hugh walked straight up to them, 
and set his foot upon it with a sound as though it had been 
struck by a heavy weapon. Then, with folded arms, he 
stood to have his irons knocked off: scowling haughtily 
round, as those who were present eyed him narrowly and 
whispered to each other. 

It took so much time to drag Dennis in, that this ceremony 
was over with Hugh and nearly over with Barnaby, before he 
appeared. He no sooner came into the place he know so well, 
however, and among faces with which he was so familiar, 
than he recovered strength and sense enough to clasp his 
hands, and make a last appeal. 

“Gentlemen, good gentlemen,” cried the abject creature, 
grovelling down upon his knees, and actually prostrating 


BARNABY RUDGE 513 


himself upon the stone floor: ‘“‘Governor, dear governor— 
honourable sheriffs—worthy gentlemen—have mercy upon a 
wretched man that has served His Majesty, and the Law, 
and Parliament, for so many years, and don’t—don’t let me 
die—because of a mistake.” 

**Dennis,” said the governor of the jail, “‘you know what 
the course is, and that order came with the rest. You know 
that we could do nothing, even if we would.” 

“All I ask, sir,—all I want and beg, is time, to make it 
sure,” cried the trembling wretch, looking wildly round for 
sympathy. “The King and Government can’t know it’s me; 
Ym sure they can’t know it’s me; or they never would bring 
me to this dreadful slaughter-house. They know my name, 
but they don’t know it’s the same man, Stop my execution 
—for charity’s sake stop my execution, gentlemen—till they 
ean be told that I’ve been hangman here, nigh thirty year. 
Will no one go and tell them?” he implored, clenching his 
hands and glaring round, and round, and round ee, —** will 
no charitable person go ‘and tell them?” 

“Mr. Akerman,” said a gentleman who stood by, after a 
moment’s pause; ‘“‘since it may possibly produce inthis 
unhappy man a better frame of mind, even at this last 
minute, let me assure him that he was well known to have been 
the hangman, when his sentence was considered.” 

“But perhaps they think on that account that the 
punishment’s not so great,” cried the criminal, shuffling 
towards this speaker on his knees, and holding up his folded 
bands; ‘‘ whereas it’s worse, it’s worse a hundred times, to me 
than any man. Let them know that, Sir. Let them know 
that. They’ve made it worse to me by giving me so much to 
do. Stop my execution till they know that!”’ 

The governor beckoned with his hand, and the two men, 
who had supported him before, approached. He uttered a 

iercing cry: 

“Wait! Wait. Only one moment more! Give me a last 
chance of reprieve. One of us three is to go to Bloomsbury 
Square. Let me be the one. It may come in that time; it’s 
sure to come. In the Lord’s name let me be sent to Blooms- 
bury Square. Don’t hang me here. It’s murder!” 

They took him to the anvil; but even then he could be 
heard above the clinking of the smith’s hammers, and the 
hoarse raging of the crowd, crying that he knew of Hugh’s 
birth—that his father was living, and was a gentleman of 
influence and rank—that he had family secrets in his posses- 
sion—that he could tell nothing unless they gave him time, 
but must die with them on his mind; and he continued to 
rave in this sort until his voice failed him, and he sank down 
a mere heap of clothes between the two attendants. 

It was at this moment that the clock struck the first stroke 
_ of twelve, and the hell hegan to toll. The various officers, 
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with the two sheriffs at their head, moved towards the door. 
All was ready when the last chime came upon the ear, 

They told Hugh this, and asked if he had anything to say. 

“Tosay!’’he cried. “‘NotI.. I'’mready.—Yes,” he added, 
as his eye fell upon Barnaby, “I have a word to say, too. 
Come hither, Jad.” 

There was, for the moment, something; kind, and even 
tender, struggling in his fierce aspect, as he wrung his poor 
companion by the hand. 

“ll say this,”’ he cried, looking firmly round, “that if I had 
ten lives to lose, and the loss of each would give me ten times 
the agony of the hardest death, I’d lay them all down—ay I 
would, though you gentlemen may not believe it—to save 
this one. “This one,” he added, wringing his hand again, 
“that will be lost through me.” 

“Not through you,” said the idiot, mildly. ‘Don’t say 
that. You were not to blame. You have been always very 
good to me.—Hugh, we shall know what makes the stars 
shine, now!” 

“T took him from her in a reckless mood, and didn’t think 
what harm would come of it,” said Hugh, laying hand upon 
his head, and speaking in a lower voice. ‘I ask her pardon, 
and his.—Look here,” he added roughly, in his former tone. 
**You see this lad?” 

tins murmured “Yes,” and seemed to wonder why he 
asked. 

“That gentleman yonder’—pointing to the clergyman— 
“has often in the last few days spoken to me of faith, and 
strong belief. You see what I am—more brute than man, 
as I have been often told—but I had faith enough to believe 
and did believe as strongly as any of you gentlemen can 
believe anything, that this one life would be spared. See 
what he is!—Look at him!” 

Barnaby had moved towards the door, and stood beckoning 
him to follow. : 

“Tf this was not faith, and strong belief!” cried Hugh, 
raising his right\arm aloft, and looking upward like a savage 
prophet whom the near approach of death had filled with 
inspiration, “‘where are they! What else should teach me— 
me, born as I was born, and reared as I have been—to hope 
for any mercy in this hardened, cruel, unrelenting placet 
Upon these human shambles, I, who have never raised his 
hand in prayer till now, call down the wrath of God! On 
that black tree, of which I am the ripened fruit, I do invoke 
the curse of all its victims, past, and present, and to come. 
On the head of that man, who, in his conscience, owns me for 
his son, I leave the wish that he may never sicken on his bed 
of down, but die a violent death as I do now, and have the 


night-wind for his only mourner, To this I say, Amen, 
amen!” 
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His arm fell downward by his side; he turned; and moved 
towards them with a steady step: the man he had been before. 

“There is nothing more?” said the governor. 

' Hugh motioned Barnaby not to come near him (though with- 
out looking in the direction where he stood) and answered, 
““"There is nothing more.”’ 

“Move forward!” ; 

“Unless,” said Hugh, glancing hurriedly back,—“ unless 
some person has a fancy for a dog; and not then, unless he 
means to use him well. There’s one, belongs to me, at the 
house I came from; and it wouldn’t be easy to find a better. 
He’ll whine at fizst, but he’ll soon get over that.—You wonder 
that I think about a dog just now,” he added, with a kind of 
laugh. “If any man deserved it of me half as well, I’d think 
of him.” 

He spoke no more, but moved onward in his place, with a 
careless air, though listening at the same time to the Service 
for the Dead, with something between sullen attention, and 
guickened curiosity. As soon as he had passed the door his 
miserable associate was carried out; and the crowd beheld 
the rest. 

Barnaby would have mounted the steps at the same time, 
indeed he would have gone before them, but in both attempts 
he was restrained, as he was to undergo the sentence else- 
where. In a few minutes the sheriffs reappeared, the same 
procession was again formed, and they passed through various 
rooms and passages to another door—that at which the cart 
was waiting. He held down his head to avoid seeing what he 
knew his eyes must otherwise encounter, and took his seat 
sorrowfully,—and yet with something of a childish pride and 
pleasure,—in the vehicle. The officers fell into their places 
at the sides, in front, and in the rear; the sheriffs’ carriages 
rolled on; a guard of soldiers surrounded the whole; and they 
moved slowly forward through the throng and pressure to- 
wards Lord Mansfield’s ruined house. 

Tt was a sad sight—all the show, and strength, and glitter, 
assembled round one helpless creature: and sadder yet to 
note, as he rode along, how his wandering thoughts found 
strange encouragement in the crowded windows and the 
concourse in the streets; and how, even then, he felt the 
influence of the bright sky, and looked up smiling into its 
deep unfathomable blue. But there had been many such 
sights since the riots were over—some so moving in their 
nature, and so repulsive too, that they were far more cal- 
culated to awaken pity for the sufferers, than respect for 
that law whose strong arm seemed in more than one case to 
be as wantonly stretched forth now that all was safe, as it 
had been basely paralysed in time of danger. 

Two cripples—both mere boys—one with a leg of wood, one 
“who dragged his twisted limbs along by the help of a crutch, 
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‘were hanged in this same Bloomsbury Square. As the cart 
was about to glide from under them, it was observed that 
they stood with their faces from, not to, the house they had 

- assisted to despoil; and their misery was protracted that this 
‘omission might be remedied. Another boy was hanged in 
Bow Street; other young lads in various quarters of the 
town. Four wretched women too, were put to death. Ina 
word, those who suffered as rioters were for the most part 
the weakest, meanest, and most miserable among them. 
It was an exquisite satire upon the false religious ery which 
had led to so much misery, that some of these people owned 
themselves to be Catholics, and begged to be attended by 
their own priests, 

One young man was hanged in Bishopsgate Street, whose 
aged grey-headed father waited for him at the gallows, 
kissed him at its foot when he arrived, and sat there, on the 
ground, till they took him down. They would have given 
him the body of his child; but he had no hearse, no coffin, 
nothing to remove it in, being too poor; and walked meekly 
away beside the cart that took it back to prison, trying, as 
he went, to touch its lifeless hand. 

But the crowd had forgotten these matters, or cared little 
about them if they lived in their memory: and while one 
great multitude fought and hustled to get near the gibbet 
before Newgate, for a parting look, another followed in the 
train of poor lost Barnaby, to swell the throng that waited 
for him on the spot. 


CHAPTER THE SEVENTY-EIGHTH 

On this same day, and about this very hour, Mr. Willet, the 
elder, sat smoking his pipe in a chamber of the Black Lion. 
Although it was hot summer weather, Mr. Willet sat close 
to the fire. He was in a state of profound cogitation, with 
his own thoughts, and it was his custom at such times to stew 
himself slowly, under the impression that the process of 
cookery was favourable to the melting out of his ideas, 
which, when he began to simmer, sometimes oozed forth so 
copiously as to astonish even himself. 

Mr. Willet had been several thousand times comforted by 
his friends and acquaintance, with the assurance that for 
the loss he had sustained in the damage done to the Maypole, 
he could “come upon the country.’”? But as this phrase 
happened to bear an unfortunate resemblance to the popular 
expression of “‘coming on the parish,” it suggested to Mr. 
Willet’s mind no more consolatory visions than pauperism on 
an extensive scale, and ruin in its most capacious aspect. 
Consequently, he had never failed to receive the intelligence 
with a rueful shake of the head, or a dreary stare, and had — 
-been always-observed to.appear much more melancholy after 
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a visit of condolence than at any other. time in the whole 
four-and-twenty hours.. 

It chanced, however, that sitting over the fire on this 
particular occasion—perhaps - because he -was, as it were, 
done to a turn; perhaps because he was in an unusually 
bright state of mind; perhaps because he had considered the 
subject so long; perhaps because of all these favouring cir- 
cumstances, taken together—it chanced that, sitting over 
the fire on this particular occasion, Mr. Willet did, afar off and 
in the remotest depths of his intellect, perceive a kind of 
lurking hint or faint suggestion, that out of the public purse 
there might issue funds for the restoration of the Maypole 
to its former high place among the taverns of the earth. 
And this dim ray of light did so diffuse itself within him, and 
did so kindle up and shine, that at last he had it as plainly and 
visibly before him as the blaze by which he sat: and, fully 
persuaded that he was the first to make the discovery, and 
that he had started, hunted down, fallen upon, and knocked 
on the head, a perfectly original idea which had never pre- 
sented itself to any other man, alive or dead, he laid down 
his pipe, rubbed his hands, and chuckled audibly. 

“Why, father!’ cried Joe, entering at the moment, 

~{you’re in spirits to-day!” 

“Tt’s nothing partickler,”’ said Mr. Willet, chuckling again. 
“Tt’s nothing at all partickler, Joseph. Tell me something 
about the Salwanners.’’ Having preferred this request, Mr. 
Willet chuckled a third time; and after these unusual 
demonstrations of levity, he put his pipe in his mouth 
again. 

“What shall I tell you, father?” asked Joe, laying his hand 
upon his sire’s shoulder, and looking down into his face. 
“That I have come back, poorer than a church mouse? 
You know that. That I have come back, maimed and 
crippled? You know that.” 

“It was took off,”? muttered Mr. Willet, with his eyes upon 
the fire, ‘“‘at the defence of the Salwanners, in America, where 
the war is.”’ 

“Quite right,’’ returned Joe, smiling, and leaning with his 
remaining elbow on the back of his father’s chair; “the very 
subject I came to speak to you about. A man with one arm, 
father, is not of much use in the busy world.” 

This was one of those vast propositions which Mr. Willet 
had never considered for an instant, and required time te 
*“*tackle.’? Wherefore he made no answer. 

“At all events,” said Joe, “she can’t pick and choose his 
means of earning. a livelihood, as another man may. He 
can’t say ‘I will turn my hand to this,’ or ‘I won’t turn my 
hand to that,’ but must take what he can do, and be thankful 
it’s no worse.—What did you say?” 

Mr. Willet had been softly - repeating to himself, ina 
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musing tone, the words “defence of the Salwanners”: but he 
seemed embarrassed at having been overheard, and answered 
**Nothing.”” 

“Now look here, father.—Mr. Edward has come to England 
from the West Indies. When he was lost sight of (I ran away 
on the same day, father), he made a voyage to one of the 
islands, where a school-friend of his had settled; and, finding 
him, wasn’t tuo proud to be employed on his estate; and—and 
in short, got on well, and is prospering, and has come over 
here on business of his own, and is going back again speedily. 
Our returning nearly at the same time, and meeting in the 
course of the late troubles, has been a good thing every way; 
for it has not only enabled us to do old friends some service, 
but has opened a path in life for me which I may tread 
without being a burden upon you. To be plain, father, he 
ean employ me; I have satisfied myself that I can be of real 
use to him; and I am going to carry my one arm away with 
him, and to make the most of it.” 

In the mind’s eye of Mr. Willet, the West Indies, and indeed 
all foreign countries, were inhabited by savage nations, who 

“were perpetually burying pipes of peace, flourishing toma- 
hawks, and puncturing strange patterns in their bodies. He 
no sooner heard this announcement, therefore, than he leaned” 
back in his chair, took his pipe from his lips, and stared at 
his son with as much dismay as if he already beheld him tied 
to a stake, and tortured for the entertainment of a lively 
population. In what form of expression his feelings would 
have found a vent, it is impossible to say. _ Nor is it necessary: 
for before a syllable occurred to him, Dolly Varden came 
running into the room, in tears; threw herself on Joe’s breast 
without a word of explanation; and clasped her white arms 
round his neck. 

“Dolly!”? cried Joe. “Dolly!” 

“Ay, call me that; call me that always,’ exclaimed the 
locksmith’s little daughter; ‘“‘never speak coldly to me, never 
be distant, never again reprove me for the follies I have long 
repented, or I shali die.” 

“FT reprove you!’’ said Joe. 

“Yes—for every kind and honest word you uttered, went 
to my heart. For you, who have borne so much from me— 
for you, who owe your sufferings and pain to my caprice— 
for you to be so kind—so noble to me, Joe—” 

He could say nothing to her. Not a syllable. There was 
an odd sort of eloquence in his one arm, which had crept round 
her waist: but his lips were mute. 

“Tf you had reminded me by a word—only by one short 
word,” sobbed Dolly, clinging yet closer to him, “how little I 
deserved that you should treat me with so much forbearance; 
if you had exulted only for one moment in your triumph, — 
I could have borne it better.?. —- ond 
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- “Triumph!” repeated Joe, with a smile which seemed to 
say, “I am a pretty figure for that.”’ 

“Yes, triumph,” she cried, with her whole heart and soul 
in her earnest voice, and gushing tears; “for itis one. Lam 
glad to think and know it is. I wouldn’t be less humbled, 
dear; I wouldn’t be without the recollection of that last 
time we spoke together in this place—no, not if I could recall 
the past, and make our parting, yesterday.”’ 

- Did ever lover look as Joe looked now! 

“Dear Joe,” said Dolly, “I always loved you—in my own 
heart I always did, although I was so vain and giddy. I 
hoped you would come back that night. I made quite sure 
you would; I prayed for it on my knees. Through all these 
Jong, long years, I have never once forgotten you, or left off 
hoping that this happy time might come.” 

The eloquence of Joe’s arm surpassed the most impassioned 
language; and so did that of his lips—yet he said nothing, either. 

** And now, at last,’’ cried Dolly, trembling with the fervour 
of her speech, “if you were sick, and shattered in your every. 
limb; if you were ailing, weak, and sorrowful; if, instead of 
being what you are, you were in everybody’s eyes but mine 
the wreck and ruin of a man; I would be your wife, dear love, 
with greater pride and joy, than if you were the stateliest 
lord in England!”’ 

“What have I done,’’ cried Joe, ‘‘what have I done to meet 
with this reward?” 

-*You have taught me,’”’ said Dolly, raising her pretty face 
to his, “to know myself, and your worth; to be something 
better than I was; to be more deserving of your true and 
manly nature. In years to come, dear Joe, you shail find 
that you have done so; for I will be, not only now, when we 
are young and full of hope, but when we have grown old and 
weary, your patient, gentle, never-tiring wife. I will never 
know a wish or care beyond our home and you, and I will 
always study how to please you with my best affection and 
my most devoted love. I will; indeed I will!” 

Joe could only repeat his former eloquence—but it was 
very much to the purpose. ; 

“They know of this, at home,” said Dolly. “For your 
sake, I would leave even them; but they know it, and are 
glad of it, and are proud of you as I am, and full of gratitude.— 
You'll not come and see me as a poor friend who knew me 
when I was a girl, will you?” 

Well, well! It don’t Tater what Joe said i in answer, but 
he said a great deal; and Dolly said a great deal too: and 
he folded Dolly in his one arm pretty tight, considering that 
it was but one; and Dolly made no resistance: and if ever two 
people were happy in this world—which is not an utterly 
_ maiserable one, with all its faults—we may, with some Speers 
ance of certainty, conclude that they were. 
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To say that during these proceedings Mr. Willet the elder ~ 


underwent the greatest emotions of astonishment of which 
our common nature is susceptible—to say that he was in a 
perfect paralysis of surprise, and that he wandered into the 
most stupendous and theretofore unattainable heights of 
complicated amazement—would be to shadow forth his state 
of mind in the feeblest and lamest terms. Ifa roc, an eagle, 
a griffin, a flying elephant, a winged sea-horse, had suddenly 
appeared, and, taking him on his back, carried him bodily 
into the heart of the “Salwanners,” it would have been to 
him as an every-day occurrence, in comparison with what he 
now beheld. ‘To be sitting quietly by, seeing and hearing 
these things; to be completely overlooked, unnoticed, and 
disregarded, while his son and a young lady were talking to 
each other in the most impassioned manner, kissing each 
other, and making themselves in all respects perfectly at 
home; was a position so tremendous, so inexplicable, so utterly 
beyond the widest range of his capacity of comprehension, 
that he fell into a lethargy of wonder, and could no more 
rouse himself than an enchanted sleeper in the first year of 
his fairy lease, a century long. 

“Father,”’ said Joe, presenting Dolly. ‘You know who 
this is?”? : 

Mr. Willet looked first at her, then at his son, then back 
again at Dolly, and then made an ineffectual effort to extract 
a whiff from his pipe, which had gone out long ago. 

“Say a word, father, if it’s only ‘how d’ye do,’ ” urged Joe. 

“Certainly, Joseph,’ answered Mr. Willet. “Oh yes! 
Why not?” 

“To be sure,”? said Joe. “Why not?” 

“Ah!” replied his father. ‘Why not?’ and with this 
remark, which he uttered in a low voice as though he were 
discussing some grave question with himself, he used the 
little finger—if any of his fingers can be said to have come 
under that denomination—of his right hand, as a tobacco- 
stopper, and was silent again. 

And so he sat for half-an-hour at least, although Dolly, in 
the most endearing of manners, hoped, a dozen times, that he 
was not angry with her. So he sat for half-an-hour, quite 
motionless, and looking all the while like nothing so much as 
a great Dutch pin or skittle. At the expiration of that 
period, he suddenly, and without the least notice, burst, to 
the great consternation of the young people, into a very loud 
and very short laugh; and repeating “Certainly, Joseph. 
Oh yes!) Why not?” went out for a walk, 


CHAPTER THE SEVENTY-NINTH 
Ovp Joun did not walk near the Golden Key, for between the 


Golden Key and the Black Lion there lay a wilderness: of. 
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streets—as everybody knows who is acquainted with the 
relative bearings of Clerkenwell and Whitechapel—and he 
was by no means famous for pedestrian exercises. But the 


~ 


Golden Key lies in our way, though it was out of his; so to: : 


the Golden Key this chapter goes. . 

The Golden Key itself, fair eablene of the locksmith’s trade, 
had been pulled down by the rioters, and roughly trampled 
underfoot. But, now, it was hoisted up again in all the glory 
of a new coat of paint, and showed more bravely even than in 
the days of yore. Indeed the whole house-front was spruce 
and trim, and so freshened up throughout, that if there yet 
remained at large any of the rioters who had been concerned 
in the attack upon it, the sight of the old, goodly, prosperous. 
dwelling, so revived, must have been to them as gall and 
wormwood. 

The shutters of the shop were closed, however, and the 
window-blinds above were all pulled down, and in place of its 
usual cheerful appearance, the house had a look of sadness 
and an air of mourning; which the neighbours, who in old 
days had often seen poor Barnaby go in and out, were at no 
loss to understand. The door stood partly open; but the 
locksmith’s hammer was unheard; the cat sat moping on the 
ashy forge; all was deserted, dark, and silent. 

On the threshold of this door, Mr. Haredale and Edward 
Chester met. The younger man gave place; and both 
passing in with a familiar air, which seemed to denote that 
they were tarrying there, or were well-accustomed to go to 
and fro unquestioned, shut it behind them. 

Entering the old back-parlour, and ascending the flight of 
stairs, abrupt and steep, and quaintly fashioned as of old, 
they turned into the best room; the pride of Mrs. Varden’s 
heart, and erst the scene of Miggs’s household labours. 

“Varden brought the mother here last evening, he told 
me?” said Mr. Haredale. 

“She is above stairs now—in the room over here,” Edward 
rejoined, “Her grief, they say, is past all telling. I needn’t 
add—for that you know beforehand—that the care, humanity, 
and sympathy of these good people have no bounds.”’ 

“T am sure of that. Heaven repay them for it, and for 
much more! Varden is out?” 

“He returned with your messenger, who arrived almost 
at the moment of his coming home himself. He was out the 
whole night—but that of course you know. He was with 
you the greater part of it?” 

‘He was. Without him, I should have lacked my right 
hand. He is an older man than I; but nothing can conquer 
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“The cheeriest, stoutest-hearted fellow in the world.’ 


“He has a right to be. He has a right to be. A better- 
ereature never lived. He.reaps what he has sown—no mare.’ . 
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“It is not all men,’’ said Edward, after a moment's hesita- 
tion, “who have the happiness to do that.” 

“‘More than you imagine,” returned Mr. Haredale. “We 
note the harvest more than the seed-time. You do so in me.” 

In truth his pale and haggard face, and gloomy bearing, 
had so far influenced the remark, that Edward was, for the 
moment, at a loss to answer him. 

“Tut, tut,’ said Mr. Haredale, “’twas not very difficult 
to read a thought so natural. But you are mistaken never- 
theless. I have had my share of sorrows—more than the 
common lot, perhaps—but I have borne them ill, I have 
broken where I should have bent; and have mused and 
brooded, when my spirit should have mixed with all God’s 
great creation. The men who learn endurance, are they 
who call the whole world, brother. I have turned from the 
world, and I pay the penalty.”’ 

Edward would have interposed, but he went on without 
giving him time. 

“Ti is too late to evade it now. I sometimes think, that 
if I had to live my life once more, I would amend this fault— 
not so much, I discover when I search my mind, for the love 
of what is right, as for my own sake. But even when I make 
these better resolutions, I instinctively recoil from the idea 
of suffering again what I have undergone; and in this circum- 
stance I find the unwelcome assurance that I should still 
be the same man, though I could cancel the past, and begin 
anew, with its experience to guide me.” 

“Nay, you make too sure of that,”’ said Edward. 

“You think so,” Mr. Haredale answered, “and I am glad 
you do. I know myself better, and therefore distrust myself 
more. Let us leave this subject for another—not so far 
removed from it as it might, at first sight, seem to be. Sir, 
you still love my niece, and she is still attached to you.” 

“I have that assurance from her own lips,”’ said Edward, 
“and you know—I am sure you know—that I would not 
exchange it for any blessing life could yield me.” 

“You are frank, honourable, and disinterested,” said Mr. 
Haredale; ‘“‘you have forced the conviction that you are so, 
even on my once-jaundiced mind; and I believe you. Wait 
here till I come back.’’ 

_He left the room as he spoke; but soon returned, with his 
niece. 

“On that first and only time,’’ he said, looking from one to 
the other, ‘“‘when we three stood together under her father’s 
roof, I bade you quit it, and charged you never to return,” 

“It is the only circumstance arising out of our love,’* 
observed Edward, “‘that I have forgotten.” 

“You own @ name,”’ said Mr. Haredale, “‘I had deep reason 
to remember. I was moved and goaded by recollections of 
personal wrong and injury, I know: but even now I cannot 
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charge myself with having then, or ever, lost sight of a heart- 
felt desire for her true happiness; or with having acted—how- 
ever much I was mistaken—with any other impulse than the 
one pure, single earnest wish to be to her, as far as in my 
inferior nature lay, the father she had. lost.”? : 

“Dear uncle,” cried Emma, “I have known no parent but 
you. Ihave loved the memory of others, but I have loved you 
all my life. Never was father kinder to his child than you 
have been to me, without the interval of one harsh hour, 
since I can first remember.”? 

“You speak too fondly,” he answered, ‘‘and yet I cannot 
wish you were less partial, for I have a pleasure in hearing 
those words, and shall have in calling them to mind when we 
are far asunder, which nothing else could give me. Bear with 
me for a moment longer, Sir, for she and I have been together 
MIaany years; and although I believe that in resigning her to 
you I put the seal upon her future happiness, I find it needs 
an effort.” 

He pressed her tenderly to his bosom, and after a minute’s 
pause, resumed: 

“TI have done you wrong, Sir, and I ask your forgiveness— 
in no common phrase, or show of sorrow; but with earnestness 
and sincerity. In the same spirit, I acknowledge to you both 
that the time has been when I connived at treachery and 
falsehood—which if I did not perpetrate myself, I still per- 
mitted—to rend you two asunder.”” 

“You judge yourself too harshly,” said Edward. “Let 
these things rest.”’ 

“They rise up in judgment against me when I look back, and 

not now for the first time,’? he answered. ‘I cannot part 
from you without your full forgiveness ; for busy life and I have 
little left in common now, and I have regrets enough to carry 
into solitude, without addition to the stock.’’ 
- “You beara blessing from us both,” said Emma. ‘Never 
mingle thoughts of me—of me who owe you so much love and 
duty—with anything but undying aifection and gratitude for 
the past, and bright hopes for the future.” 

“The future,’ returned her uncle, with a melancholy smile, 
“is a bright word for you, and its image should be wreathed 
with cheerful hopes, Mine is of another kind, but it will be 
one of peace; and free, I trust, from care or passion. When 
you quit England I shall leave it too. There are cloisters 
abroad; and now that the two great objects of my life are set 
at rest, I know no better home. You droop at that, for- 
getting I am growing old, and that my course is nearly run. 
Well, we will speak of it again—not once or twice, but many 
times; and you shall give me cheerful counsel, Emma.” 

* And you will take it?” asked his niece. 

_ “T'Jl listen to it,” he answered, kissing her fair brow, “and 
it will have its weight, be certain. What have I left to say? 
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You have of late been much together. It is better and more 
fitting that the circumstances attendant on the past, which 
wrought your separation, and sowed between you suspicion 
and distrust, should not be entered on by me.’ 

“Much, much better,’? whispered Emma. ‘Remember 
them no more!” : 

“I avow my share in them,” said Mr, Haredale, “though I 
held it at the time in detestation.. Let no man turn aside, 
ever so slightly, from the broad path of honour, on the 
plausible pretence that he is justified by the goodness of his 
end. All good ends can be worked out by good means. 
Those that cannot, are bad; and may be counted so at onee, 
and left alone.”’ ; 

He looked from her to Edward, and said in a gentler tone: 

“In goods and fortunes you are now nearly equal; I have 
been her faithful steward, and to that remnant of a richer 
property which my brother levi her, I desire to add, in token 
of my love, a poor pittance, scarcely worth the mention, for 
which I have no longer any need.’ I am glad you go abroad. 
Let our ill-fated house remain the ruin it is. When you return 
after a few thriving years, you will command a better, and a 
more fortunate one. We are friends?” 

Edward took his extended hand, and grasped it heartily. 

“You are neither slow nor cold in your response,”’ said Mr. 
Haredale, doing the like by him, ‘‘and when I look upon you 
now, and know you, I feel that I would choose you for her 
husband. Her father had a generous nature, and you would 
have pleased him well. I give her to. you in his name, and 
with his blessing. If the world and I part in this act, we part 
on happier terms than we have lived for many a day.” 

He placed her in his arms, and would have left the room, 
but that he was stopped in his passage to the door by a great 
noise at a distance, which made them start and pause. 

It was a loud shouting, mingled with boisterous acclama- 
tions that rent the very air. It drew nearer and nearer 
every moment, and approached so rapidly, that even while 
they listened, it\burst into a deafening confusion of sounds at 
the street corner. ; 

“This must be stopped—quieted,” said Mr. Haredale, 
hastily. _‘* We should have foreseen this, and provided against 
it. I will go out to them at once.”’ 

But before he could reach the door, and before Edward 
could catch up his hat and follow him, they were again 
arrested by a loud shriek from above stairs: and the lock- 
smith’s wife, bursting in, and fairly running into Mr. Hares 
dale’s arms, cried out! 

“She knows it all, dear Sir;—she knows it all! We broke it 
out to her by degrees, and she is quite prepared.”? Having made 
this communication, and furthermore thanked Heaven with 
great fervour and heartiness, the good lady, according to the 
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custom of matrons on all occasions of excitement, fainted away 
directly. 

» They ran to the window, threw up the sash, and looked into 
the crowded street. Among a dense mob of persons, of whom. 
not one was for an instant still, the locksmith’s ruddy face and 
burly form could be descried, beating about as though he were 
struggling with a rough sea. Now he was carried back a score 
of yards, now onward nearly to the door, now back again, now 
forced against the opposite houses, now against those adjoin- 
ing his own: now carried up a flight of steps, and greeted by 
the outstretched hands of half a hundred men, while the whole 
tumultuous concourse stretched their throats, and cheered 
with all their might. Though he was really in a fair way to be 
torn to pieces in the general enthusiasm, the locksmith, nothing 
discomposed, echoed their shouts till he was hoarse as they, 
and in a glow of joy and right good-humour, waved his hat 
until the daylight shone between its brim and crown. 

But in all the bandyings from hand to hand, and strivings to 
and fro, and sweepings here and there, which—saving that he 
looked more jolly and more radiant after every struggle— 
troubled his peace of mind no more than if he had been a 
straw upon the water’s surface, he never once released his 
firm grasp of an arm, drawn tight through his. He some- 
times turned to clap this friend upon the back, or whisper in 
his ear a word of staunch encouragement, or cheer him with a 
smile; but his great care was to shield him from the pressure, 
and force a passage for him to the Golden Key. Passive and 
timid, scared, pale, and wondering, and gazing at the throng 
as if he were newly risen from the dead, and felt himself a 
ghost among the living, Barnaby—not Barnaby in the spirit, 
but in flesh and blood, with pulses, sinews, nerves, and beating 
heart, and strong affections—clung to his stout old friend, and 
followed where he led. 

And thus, in course of time, they reached the door, held 
ready for their entrance by no unwilling hands. Then slipping 
in and shutting out the crowd by main force, Gabriel stood 
between Mr. Haredale and Edward Chester, and Barnaby, 
ne up the stairs, fell upon his knees beside his mother’s 

ed. 

“Such is the blessed end, Sir,” cried the panting locksmith, 
to Mr. Haredale, ‘‘of the best day’s work we ever did. ‘The 
rogues! it’s been hard fighting to get away from’em. I almost 
thought, once or twice, they’d have been too much for us 
with their kindness!” 

They had striven all the previous day to rescue Barnaby 
from his impending fate. Failing in their attempts, in the 
first quarter to which they addressed themselves, they re- 
newed them in another. Failing there, likewise, they began 
afresh at midnight; and made their way, not only to the judge 
and jury who had tried him, but to men of influence at Court 
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to the young Prince of Wales, and even to the antechamber of 


the King himself. Successful, at last, in awakening an interest 
in his favour, and an inclination to inquire more dispassion- 
ately into his case, they had had an interview with the 
minister, in his bed, so late as eight o’clock that morning. The 
result of a searching inquiry (in which they, who had known 
the poor fellow from his childhood, did other good service, 
besides bringing it about) was, that between eleven and twelve 
o'clock, a free pardon to Barnaby Rudge was made out and 
signed, and entrusted to a horse-soldier for instant convey- 
ance to the place of execution. This courier reached the spot 
just as the cart appeared in sight; and Barnaby being carried 
back to jail, Mr. Haredale assured that all was safe, had gone 
straight from Bloomsbury Square to the Golden Key, leaving 
to Gabriel the grateful task of bringing him home in triumph. 

“JT needn’t say,” observed the locksmith, when he had 
shaken hands with all the males in the house, and hugged all 
the females, five-and-forty times, at least, “‘that, except 
among ourselves, J didn’t want to make a triumph of it. 
But, directly we got into the street we were known, and this 
hubbub began. Of the two,” he added, as he wiped his 
crimson face, ‘‘and after experience of both, I think I’d rather 
be taken out of my house by a crowd of enemies, than escorted 
home by a mob of friends!”’ 

It was plain enough, however, that this was mere talk on 
Gabriel’s part, and that the whole proceeding afforded him 
the keenest delight; for the people continuing to make a great 
noise without, and to cheer as if their voices were in the 
freshest order, and good for a fortnight, he sent upstairs for 
Grip (who had come home at bis master’s back, and had 
acknowledged the favours of the multitude by drawing blood 
from every finger that came within his reach), and with the 
bird upon his arm presented himself at the first-floor window, 
and waved his hat again until it dangled by a shred, between 
his finger and thumb. This demonstration having been 
received with appropriate shouts, and silence being in some 
degree restored, he thanked them for their sympathy; and 
taking the liberty to inform them that there was a sick person 
in the house, proposed that they should give three cheers for 
King George, three more for Old England, and three more 
for nothing in particular, as a closing ceremony. The crowd 
assenting, substituted Gabriel Varden for nothing particular; 
and giving him one over, for good measure, dispersed in high 
good-humour. 

What congratulations they exchanged when they were left 
alone; what an over-flowing of joy and happiness there was 
among them; how incapable it was of expression in Barnaby’s 
own person; and how he went wildly from one to another, 
until he became so far tranquillized, as to stretch himself on 
the ground beside his mother’s couch and fall into a deep sleep; _ 
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are matters that need not be told. And it is well they 
happened to be of this class, for they would be very hard to 
tell, were their narration ever so indispensable. ° 

Before leaving this bright picture, it may be well to glance 
at a dark and very different one which was presented to only 
a few eyes, that same night. 

The scene was a churchyard; the time, midnight, the persons, 
Edward Chester, a clergyman, a grave-digger, and the four 
bearers of a homely coffin. They stood about a grave which 
had been newly dug, and one of the bearers held up a dim 
Jantern,—the only light there—which shed its feeble ray upon 
the book of prayer. He placed it for a moment on the coffin, 
when he and his companions were about to lower it down. 
‘There was no inscription on the lid. 

The mould fell solemnly upon the last house of this nameless 
man; and the rattling dust left a dismal echo even in the 
accustomed ears of those who had borne it to its resting-place. 
‘The grave was filled in to the top, and trodden down. They 
all left the spot together. 

‘**You never saw him living?’ asked the priest, of Edward 

“Often, years ago; not knowing him for my brother.” 

“Never since?” 

‘*Never. Yesterday, he steadily refused to see me. It was 

ed upon him, many times, at my desire.” 

“Still he refused? That was hardened and unnatural.” 

“Do you think so?”’ 

“T infer that you do not?”’ 

“You are right. We hear the world wonder every day at 
monsters of ingratitude. Did it never occur to you that it 
often looks for monsters of affection, as though they were 
things of course?” 

They had reached the gate by this time, and bidding each 
other good night, departed on their separate ways. 


CHAPTER THE EIGHTIETH 

Tuat afternoon, when he had slept off his fatigue; had shaved, 
and washed, and dressed, and freshened himself from top to 
toe; when he had dined, comforted himself with a pipe, an 
extra Toby, a nap in the great arm-chair, and a quiet chat with 
Mrs. Varden on everything that had happened, was happening, 
or about to happen, within the sphere of their domestic 
concern; the locksmith sat himself down at the tea-table in 
the little back-parlour: the rosiest, cosiest, merriest, hearticst, 
best-contented old buck, in Great Britain or out of it. 

There he sat, with his beaming eye on Mrs. V., and his 
shining face suffused with gladness, and his capacious waist- 
coat smiling in every wrinkle, and his jovial humour peeping 
from under the table in the very plumpness of his legs: a 
sight to turn the vinegar of misanthropy into purest milk of 


530 BARNABY RUDGE 


human kindness. "There he sat, watching his wife as she 
decorated the room with flowers for the greater honour of 
Dolly and Joseph Willet, who had gone out walking, and for 
who, the tea-ketile had been singing gaily on the hob full 
twenty minutes, chirping as never kettle chirped before; for 
whom the best service of real undoubted china, patterned with 
divers round-faced mandarins holding up broad umbrellas, 
was now displayed in all its glory; to tempt whose appetites a 
clear, transparent, juicy ham, garnished with cool green 
lettuce-leaves and fragrant cucumber, reposed upon a shady 
table, covered with a snow-white cloth; for whose delight, 
preserves and jams, crisp cakes and other pastry, short to eat, 
with cunning twists, and cottage loaves, and rolls of bread 
both white and brown, were all set forth in rich profusion: in 
whose youth Mrs. V. herself had grown quite young, and stood 
there in a gown of red and white: symmetrical in figure, buxom 
in bodice, ruddy in cheek and lip, faultless in ankle, laughing 
in face and mood, in all respects delicious to behold—there 
sat the locksmith among all and every these delights, the sun 
that shone upon them all: the centre of the system : the source 
of light, heat, life, and frank enjoyment in the bright household 
world. 

And when had Dolly ever been the Dolly of that afternoon? 
To see how she came in; arm-in-arm with Joe and how she 
made an effort not to blush or seem at all confused; and how 
she made believe she didn’t care to sit on his side of the table; 
and how she coaxed the locksmith in a whisper not to joke; 
and how her colour came and went in a little restless flutter of 
happiness, which made her do everything wrong, and yet so 
charmingly wrong that it was much better than right !—why, 
the locksmith could have looked on at this (as he mentioned to 
Mrs. Varden when they retired for the night) for four-and- 
twenty hours at a stretch, and never wished it done. 

The recollections, too, with which they made merry over 
that long protracted tea! The glee with which the locksmith 
asked Joe if he remembered that stormy night at the Maypole 
when he first asked for Dolly—the laugh they all had about 
that night when she was going out to the party in the sedan- 
chair—the unmerciful manner in which they rallied Mrs, 
Varden about putting the flowers outside that very window— 
the difficulty Mrs. Varden found in joining the laugh against 
herself at first, and the extraordinary perception she had of the 
joke when she overcame it—the confidential statements of Joe 
concerning the precise day and hour when he was first conscious 
of being fond of Dolly, and Dolly’s blushing admissions, half 
volunteered, and half extorted, as to the time from which she 
dated the discovery that she “didn’t mind” Joe—here was an 
exhaustless fund of mirth and conversation! 

Then there was a great deal to be said regarding Mrs, 
Varden’s doubis, and motherly alarms, and shrewd suspicions; 
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and it appeared that from Mrs. Varden’s penetration and 
extreme sagacity nothing had ever been hidden. She had 
known it all along. She had seen it from the first. She had 
always predicted it. She had been aware of it before the 
principals. She had said within herself (for she remembered 
the exact words) “‘that young Willet is certainly looking after 
our Dolly, and J must look after him.’’ Accordingly she had 
looked after him, and had observed many little circumstances 
(all of which she named) so exceedingly minute that nobody 
else could make anything out of them even now: and had, it 
seemed from first to last, displayed the most unbounded tact 
and most consummate generalship. 

Of course the night when Joe would ride homeward by the 
side of the chaise, and when Mrs. Varden would insist upon his 
going back again, was not forgotten—nor the night when 
Dolly fainted on his name being mentioned—nor the times 
upon times when Mrs. Varden, ever watchful and prudent, had 
found her pining in her own chamber. In short, nothing was 
forgotten; and everything by some means or other brought 
them back to the conclusion, that that was the happiest hour 
in all their lives; consequently, that everything must have 
occurred for the best, and nothing could be suggested which 
would have made it better. 

While they were in the full glow of such discourse as this, 
there came a startling knock at the door, opening from the 
street into the workshop which had been kept closed all day 
that the house might be more quiet. Joe, as in duty bound, 
would hear of nobody but himself going to open it; and accord- 
ingly left the room for that purpose. 

It would have been odd enough, certainly, if Joe had for- 
gotten the way to this door; and even if he had, as it was a. 
pretty large one and stood straight before him, he could not 
easily have missed it. But Dolly, perhaps because she was in 
the flutter of spirits before mentioned, or perhaps because she 
thought he would not be able to open it with his one arm—she 
could have had no other reason—hurried out after him; and 
they stopped so long in the passage—no doubt owing to Joe’s 
entreaties that she would not expose herself to the draught of 
July air which must infallibly come rushing in on this same 
door being opened—that the knock was repeated, in a yet 
more startling manner than before. 

“Is anybody going to open that door?” cried the locksmith. 
“Or shall I come?” 

Upon that, Dolly went running back into the parlour, all 
dimples and blushes; and Joe opened it with a mighty noise, 
and other superfluous demonstrations of being in a violent 
hurry. 

“Well,” said the locksmith, when he reappeared; “‘ what is 
it? eh Joe? what are you laughing at?” . 

. “Nothing, Sir, It’s coming in,” 
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““Who's coming in? what’s coming in?” Mrs, Varden, as 
much at a loss as her husband, could only shake her head in 
answer to his inquiring look: so the locksmith wheeled his 
chair round to command a better view of the room door, and 
stared at it with his eyes wide open, and a mingled expression 
of curiosity and wonder shining in his jolly face. 

Instead of some person or persons straightway appearing, 
divers remarkable sounds were heard, first in the workshop 
and afterwards in the little dark passage between it and the 
parlour, as though some unwieldly chest or heavy piece of 
furniture was being brought in, by an amount of human 
strength inadequate to the task. At length after much 
struggling and bumping, and bruising of the wall on both 
sides, the door was forced open as by a battering-ram; and 
the locksmith, steadily regarding what appeared beyond, 
smote his thigh, elevated his eyebrows, opened his mouth, 
and cried in a loud voice expressive of the utmost conster- 
nation: 

“Damme, if it an’t Miggs come back!” 

‘ The young damsel whom he named no sooner heard these 
words, than deserting a very small boy and a very large box 
by whom she was accompanied, and advancing with such 
precipitation that her bonnet flew off her head, burst into the 
room, clasped her hands (in which she held a’ pair of pattexs, 
one in each), raised her eyes devotedly to the ceiling, and shed 
a flood of tears. 

. “The old story!”’ eried the locksmith, looking at her in 
inexpressible desperation. ‘She was born to be a damper, 
this young woman! nothing can prevent it!” 

~ “Ho, master, ho mim!”’ cried Miggs, “can I constrain my 
feelings in these here once agin united moments! Ho Mr. 
Warsen, here’s blessedness among relations, Sir, here’s for- 
giveness of injuries, here’s amicablenesses!’’ 

The locksmith looked from his wife to Dolly, and from Dolly 
to Joe, and from Joe to Miggs, with his eyebrows still elevated 
and his mouth still open: when his eyes got back to Miggs, 
they rested on her; fascinated. 

“To think,”’ cried Miggs with hysterical joy, “that Mr. Joe, 
and dear Miss Dolly, has raly come together after all as has 
been said and done contrairy! To see them two a settin’ 
along with him and her, so pleasant and in all respects so 
affable and mild; and me not knowing of it, and not being in 
the ways to make no preparations for their teas. Ho what a 
cutting thing it is, and yet what sweet sensations is awoke 
within me!”’ 

Hither in clasping her hands again, or in an ecstasy of pious 
joy, Miss Miggs clinked her pattens after the manner of a pair 
of cymbals, at this juncture; and then resumed in the softest 
accents: i 

“And did my missis think—ho goodness, did she think—ag _ 
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her own Miggs, which supported her under so many trials, and 
understood her natur’ when them as intended wel] but acted 
rough, went so deep into her feelings—did she think as her own 
Miggs would ever leave her? Did she think as Miggs, though 
she was but a servant, and knowed that servitudes was no 
inheritances, would forgit that she was the humble instru- 
ments as always made it comfortable between them two when 
they fell out, and always told master of the meekness and 
forgiveness of her blessed dispositions! Did she think as 
Miggs had no attachments? Did she think the Wages was her 
only object?” 

To none of these interrogatories, whereof every one was more 
pathetically delivered than the last, did Mrs. Varden answer 
one word; but Miggs, not at all abashed by this circumstance, 
turned to the smail boy in attendance—her eldest nephew; 
son of her own married sister; born in Golden Lion Court, 
number twenty-sivin; and bred in the very shadow of the 
second bell-handle on the right-hand door-post—and with a 
plentiful use of her pocket-handkerchief, addressed herself to 
him: requesting that on his return home he would console his 
parents for the loss-of her, his aunt, by delivering to them a 
faithful statement of his having left her in the bosom of that 
family, with which, as his aforesaid parents well knew, her 
best affections were incorporated; that he would remind them 
that nothing less than her imperious sense of duty, and 
devoted attachment to her old master and missis, likewise 
Miss Dolly and young Mr. Joe, should ever have induced her 
to decline that pressing invitation which they, his parents, had, 
as he could testify, given her, to lodge and board with them, 
free of all cost and charge, for evermore; lastly, that he would 
help her with her box upstairs, and then repair straight home, 
bearing her blessing and her strong injunctions to mingle in 
his prayers a supplication that he might in course of time grow 
up a locksmith, or a Mr. Joe, and have Mrs, Vardens, and Miss 
Dollys for his relations and friends. 

Having brought this admonition to an end, upon which, te 
say the truth, the young gentleman for whose benefit it was 
designed, bestowed little or no heed, having to all appearance 
his faculties absorbed in the contemplation of the sweetmeats, 
—AMiss Miggs signified to the company in general that they 
were not to be uneasy, for she would soon return; and, 
with her nephew’s aid, prepared to bear her wardrobe up the 
staircase. 

““My dear,” said the locksmith to his wife. ‘‘Do you desire 
this?” 

“I desire it!” she answered. ‘I am astonished—I am 
amazed—at her audacity. Let her leave the house this 
moment.” 

Miggs, hearing this, let her end of the box fall heavily to 
‘the floor, gave a very loud sniff, crossed her arms, screwed 
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down the corners of her mouth, and cried, in an ascending 
scale, “Ho, good gracious!” three distinct times. 

““You hear what your mistress says, my love,” remarked 
the locksmith. ‘‘You had better go, I think. Stay; take this 
with you, for the sake of old service.” : 

Miss Miggs clutched the bank-note he took from his pocket- 
book and held out to her; deposited it in a small, red leather 
purse; put the purse in her pocket (displaying, as she did so, 
a considerable portion of some under-garment, made of flannel, 
and more black cotton stocking than is commonly seen in 
public); and, tossing her head, as she looked at Mrs. Varden, 
repeated—‘ Ho, good gracious!” 

“I think you said that once before, my dear,”’ observed the 
locksmith. 

“Times is changed, is they, mim!” cried Miggs, bridling; 
“you can spare me now, can you? You can keep ’em down 
without me? You’re not in wants of any one to scold, or 
throw the blame upon, no longer, an’t you, mim? I’m glad 
to find you’ve grown so independent. I wish you joy, ’'m 
sure!” 

With that she dropped a curtsey, and keeping her head 
erect, her ear towards Mrs. Varden, and her eye on the rest of 
the company, as she alluded to them in her remarks, proceeded: 
“Ym quite delighted, I’m sure, to find sich independency, 
feeling sorry though, at the same time, mim, that you should 
have been forced into submissions when you couldn’t help 
yourself—he he he! It must be great vexations, *specially 
considering how ill you always spoke of Mr. Joe—to have him 
for a son-in-law at last; and I wonder Miss Dolly can put up 
with him, either, after being off and on for so many years 
with a coachmaker. But I have heerd say that the coach- 
maker thought twice about it—he he he!—and that he told 
a young man as was a friend of his, that he hoped he knowed 
better than to be drawed into that; though she and all the 
family did pull uncommon strong!” 

Here she paused for a reply, and receiving none, went on 
as before. 

“T have heerd say, mim, that the illnesses of some ladies 
was all pretensions, and that they could faint away stone dead 
whenever they had the inclinations so to do. Of course I 
never see sich cases with my own eyes—ho no! He he he! 
Nor master neither—ho no! He he he! I have heerd the 
neighbours make remark as some one as they was acquainted 
with, was a poor good natur’d mean-spirited creetur, as went 
out fishing for a wife one day, and caught a Tartar. Of course 
I never to my knowledge see the poor person himself. Nor 
did you neither, mim—ho no! I wonder who it can be— 
pie ey mim? No doubt you do, mim. Ho yes. He 
nz hel” 

Again Miggs paused for a reply; and none being offered, 
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was so oppressed with teeming spite and spleen, that she 
seemed like to burst. 

“I’m glad Miss Dolly can laugh,” cried Miggs, with a feeble 
titter. ‘I like to see folks a laughing—so do you, mim, don’t 
you? You was always glad to see people in spirits, wasn’t 
you, mim? And you always did your best to keep ‘em cheerful, 
didn’t you, mim? Though there an’t such a great deal to 
laugh at now either; is there, mim? It an’t so much of a 
catch, after looking out so sharp ever since she was.a little 
chit, and costing such a deal in dress and show, to get a poor, 
common soldier, with one arm, is it, mim? Hehe! I wouldn’t 
have a husband with one arm, anyways. I would have twe 
arms. I would have two arms, if it was me, though instead of 
hands they’d only got hooks at the end, like our dustman!” 

Miss Miggs was about to add, and had, indeed, begun to 
add, that, taking them in the abstract, dustmen were far 
more eligible matches than soldiers, though, to be sure, when 
people were past choosing they must take the best they could 
get, and think themselves well off too; but her vexation and 
chagrin being of that internally bitter sort which finds no 
relief in words, and is aggravated to madness by want of 
contradiction, she could hold out no longer, and burst into 
a storm of sobs and tears. 

Tn this extremity she fell on the unlucky nephew, tooth and 
nail, and plucking a handful of hair from bis head, demanded 
to know how long she was to stand there to be insulted, and 
whether or no be meant to help her to carry out the box again, 
and if he took a pleasure in hearing his family reviled, with 
other inquiries of that nature: at which disgrace and provoca- 
tion, the small boy. who had been all this time gradually 
Jashed into rebellion by the sight of unattainable pastry, 
walked off indignant, leaving his aunt and the box to follow at 
their leisure. Somehow or other, by dint of pushing and pulling, 
they did attain the street at last; where Miss Miggs, all blowzed 
with the exertion of getting there, and with her sobs and tears, 
sat down upon her property ; to rest and grieve until she could 
epsnare some other youth to help her home. 

‘*Tt’s a thing to laugh at, Martha, not to care for,”’ whispered 
the locksmith, as he followed his wife to the window, and good- 
humouredly dried her eyes. ‘‘ What does it matter? You had 
seen your fault before. Come! Bring up Toby again, my dear; 
Dolly shall sing us a song; and we’ll be all the merrier for this 
interruption.” 


CHAPTER THE EJGHTY-FIRST 

ANOTHER month had passed, and the end of August had 
nearly come, when Mr. Haredale stood alone in the mail- 
coach office at Bristol. Although but a few weeks had inter- 
vened since his conversation with Edward Chester and his 
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niece, in the locksmith’s house, and he had made no change, — 


in the meantime, in his accustomed style of dress, his appear- 
ance was greatly altered. He looked much older, and more 
eare-worn. Violent agitation and anxiety of mind scatter 
wrinkles and grey hairs with no unsparing hand; but deeper 
traces follow on the silent uprooting of old habits, and severing 
of dear, familiar ties. The affections are not so easily wounded 
as the passions, but their hurts are deeper, and more lasting. 
He was now a solitary man, and the heart within him was 
dreary and lonesome. 


He was not the less alone for having spent so many years - 


in seclusion and retirement. This was no better preparation 
than a round of social cheerfulness: perhaps it even increased 

_ the keenness of his sensibility. He had been so dependent 
upon her for companionship and love; she had come to be 
so much a part and parcel of his existence; they had had so 
many cares and thoughts in common, which no one else had 
shared; that losing her was beginning life anew, and being 
required to summon up the hope and elasticity of youth, amid 
the doubts, distrusts, and weakened energies of age. 

The effort he had made to part from her with seeming 
cheerfulness and bope—and they had parted only yesterday 
—left him the more depressed. With these feelings, he was 
about to revisit London for the last time, and look once more 
upon the walls of their old home, before turning his back upon 
it, for ever. 

The journey was a very different one in those days from 
what the present generation find it; but it came to an end, 
as the longest journey will, and he stood again in the streets 
of the metropolis. He lay at the inn where the coach stopped, 
and resolved, before he went to bed, that he would make his 
arrival known to no one; would spend but another night in 
London; and would spare himself the pang of parting even 
with the honest locksmith. . 

Such conditions of the mind as that to which he was a prey 
when he lay down to rest, are favourable to the growth of dis- 
ordered fancies, and uneasy visions. He knew this, even in 
the horror with which he started from his first sleep, and threw 
up the window to dispel it by the presence of some object, 
beyond the room, which had not been, as it were, the witness 
of his dream. But it was not a new terror of the night; it had 
been present to him before, in many shapes; it had haunted 
him in bygone times; and visited his pillow again and again. 
If it had been but an ugly object, a childish spectre, haunting 
his sleep, its return, in its old form, might have awakened a 
momentary sensation of fear,which, almost in the act of waking, 


would have passed away. This disquiet, however, lingered. 


about him, and would yield to nothing. When he closed his 
eyes again, he felt it hovering near; as he slowly sank into 


a slumber, he was conscious of its gathering strength and °- 
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purpose, and gradually assuming its recent shape; when he 
sprang up from his bed, the same phantom vanished from his 
heated brain, and left him filled with a dread against which 
reason and waking thought were powerless. 

The sun was up before he could shake it off. He rose late, 
but not refreshed, and remained within doors all that day. 
He had a fancy for paying his last visit to the old spot in the 
evening, for he had been accustomed to walk there at that 
season, and desired to see it under the aspect that was most 
familiar to him. At such an hour as would afford him time to 
reach it a little before sunset, he left the inn, and turned into 
the busy street. 

He had not gone far, and was thoughtfully making his way 
among the noisy crowd, when he felt a hand upon his shoulder, 
and, turning recognized one of the waiters from the inn, who 
begged his pardon, but he had left his sword behind him. 

“Why have you brought it to me?” he asked, stretching 
out his hand, and yet not taking it from the man, but pOCeInG 
at him in a disturbed and agitated manner. 

The man was sorry to have disobliged him, and would earry it 
backagain. The gentleman had said that he was going a little 
way into the country, and that he might not return till late. 
The roads were not very safe for single travellers after dark; 
and since the riots, gentlemen had been more careful than ever, 
not to trust themselves unarmed in lonely places. ‘“*We 
thought you were a stranger, Sir,”” he added, “‘and that you 
might believe our roads to be better than they are; but perhays 
you know them well, and carry fire-arms—” 

He took the sword, and putting it up at his side, thanked the 
man, and resumed his walk. 

It was long remembered that he did this in a manner so 
strange, and with such a trembling hand, that the messenger 
stood looking after his retreating figure, doubtful whether he 
ought not to follow, and watch him. It was long remembered 
that he had been heard pacing his bedroom in the dead of the 
night; that the attendants had mentioned to each other in the 
morning, how fevered and how pale he looked; and that when 
this man went back to the inn, he told a fellow-servant that 
what he had observed in this short interview lay very heavy on 
his mind, and that he feared the gentleman intended to destroy 
himself, and would never come back alive. 

With a half-consciousness that his manner had attracted 
the man’s attention (remembering the expression of his face 
when they parted), Mr. Haredale quickened his steps; and 
arriving at a stand of coaches, bargained with the driver of the 
best to carry him so far on his road as the point where the foot- 
way struck across the fields, and to await his return at a house 
of entertainment which was within a stone’s-throw of that 

. place. Arriving there in due course, Be alighted and al 
“his way on foot, - 
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He passed so near the Maypole, that he could see its smoke 
rising irom among the trees, while a flock of pigeons—some of 
its old inhabitants, doubtless—sailed gaily home to roost, 
between him and the unclouded sky. “The old house will 
brighten up now,” he said, as he looked towards it, “‘and there 
will be a merry fireside beneath its ivied roof. It is some 
comfort to know that everything will not be blighted here- 
abouts. I shall be glad to have one picture of life and cheer- 
fulness to turn to!” 

He resumed his walk, and bent his steps towards the Warren. 
It was a clear, calm, silent evening, with hardly a breath of 
wind to stir the leaves, or any sound to break the stillness of 
the time, but drowsy sheep-bells tinkling in the distance, and 
at intervals the far-off lowing of cattle, or bark of village dogs. 
The sky was radiant with the softened glory of sunset; and on 
the earth, and in the air, a deep repose prevailed. At such an 
hour, he arrived at the deserted mansion which had been his 
home so long, and looked for the last time upon its blackened 
walls. 

The ashes of the commonest fire are melancholy things, for 
in them there is an image of death and ruin,—of something 
that has been bright, and is but dull, cold, dreary dust,—with 
which our nature forces us to sympathise. How much more 
sad the crumbled embers of a home: the casting down of that 
great altar, where the worst among us sometimes perform the 
worship of her heart; and where the best have offered up such 
sacrifices, and done such deeds of heroism as, chronicled, 
would put the proudest temples of old Time, with all their 
vaunting annals, to the blush! 

He roused himself from a long train of meditation, and 
walked slowly round the house. It was by this time almost 
dark, 

He had nearly made the circuit of the building, when he 
uttered a half-suppressed exclamation, and stood still. 
Reclining, in an easy attitude, with his back against a tree, 
and contemplating the ruin with an expression of exquisite 
pleasure,—a pleasure so keen that it overcame his habitual 
indolence and command of feature, and displayed itself utterly 
free from all restraint or reserve,—before him, on his own 
ground, and triumphing then, as he had done in every mis- 
fortune and disappointment of his life, there stood the man 
whose presence, of all mankind, in any place, and least of all 
in that, he could the least endure. 

Although his blood so rose against this man, and his wrath 
so stirred within him, that he could have struck him dead, he 
put such fierce constraint upon himself that he passed him 
without a word or look. Yes, and he would have gone on, and 
not turned, though to resist the Devil who poured such hot 
temptation in his brain, required an effort scarcely human, 
if this man had not himself summoned him to stop; and that, 
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with an assumed compassion in his voice which drove him 


well-nigh mad, and in an instant routed all the self-command 
it had been anguish—acute, poignant anguish—to sustain. 

All consideration, reflection, mercy, forbearance; everything 
by which a goaded man can curb his rage and passion; fled 
from him as he turned back. And yet he said, slowly and 
quite calmly—far more calmly than he had ever spoken to 
him before: 

““Why have you called to me?” 

“To remark,’’ said Sir John Chester with his wonted com- 
posure, “‘what an odd chance it is, that we should meet here!”’ 

“It is a strange chance.” 

“Strange! The most remarkable and singular thing in the 
world. i never ride in the evening; I have not done so for 
years. The whim seized me, quite unaccountably, in the 
middle of last night.—How very picturesque this is!’*—IHe 
pointed, as he spoke to the dismantled house, and raised his 
glass to his eye. 

“You praise your own work very freely.’’ 

Sir John let fall his glass; inclined his face towards him with 
an air of the most courteous inquiry; and slightly shook his 
head as though he were remarking to himself, “I fear this 
animal is going mad!” 

“T say you praise your own work very freely,’’ repeated 
Mr, Haredale. 

“Work!” echoed Sir John, looking smilingly round. 
“Mine!—I beg your pardon, I really beg your pardon—” 

“Why, you see,”’ said Mr. Haredale, “those walls. You see 
those tottering gables. You see on every side where fire and 
smoke have raged. You see the destruction that has been 
wanton here. Do you not?” 

“My good fellow,” returned the knight, gently checking 
his impatience with his hand, ‘‘of course I do. I see everything 
you speak of, when you stand aside, and do not interpose 
yourself between the view and me. I am very sorry for you. 
if I had not had the pleasure to meet you here, I think I should 
have written to tell you so. But you don’t bear it as well as 
I had expected—excuse me—no, you don’t indeed.” 

He pulled out bis snuff-box, and addressing him with the 
superior air of 2 man who by reason of his higher nature has 
a right to read a moral lesson to another, continued: 

“Kor you are a philosopher, you know—one of that stern 
and rigid school who are far above the weaknesses of mankind 
in general. You are removed, a long way, from the frailties 
of the crowd. You contemplate them from a height, and rail 
at them with a most impressive bitterness. I have heard 

ou.” 
z “__And shall again,” said Mr. Haredale. 

“Thank you,” returned the other. ‘Shall we walk as we 
talk? The damp falls rather heavily. Well,—as you please. 
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But I grieve to say that I can spare you only a very: few - 
moments.’’ 

“TI would,” said Mr. Haredale, “you had spared me none, 
I would, with all my soul, you had been in Paradise (if such 
a monstrous lie could be enacted), rather than here, to-night.” 

“Nay,”’ returned the other—‘really—you do yourself in- 
justice. You are a rough companion, but I would not go so 
far to avoid you.”’ 

“Listen to me,” said Mr. Haredale. “Listen to me.?? 

“While you rail?” inquired Sir John. 

“While I deliver your infamy. You urged and stimulated to 
do your work a fit agent, but one who in his nature—in the 
very essence of his being—is a traitor, and who has been false 
to you (despite the sympathy you two should have together) 
as he has been to all others. With hints, and looks, and crafty 
words, which told again are nothing, you set on Gashford te 
this work—this work before us now. With these same hints, 
and looks, and crafty words, which told again are nothing, 
you urged him on to gratify the deadly hate he owes me—I 
have earned it, I thank Heayen—by the abduction and dis- 
honour of my niece. You did. I see denial in your looks—” 
he cried, abruptly pointing in his face, and stepping back, 
‘Denial is a lie!” 

He had his hand upon his sword; but the knight, with a 
contemptuous smile, replied to him as coldly as before. 

“You will take notice, Sir—if you can discriminate suffi- 
ciently—that I have taken the trouble to deny nothing. 
Your discernment is hardly fine enough for the perusal of 
faces, not of a kind as coarse as your speech; nor has it ever 
been, that I remember; or, in one face that I could name, you 
would have read indifference, not to say disgust, somewhat 
sooner than you did. I speak of a long time ago,—but you 
understand me.” 

“Disguise it as you will, you mean denial. Denial explicit 
or reserved, expressed or left to be inferred, is still a lie. You 
say you don’t deny. Do you admit?” 

“You yourself,” returned Sir John, suffering the current 
of his speech to flow as smoothly as if it had been stemmed 
by no one word of interruption, “publicly proclaimed the 
character of the gentleman in question (I think it was in West- 
minster Hall) in terms which relieve me from the necessity 
of making any further allusion to him. You may have been 
warranted; you may not have been; I can’t say. Assuming 
the gentleman to be what you described, and to have made 
to you or any other person any statements that may have 
happened to suggest themselves to him, for the sake of his 
own security, or for the sake of money, or for his own amuse 
ment, or for any other consideration,—I have nothing to 
say of him, except that his extremely degra situation 


‘ippears to me to be shared with his employers, You are sa 
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very plain yourself, that you will excuse a little freedom in 
me, I am sure.” 

“Attend to me again, Sir John—but once,” cried Mr. 
Haredale; “in your every look, and word, and gesture, you 
tell me this was not your act. I tell you that it was, and that 
you tampered with the man I speak of, and with your wretched 
son (whom God forgive) to do this deed. You talk of degrada- 
tion and character. You told me once that you had purchased 
the absence of the poor idiot and his mother, when (as I have 
discovered since, and then suspected) you had gone to tempt 
them, and had found them flown. To you I traced the in- 
sinuation that I alone reaped any harvest from my brother’s 
death; and all the foul attacks and whispered calumnies that 
followed in its train. In every action of my life, from that first 
hope which you converted into grief and desolation, you have 
stood, like an adverse fate, between me and peace. In all, 
you have ever been the same cold-blooded, hollow, false, 
unworthy villain. I‘or the second time, and for the las*, I 
cast these charges in your teeth, and spurn you from me as 
I would a faithless dog!” 

With that he raised his arm, and struck him on the breast 
so that he staggered back. Sir John, the instant he recovered, 
drew his sword, threw away the scabbard and his hat, and 
rushing on his adversary made a desperate lunge at his heart, 
which, but that his guard was quick and true, would have 
stretched him dead upon the grass. 

In the act of striking him, the torrent of his opponent’s 
rage had reached a stop. He parried his rapid thrusts, without 
returning them, and called to him with a frantic kind of terror 
in his face to keep back. 

“Not to-night! not to-night!” he cried. ‘‘In God’s name, 
not to-night!” 

Seeing that he lowered his weapon, and that he would not 
thrust in turn, Sir John lowered his. 

“‘T warn you not to-night!” his adversary cried. ‘*Be warned 
in time!” ; 

“You told me—it must have been in a sort of inspiration 
— said Sir John, quite deliberately, though now he dropped 
his mask, and showed his bitter hatred in his face. “that this 
was the last time. Be assured it is! Did you believe our last 
meeting was forgotten? Did you believe that your every 
word and look was not to be accounted for, and was not well 
remembered? Do you believe that I have waited your time, 
or you mine? What kind of man is he who entered, with all 
his sickening cant of honesty and truth, into a bond with me 
to prevent a marriage he affected to dislike, and when I-had 
redeemed my part to the spirit and the letter, skulked from 
his, and brought the match about in his own time, to rid him- 
self of a burden he had grown tired of, and cast a spurious 
lustre on his house?” sara 
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“I have acted,” cried Mr. Haredale, ‘‘with honour and in 
good faith. I do so now. Do not force me to renew this duel 
to-night!’ - i 

“You said my ‘wretched’ son, I think?” said Sir John, 
with a smile. ‘‘Poor fool! The dupe of such a shallow knave 
—trapped into marriage by such an uncle and by such a 
niece—he well deserves your pity. But he is no longer son 
of mine: you are welcome to the prize your craft has made, 
Sir.” 

“Once more,” cried his opponent, wildly stamping on the | 
ground, “although you tear me from my better angel, I | 
implore you not to come within the reach of my sword to- 
night. Oh! why were you here at all! Why have we met! 
To-morrow would have cast us far apart for ever!” 

“That being the case,” returned Sir John, without the least 
emotion, “‘it is very fortunate we have met to-night. Haredale, 
I have always despised you, as you know, but I have given 
you credit for a species of brute courage. For the honour of 
my judgment, which I had thought a good one, I am sorry 
to find you a coward.” 

Not another word was spoken on either side. They crossed 
swords, though it was now quite dusk, and attacked each other 
fiercely. They were well matched. Each was skilled in the 
management of his weapon. Mr. Haredale had the advantage 
in strength and height; on the other hand his adversary could 
boast superior address and certainly a greater share of coo!l- 
ness, 

After a few seconds they grew hotter and more furious, and 
pressing on each other inflicted and received several slight 
wounds. It was directly after receiving one of these in the 
arm, that Mr. Haredale, making a keener thrust as he felt 
the warm blood spirting out, plunged his sword through his 
opponent’s body to the hilt. 

Their eyes met, and were on each other, as he drew it out. 
He put his arm about the dying man, who repulsed him, 
feebly, and dropped upon the turf. Raising himself upon his 
hands, he gazed at him for an instant, with scorn and hatred 
in his look: but seeming to remember, even then, that this 
expression would distort his features after death, he tried to 
smile; and, faintly moving his right hand, as if to hide his 
Buody linen in his vest, fell back dead—the phantom of last 
night. 


CHAPTER THE LAST 
A PARTING glance at such of the actors in this little history 
as it has not, in the course of its events, dismissed, will bring 
it to an end. 

Mr. Haredale fled that night. Before pursuit could be begun, — 
indeed before Sir John was traced or missed, he had left the 
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_ kingdom. Repairing straight to a religious establishment, 
known throughout Hurope for the rigour and severity of its 
discipline, and for the merciful penitence it exacted from those 
who sought its shelter as a refuge from the world, he took the 
vows which henceforth shut him out from nature and his kind, 
and after a few remorseful years was buried in its gloomy 
cloisters. : 

- ‘Dw days elapsed before the body of Sir John was found. 
As soon as it was recognised and carried home, the faithful 
valet, true to his master’s creed, eloped with all the cash and 
movables he could lay his hands on, and started as a finished 
geatieman upon his own account. In this career he met with 
great success, and would certainly have married an heiress in 
the end, but for an unlucky check which led to his premature 
decease. He sank under a contagious disorder, very prevalent 
at that time, and vulgarly termed the jail fever. 

Lord George Gordon, remaining in his prison in the Tower 
until Monday the Fifth of February in the following year, 
was on that day solemnly tried at Westminster for High 
Treason. Of this crime he was, after a patient investigation, 
declared Not Guilty; upon the ground that there was no proof 
of his haying called the multitude together with any traitorous 
or unlawful intentions. Yet so many people were there, still, 
to whom those riots taught no lesson of reproof or moderation, 
that a public subscription was set on foot in Scotland to defray 
the cost of his defence. 

For seven years afterwards he remained, at the strong 
intercession of his friends, comparatively quiet; saving that 
he every now and then took occasion to display his zeal for 
the Protestant faith in some extravagant proceeding which 
was the delight of its enemies; and saving, besides, that he 
was formally excommunicated by the Archbishop of Canter- 
bury, for refusing to appear as a witness in the Ecclesiastical 
Court when cited for that purpose. In the year 1788 he was 
stimulated by some new insanity to write and publish an 
injurious pamphlet, reflecting on the Queen of France, in 
very violent terms. Being indicted for the libel, and (after 
various strange demonstrations in Court) found guilty, he 
fled into Holland in place of appearing to receive sentence; 
from whence, as the quiet burgomaster of Amsterdam had 
no relish for his company, he was sent home again with all 

_speed. Arriving in the month of July at Harwich, and going 
thence to Birmingham, he made in the latter place, in August, 
a public profession of the Jewish religion; and figured there 
as a Jew until he was arrested, and brought back to London 
to receive the sentence he had evaded. By virtue of this 
sentence he was, in the month of December, cast into Newgate 
for five years and ten months, and required besides to pay a 
large fine, and to furnish heavy securities for his future good 
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‘After addressing, in the-midsummer-of the following year, 
an appeal to the commiseration of the National Assembly 
of France, which the English minister refused to sanction, he 
composed himself to undergo his full term of punishment; 
and suffering his beard to grow nearly to his waist, and 
conforming in all respects to the ceremonies of his new religion, 
he applied himself to the study of history, and occasionally to 
the art of painting, in which, in his younger days, he had 
shown some skill. Deserted by his former friends, and 
treated in all respects like the worst criminal in the jail, 
he lingered on, quite cheerful and resigned, until the 1st of 
November 1793, when he died in his cell, being then only 
three-and-forty years of age. 

Many men with fewer sympathies for the distressed ‘and 
needy, with less abilities and harder hearts, have made a 
shining figure and left a brilliant fame. He had his mourners. 
The prisoners bemoaned his loss, and missed him; for though 
ye means were not large his charity was great, and in bestow- 

ng alms among them he considered the necessities of all 
abe and knew no distinction of sect or creed. There are 
wise men in the highways of the world who may learn some- 
thing, even from this poor crazy lord who died in Newgate. _ 

To the last he was truly served by bluff John Grueby. 
He was at his side before he had been four-and-twenty hours 
in the Tower, and never left him until he died. He had one 
other constant attendant, in the person of a beautiful Jewish 
girl; who attached herself to him from feelings half religious, 
half romantic, but whose virtuous and disinterested character 
appears to have been beyond the censure even of the most 
censorious. ; 

Gashford deserted him, of course. He subsisted for a 
time upon his traffic in his master’s secrets; and, this trade 
failing when the stock was quite exhausted, procured an 
appointment in the honourable corps of spies and eaves- 
droppers employed by the Government. As one of these 
wretched underlings, he did his drudgery, sometimes abroad, 
sometimes at home; and long endured the various miseries 
of such a station. Ten or a dozen years ago—not more—a 
meagre wan, old man, diseased and miserably poor, was found 
dead in his bed at an obscure inn in the Borough, where he 
was quite unknown. He had taken poison. There was no 
clue to his name; but it was discovered from certain entries 
ina pocket-book he carried, that he had been secretary to 
Lord George Gordon, in the time of the famous riots. 

Many months after the re-establishment ef peace and order; 
and even when it had ceased to be the town talk, that every 
military officer, kept at free quarters by the City during the 
late alarms, had cost for his board and lodgings four pounds 
four per day, and every private soldier two and twopence — 
halfpenny; many months after even this engrossing topic was _ F 
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forgotten and the United Bull-Dogs were to a man all killed, 
imprisoned, or transported; Mr. Simon Tappertit, being 
removed from a hospital to prison, and thence to his place 
of trial was discharged by proclamations, on two wooden 
avian Shorn of his graceful limbs, and brought down from 
his high estate to circumstances of utter destitution, and the 
deepest misery, he made shift to stump back to his old master, 
and beg for some relief. - By the locksmith’s advice and aid, 
he was established in business as a shoe-black, and opened 
shop under an archway near the Horse Guards. This being 
#% central quarter, he quickly made a very large connexion; 
and on levee days, was sometimes known to have as many as 
twenty half-pay officers waiting their turn for polishing. 
Indeed his trade increased to that extent, that in course of 
time he entertained no less than two apprentices, besides 
taking for his wife the widow of an eminent bone and rag 
collector, formerly of Millbank. With this lady (who assisted 
in the business) he lived in great domestic happiness, only 
ehequered by those little storms which serve to clear the 
atmosphere of wedlock, and brighten its horizon. In some 
of these gusts of bad weather, Mr. Tappertit would, in the 
assertion of his prerogative, so far forget himself, as to correct 
his lady with a brush, or boot, or shoe; while she (but only 
in extreme cases) would retaliate by taking off his legs, and 
leaving him exposed to the derision of those urchins who 
delight in mischief. 
Miss Miggs, baffled in all her schemes, matrimonial and 
otherwise, and cast upon a thankless, undeserving world, 
turned very sharp and sour; and did at length become so 
acid, and did so pinch and slap and tweak the hair and the 
noses of the youth of Golden Lion Court, that she was by 
one consent expelled that sanctuary, and desired to bless 
some other spot of earth, in preference. It chanced at that 
moment, that the justices of the peace for Middlesex proclaimed. 
hy public placard that they stood in need of a female turnkey 
for the County Bridewell, and appointed a day and hour for 
fhe inspection of candidates. Miss Miggs attending at the 
time appointed, was instantly chosen and selected from one 
hundred and twenty-four competitors, and at once promoted 
to the office; which she held until her decease, more than 
thirty years afterwards, remaining single all that time. It 
was observed of this lady that while she was inflexible and 
grim to all her female flock, she was particularly so to those 
who could establish any claim to beauty: and it was often 
remarked as a proof of her indomitable virtue and severe 
chastity, that to such as had been frail she showed no merey; 
always falling upon them on the slightest occasion, or on no 
occasion at all, with the fullest measure of her wrath. Among 
other useful inventions which she practised upon this class of 
offenders and bequeathed to posterity, was the art of inflicting 
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an exquisitely vicious poke or dig with the wards of a key 
in the small of the back, near the spine. She likewise originated 
a mode of treading by accident (in pattens) on such as 
had small feet; also very remarkable for its ingenuity, and 
previously quite unknown. 

It was not very long, you may be sure, before Joe Willet 
and Dolly Varden were made husband and wife, and with a 
handsome sum in the bank (for the locksmith could afford 
to give his daughter a good dowry), reopened the Maypole. 
It was not very long, you may be sure, before a red-faced 
little boy was seen staggering about the Maypole passage, 
and kicking up his heels on the green before the door. It 
was not very long, counting by years, before there was a red- 
faced little girl, another red-faced little boy and a whole 
troop of girls and boys: so that, go to Chigwell when you 
would, there would surely be seen, either in the village street, 
or on the green, or frolicking in the farmyard—for it was a 
farm now, as well as a tayern—more small Joes and smail 
Doilys than could be easily counted. It was not a very long 
time before these appearances ensued; but it was a very long 
time before Joe looked five years older, or Dolly either, or 
the locksmith either, or his wife either; for cheerfulness and 
content are great beautifiers, and are famous preservers of 
youthful looks, depend upon it. 

It was a long time too, before there was such a country inn 
as the Maypole, in all England: indeed it is a great question 
whether there has ever been such another to this hour, or 
ever will be. It was a long time too—for Never, as the 
proverb says, is a long day—before they forgot to have an 
interest in wounded soldiers at the Maypole; or before Joe 
omitted to refresh them, for the sake of his old campaign; or 
before the serjeant left off looking in there, now and then; 
or before they fatigued themselves, or each other, by talking 
on these occasions of battles and sieges, and hard weather 
and hard service, and a thousand things belonging to a 
soldier’s life. “As to the great silver snuff-box which the 
King sent Joe with his own hand, because of his conduct in 
the Riots, what guest ever went to the Maypole without 
putting finger and thumb into that box, and taking a great 
pinch, though he had never taken a pinch of snuff before, and 
almost sneezed himself into convulsions even then? As to 
the purple-faced vintner, where is the man who lived in 
those times and never saw him at the Maypole: to all appear- 
ances as gee * home in the best room, as if he lived there? 
And as to the eastings and christenings, and revellings at 
Christmas, and celebrations of iethdaya wedding-days, and 
all manner of days, both at the Maypole and the Golden 
Key,—if they are not notorious, what facts are? 

Mr. Willet the elder, having been by some extraordinary 
means possessed with the idea that Joe wanted to be married, 
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and that it would be well for him, his father, to retire into 
private life, and enable him to live in comfort, took up his 
abode in a small cottage at Chigwell; there they widened 
and enlarged the fireplace for him, hung up the boiler, and 
furthermore planted in the little garden outside the front- 
door, 2 fictitious Maypole; so that he was quite at home 
directly. To this, his new habitation, Tom Cobb, Phil 
Parkes, and Solemn Daisy went regularly every night: and in 
the chimney-corner, they all four quaffed, and smoked, and 
prosed, and dozed, as they had done of old. It being acci- 
dentally discovered after a short time that Mr. Willet still 
appeared to consider himself a landlord by profession, Joe 
provided him with a slate, upon which the old man regularly 
scored up vast accounts for meat, drink, and tobacco. As 
he grew older this passion increased upon him; and it. became 
his delight to chalk against the name of each of his cronies a 
sum of enormous magnitude and impossible to be paid: 
and such was his secret joy in these entries, that he would 
be perpetually seen going behind the door to look at them, 
and coming forth again, suffused with the liveliest satisfaction. 

He never recovered the surprise the Rioters had given him, 
and remained in the same mental condition down to the last 
moment of his life. It was like to have been brought to a 
speedy termination by the first sight of his first grandchild, 
which appeared to fill him with the belief that a miracle had 
happened to Joe, and that something alarming had occurred. 
Being promptly blooded, however, by a skilful surgeon, he - 
rallied; and although the doctors all agreed, on his being 
attacked with symptoms of apoplexy six months afterwards, 
that he ought to die, and took it very ill that he did not, he 
remained alive—possibly on account of his constitutional 
slowness—for nearly seven years more, when he was one 
morning found speechless in his bed. He lay in this state, 
free from all tokens of uneasiness, for a whole week, when he 
was suddenly restored to consciousness by hearing the nurse 
whisper in his son’s ear that he was going. “I’m a going, 
Joseph,” said Mr. Willet, turning round upon the instant, 
“to the Sahvanners”—and immediately gave up the ghost. 

He left a large sum of money behind him; even more than 
he was supposed to have been worth, although the neighbours, 
according to the custom of mankind in calculating the wealth 
that other people ought to have saved, had estimated his 
property in good round numbers. Joe inherited the whole; 
so that he became a man of great consequence in those parts, 
and was perfectly independent. 

Some time elapsed before Barnaby got the better of the 
shock he had sustained, or regained his old health and gaiety. 
But he recovered by degrees: and although he could never 
separate his condemnation and escape from the idea of a 
terrific dream, he became, in other respects, more rational. 
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Dating from the time of his recovery, he had a better memory 
and greater steadiness of purpose; but a dark cloud overhung 
his whole previous existence, and never cleared away. 

He was not the less happy for this; for his love of freedom 
and interest in all that moved or grew, or had its being in 
the elements, remained to him unimpaired. He lived with 
his mother on the Maypole farm, tending the poultry and 
the cattle, working in a garden of his own, and helping every- 
where. He was known to every bird and beast about the 
place, and had a name for every one. Never was there a 
lighter-hearted husbandman, a creature more popular with 
young and old, a blither or more happy soul than Barnaby: 
and though he was free to ramble where he would, he never 
quitted Her, but was for evermore her stay and comfort. 

It was remarkable that although he had that dim sense of 
the past, he sought out Hugh’s dog, and took him under his 
care; and that he never. could be tempted into London. 
When the Riots were many years old, and Edward and his 
wife came back to England with a family almost as numerous 
as Dolly’s, and one day appeared at the Maypole porch, he. 
knew them instantly, and wept and leaped for joy. But 
neither to visit them, nor on any other pretence, no matter 
how full of promise and enjoyment, could he be persuaded 
to set foot in the streets; nor did he ever conquer his repug- 
nance or look upon the town again. 

Grip soon recovered his looks, and became as glossy and 
sleek as ever. But he was proioundly silent. Whether he 
had forgotten the art of Polite Conversation in Newgate, or 
had made a vow in those troubled times to forgo, for a period, 
the display of his accomplishments, is matter of uncertainty ; 
but certain it is that for a whole year he never indulged in 
any other sound than a grave, decorous croak. At the 
expiration of that term, the morning being very bright and 
sunny, he was heard to address himself to the horses in the 
stable, upon the subject of the Kettle, so often mentioned in 
these pages, and before the witness who overheard him could 
run into the house with the intelligence, and add to it upon 
his solemn affirmation the statement that he had heard him 
laugh, the bird himself advanced with fantastic steps to the 
very door of the bar, and there cried “I’m a devil, I’m a devil, 
Lm a devil!” with extraordinary rapture. 

From that period (although he was supposed to be much 
affected by the death of Mr. Willet, senior), he constantly 
practised and improved himself in the vulgar tongue; and 
as he was a mere infant for a raven when Barnaby was grey, 
he has very probably gone on talking to the present time. 
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CHAPTER I: The Dawn 
An ancient English Cathedral Tower? How can the ancient 
English cathedral tower be here? The well-known massive 
grey square tower of its old cathedral? How can that be 
here? There is no spike of rusty iron in the air, between the 
eye and it, from any point of the real prospect. What is the 
spike that intervenes, and who has set it up? Maybe it is 
set up by the Sultan’s orders for the impaling of a horde of 
Turkish robbers, one by one. It is so, for cymbals clash and 
the Sultan goes by to his palace in long procession. Ten 
thousand scimitars flash in the sunlight, and thrice ten 
thousand dancing girls strew fiowers. Then, follow white ele- 
phants caparisoned in countless gorgeous colours, and infinite 
in number and attendants. Still the Cathedral Tower rises 
in the background, where it cannot be, and still no writhing 
‘figure is on the grim spike. Stay! Is the spike so low a thing 
as the rusty spike on the top of a post of an old bedstead that 
has tumbied all awry? Some vague period of drowsy laugh- 
tex must be devoted to the consideration of this possibility. 
Shaking from head to foot, the man whose scattered 
consciousness has thus fantastically pieced itself together, 
at length rises, supports his trembling frame upon his arms, 
and looks around. He is in the meanest and closest of small 
rooms. Through the ragged window curtains the light of 
early day steals in from a miserable court. He lies, dressed 
across a large unseemly bed, upon a bedstead that has indee 
given way under the weight upon it. Lying, also dressed, an 
also across the bed, not longwise, are a Chinaman, a Lascar, 
andahaggard woman. The two first are in a sleep or stupor; 
the last is blowing at a kind of pipe, to kindle it. And as she 
blows, and, shading it with her lean hand, concentrates its red 
spark of light, it serves in the dim morning as a lamp to show 
him what he sees of her. 
“Another?” says this woman in a querulous, rattling 
whisper, ‘‘Have another?”’ 
He looks about him, with his hand to his forehead. 
““Ye’ve smoked as many as five since ye come in at mid- 
night,” the woman goes on as she chronically complains. 
*‘Poor me, poor me. my head is so bad! Them two come in 
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after ye. Ah, poor me, the business is slack, is slack! Few 
Chinamen about the Docks, and fewer Lascars, and no ships 
coming in, these say! Here’s another ready for ye, deary. 
Ye'll remember like a good soul, won’t-ye, that the market 
price is dreffle high just now? More nor three shillings and 
sixpence for a thimbleful! And ye’ll remember that nobody 
but me (and Jack Chinaman t’other side the court; but he 
can’t do it as well as me) has the true secret of mixing it? 
Ye'll pay up according, deary, won’t ye?” 

She blows at the pipe as she speaks, and, occasionally 
bubbling at it, inhales much of its contents. 

“Oh me, oh me, my lungs is weak, my lungs is bad! It’s 
nearly ready for ye, deary. Ah, poor me, poor me, my poor 
hand shakes like to drop off! I see ye coming to, and I ses 
to my poor self, ‘I'll have another ready for him, and he’ll 

-bear in mind the market price of opium, and pay according.’ 
Oh my poor head! I makes my pipes of old penny ink- 
bottles, ye see, deary—this is one—and I fits in a mouthpiece 
this way, and I takes my mixter out of this thimble with this 
little horn spoon; and so I fills, deary. Ah, my poor nerves! 
I got Heavens-hard drunk for sixteen year afore I took to 
this; but this don’t hurt me, not to speak of. And it takes 
away the hunger as well as wittles, deary.” 

She hands him the nearly emptied pipe, and sinks back, 
turning over on her face. 

He rises unsteadily from the bed, lays the pipe upon the 
hearthstone, draws back the ragged curtain, and looks with 
repugnance at his three companions. He notices that the 
‘woman has opium-smoked herself into a strange likeness of 
the Chinaman. His form of cheek, eye, and temple, and his 
colour, are repeated in her. Said Chinaman convulsively 
wrestles with one of his many Gods or Devils, perhaps, and 
snarls horribly. The Lascar laughs and dribbles at the 
mouth. The hostess is still. 

“What visions can she have?” the waking man muses as 
he turns her face towards him, and stands looking down at it. 
“Visions of many. butchers’ shops, and public-houses, and 
much credit? Of an increase of hideous customers, and this 
horrible bedstead set upright again, and this horrible court 
swept clean? What can she rise to under any quantity of 
Opium, higher than that?—Eh?” 

He bends down his ear to listen to her mutterings. 

“ Unintelligible!” 

As he watches the spasmodic shoots and darts that break 
out of her face and limbs, like fitful lightning out of a dark 
sky, some contagion in them seizes upon him: insomuch that 
he has to withdraw himself to a lean arm-chair by the hearth— 
placed there, perhaps, for such emergencies—and to sit in it, 
holding tight, until he has got the better of this unclean 
spirit of imitation, 
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Then he comes back, pounces on the Chinaman, and, 
seizing him with both hands by the throat, turns him 
“violently on the bed. The Chinaman clutches the see 
hands, resists, gasps, and protests. 

**What do you say?” 

A watehful pause. 

““Unintelligible!”” 

Slowly loosening his grasp as he listens to the inecherent 
jargon with an attentive frown, he turns to the Lascar, and 
fairly drags him forth upon the floor. As he falls, the Lascar 
starts into a half-risen attitude, glares with his eyes, lashes 
about him fiercely with his arms, and draws a phantom knife. 
It then becomes apparent that the woman has taken pos- 
session of this knife, for safety’s sake; for, she too starting 
up, and restraining and expostulating with him, the knife is 
visible in her dress, not in his, when they drowsily drop back, 
side by side. — 

There has been chattering and clattering enough between 
them, but to no purpose. When any distinct word has been 
flung into the air, it has had no sense or sequence. Wherefore 
* Unintelligible!”’ is again the comment of the watcher, made 
with some reassured nodding of his head and a gloomy smile. 
He then lays certain silver money on the table, finds his hat, 
gropes his way down the broken stairs, gives a good morning 
to some rat-ridden door-keeper, in bed in a black hutch 
beneath the stairs, and passes out. 


That same afternoon, the massive grey square tower of an 
old cathedral rises before the sight of a jaded traveller. The 
bells are going for daily vesper service, and he must needs 
attend. it, one would say, from his haste to reach the open 
cathedral door. The choir are getting on their sullied white 

robes in a hurry, when he arrives among them, gets on his own 
robe, and falls into the procession filing in to service. Then, 
the sacristan locks the iron-barred gates that divide the 
sanctuary from the chancel, and all of the procession, having 
scuttled into their places, hide their faces; and then the 
intoned words, “WHEN THE WICKED Man ” rise among 
groins of arches and beams of roof, awakening mutteredthunder. 


CHAPTER II: A Dean, and a Chapter also 

WaosoeEver has observed that sedate and clerical bird, the 
rook, may perhaps have noticed that when he wings his way 
homeward towards nightfall, in a sedate and clerical company, 
two rooks will suddenly detach themselves from the rest, 
will retrace their flight for some distance, and will there poise 
and linger; conveying to mere men the fancy that it is of 
some occult, importance to the body politic that this artful 
couple should pretend to have renounced connection with it. 
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Similarly, service being over in the old cathedral with the 
square tower, and the choir scuffling out again, and divers 
venerable persons of rook-like aspect dispersing, two of these 
latter retrace their steps,.and walk together in the echoing 
Close. ; 

Not only is the day waning, but the year. The low sun is 
fiery, and yet cold, behind the monastery ruin, and the 
Virginia ereeper'on the cathedral wall has showered half its 
deep red leaves down on the pavement. There has been rain 
this afternoon, and a wintry shudder goes among the little 
pools on the cracked uneven flagstones, and through the giant 
elm-trees as they shed a gust of tears. Their fallen leaves 
lie strewn thickly about. Some of these leaves, in a timid 
rush, seek sanctuary within the low arched cathedral door; 
but two men coming out resist them, and cast them forth again 
with their feet; this done, one of the two locks the door with a 
goodly key, and the other flits away with a folio music-book. 

“Mr. Jasper was that, Tope?” 

“Yes, Mr. Dean.” 

“He has stayed late.” 

“Yes, Mr. Dean. I have stayed for him, your Reverence. 
He has been took a little poorly.” 

“Say ‘taken,’ Tope—to the Dean,” the younger rook 
interposes in a low tone with this touch of correction, as who 
should say: “‘You may offer bad grammar to the laity, or 
the humbler clergy, not to the Dean.” 

Mr. Tope, Chief Verger and Showman, and accustomed to 
be high with excursion parties, declines with a silent loftiness 
to perceive that any suggestion has been tendered to him. 

““And when and how has Mr. Jasper been taken—for, as 
Mr. Crisparkle has remarked, it is better to say taken— 
taken,” repeats the Dean, ‘‘when and how has Mr. Jasper 
been Taken. a 

“Taken, sir,’” Tope deferentially murmurs, 

“Poorly, Tope?” 

“Why, sir, Mr. Jasper was that breathed——” 

“YT wouldn’t say ‘That breathed,’ Tope,” Mr. Crisparkle 
jaterposes with the same touch as before. ‘Not English— 
to the Dean.”’ 

*“Breathed to that extent,” the Dean (not unflattered by 
this indirect homage) condescendingly remarks, ‘“‘would be 
preferable.” 

“Mr. Jasper’s breathing was so remarkably short”—thus 
discreetly does Mr. Tope work his way round the sunken 
rock—‘“‘when he came in, that it distressed him mightily to 
gct his notes out: which was perhaps the cause of his having a 
kind of fit on him after a little. His memory grew Dazep:” 
Mr. Tope, with his eyes on the Reverend Mr. Crisparkle, 
shoots this word out, as defying him to improve upon it: 
“and a dimness and giddiness crept over him ag strange as ever 
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Isaw: though he didn’t seem to mind it particularly himself. 
However, a little time and a little water brought him out of his. 
Daze.” Mr. Tope repeats the word and its emphasis, with the 
air of saying: “‘As I have made a success, I’ll make it again.”’ 

‘And Mr. Jasper has gone home quite himself, has he?’ 
asked the Dean. 

“Your Reverence, he has gone home quite himself. And 
I’m glad to see he’s having his fire kindled up, for it’s chilly 
after the wet, and the cathedral had both a damp feel and a 
damp touch this afternoon and he was very shivery.”’ 

They all-three look towards an old stone gatehouse crossing 
the Close, with an arched thoroughfare passing beneath it. 
Through its latticed window a fire shines out upon the fast- 
darkening scene, involving in the shadow the pendent masses 
of ivy and creeper covering the building’s front. As the deep 
cathedral bell strikes the hour, a ripple of wind goes through 
these at their distance, like a ripple of the solemn sound that 
hums through tomb and tower, broken niche and defaced 
statue, in the pile close at hand. 

“Is Mr. Jasper’s nephew with him?” The Dean asks. 

“No, sir,”’ replied the verger, ‘‘but expected. There’s his 
own solitary shadow betwixt his two windows—the one 
looking this way, and the one looking down into the High 
Street—drawing his own curtains now.” 

“Well, well,” says the Dean, with a sprightly air of breaking 
up the little conference, ‘“‘I hope Mr. Jasper’s heart may not 
be too much set upon his nephew. Our affections, however 
laudable, in this transitory world, should never master us; 
we should guide them, guide them. I find I am not disagree- 
ably reminded of my dinner by hearing my dinner bell. 
Perhaps, Mr. Crisparkle, you will, before going home, look 
in on Jasper?” 

“Certainly, Mr. Dean. And tell him that you had the 
kindness to desire to know how he was?”’ 

“Ay; do so, do so. Certainly. Wished to know how he was. 
By all means. Wished to know how he was.” 

With a pleasant air of patronage, the Dean as nearly cocks 
his quaint hat as a Dean in good spirits may, and directs his 
comely gaiters towards the ruddy dining-room of the snug 
old red brick house where he is at present “‘in residence” 
with Mrs. Dean and Miss Dean. 

Mr. Crisparkle, Minor Canon, fair and rosy, and perpetually 
pitching himself head foremost into all the deep running 
water in the surrounding country; Mr. Crisparkle, Minor 
Canon, early riser, musical, classical, cheerful, kind, good- 
natured, social, contented, and boy-like; Mr. Crisparkie, 
Minor Canon and good man, lately ‘‘Coach”’ upon the chief 
Pagan high-roads, but since promoted by a patron (grateful 
for a well-taught son) to his present Christian beat; betakes 
himself to the gatehouse, on his way home to his early tea. 
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“Sorry to hear from Tope that you have not_been well, 
Jasper.” 5 

“Oh, it was nothing, nothing!’ 

**You look a little worn.” : 

“Do I? Oh! I don’t think so. What is better, I don’t 
feel so. Tope has made too much of it, I suspect. It’s his 
trade to make the most of everything appertaining to the 
cathedral, you know.” 

“TI may tell the Dean—I call expressly from the Dean— 
that you are all right again?” 

The reply, with a slight smile, is: “Certainly; with my. 
respects and thanks to the Dean.” 

“Tm glad to hear that you expect young Drood.” 

“I expect the dear fellow every moment.” _ 

“Ah! He will do you more good than a doctor, Jasper.” 

**More good than a dozen doctors. For I love him dearly, 
and I don’t love doctors, or doctors’ stuff.” 

Mr. Jasper is a dark man of some six-and-twenty, with 
thick, lustrous, well-arranged black hair and whiskers. He 
looks older than he is, as dark men often do. His voice is 
deep and good, his face and figure are good, his manner is a 
little sombre. His room is a little sombre, and may have had 
its influence in forming his manner. It is mostly in shadow. 
Even when the sun shines brilliantly, it seldom touches the 
grand piano in the recess, or the folio music-books on the 
stands or the book-shelves on the wall, or the unfinished 
picture of a blooming school-girl hanging over the chimney- 
piece; her flowing brown hair tied with a blue riband, and 
her beauty remarkable for a quite childish, almost babyish, 
touch of saucy discontent, comically conscious of itself. 
(There is not the least artistic merit in this picture, which is 
a mere daub; but it is clear that the painter has made it 
humorously—one might almost say, revengefully—like the 
original.) 

“We shall miss you, Jasper, at the ‘Alternate Musical 
Wednesdays’ to-night; but no doubt you are best at home. 
Good night. God bless you! ‘Tell me, shep-herds, te-e-ell 
me; tell me-e-e, have you seen (have you seen, have you 
seen, have you seen) my-y-y Flo-o-ora-a pass this way?’ ” 
Melodiously good Minor Canon the Reverend Septimus 
Crisparkle thus delivers himself, in musical rhythm, as he 
withdraws his amiable face from the doorway, and conveys 
it downstairs. 

Sounds of recognition and greeting pass between the 
Reverend Septimus and somebody else at the stair-foot. 
Mr. Jasper listens, starts from his chair, and catches a young 
fellow in his arms, exclaiming: 

' “My dear Edwin!’ 
“My dear Jack! So glad to see you!” ck 
“Get off your great-coat, bright boy, and sit down here in 
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your own corner. Your feet.are not wet? Pull your hoots 
off, Do pull your boots off.” 

“My dear Jack, I am as dry as a bone. Don’t moddley 
eoddley, there’s a good fellow. I like anything better mies 
being moddley-coddleyed.’’ 

With the check upon him of being unsympathetically 
restrained in a genial outburst of enthusiasm, Mr. Jasper 
stands still, and looks on intently at the young fellow, divesting.- 
himself of his outer coat, hat, gloves, and so forth. Once 
for all, a look of intentness and intensity—a look of hungry, 
exacting, watchful, and yet devoted affection—is always, now 
and ever afterwards, on the Jasper face whenever the Jasper 
face is addressed in this direction. And, whenever it is so 
addressed, it is never, on this occasion or on any other, 
dividedly addressed; it is always concentrated. 

“Now I am right, and now I'll take my corner, Jack. 
Any dinner, Jack?”’ 

Mr. Jasper opens a door at the upper end of the room, and 
discloses a small inner room pleasantly lighted and prepared, 
wherein a comely dame is in the act of setting dishes on the 
table. 

“What a jolly old Jack it is!’? cries the young fellow abe 
a clap of his hands. ‘Look here, Jack; tell me; whose 
birthday is it?’ : 

“Not yours, I know,’’ Mr. Jasper answers, pausing -to 
eonsider. : 

“Not mine, youknow? No;not mine, Z know! Pussy’s!”* 

Fixed as the look the young fellow meets is, there is yet in 
it some strange power of suddenly including the sketch over 
the chimneypiece. i 

“Pussy’s, Jack! We must drink Many happy returns to 
her. Come, uncle; take your dutiful and sharp-set nephew 
in to dinner.” 

As the boy (for he is little more) lays a hand on Jasper’s 
shoulder, Jasper cordially and gaily lays a hand on his 
shoulder, and so Marseillaisewise they go in to dinner. 

“And, Lord! here’s Mrs. Tope!’’ cries the boy. ‘‘Lovelier 
than ever!” 

“Never you mind me, Master Edwin,’’ retorts the verger” 8 
wife; “I can take care of myself.” 

“You can’t. You’re much too handsome. Give me a kiss 
because it’s Pussy’s birthday.”’ 

“Td Pussy you, young man, if I was Pussy, as you call her,’ 
Mrs. Tope blushingly retorts, after being saluted. “Your 
uncle’s too much wrapped up in you, that’s where it is, He 
makes so much of you, that it’s my opinion you think you’ve 
only to call your Pussys by the dozen, to make ’em come.’® 
- “You forget, Mrs. Tope,’’ Mr. Jasper interposes, taking his 
place at the table with a genial smile, “and so do you, Ned, 
that Uncle and Nephew are words prohibited here by common 
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consent and express agreement. For what we are going to 
receive His holy name be praised!” 

- “Done like the Dean! Witness, Edwin Drood! Please 
to carve, Jack, for I can’t.”* 

This sally ushers in the dinner. Little to the present 
purpose, or to any purpose, is said while it is in course of 
being disposed of. At length the cloth is drawn, and a dish 
of walnuts and a decanter of rich-coloured sherry are placed 
upon the table. 

“LT say! Tell me, Jack,’® the young fellow then flows on: 
“do you really and truly feel as if the mention of our relation« 
ship divided us at all? J don’t.” 

“Uncles as a rule, Ned, are so much older than their 
nephews,” is the reply, “that I have that feeling instinctively.” 

“As a rule! Ah, maybe! But what is the difference in 
age of half-a-dozen years or so?. And some uncles, in large 
families, are even younger than their nephews. By George, 
I wish it was the case with us!” 

. “Why?” 

“Because, if it was, I’d take the lead with you, Jack, and 
be as wise as Begone, dull Care! that turned a young man 
grey, and Begone, dull Care! that turned an old man to clay.— 
Halloa, Jack! Don’t drink.’ : 

“Why not?” 

“Ask why not on Pussy’s birthday, and no Happy returns 
proposed! Pussy, Jack, and many of °em! MHappy returns, 
{ mean.”’ 

Laying an affectionate and laughing touch on the boy’s 
extended hand, as if it were at once his giddy head and light 
heart, Mr. Jasper drinks the toast in silence. 

‘**Hip, hip, hip, and nine times nine, and one to finish with, 
and all that, understood. Hooray, hooray, hooray!—And 
now, Jack, let’s have a little talk about Pussy. Two pairs of 
nut-cerackers? Pass me one, and take the other.’? Crack! 
“How’s Pussy getting on, Jack?” 

“With her music? Fairly.’ 

“What a dreadfully conscientious fellow you are, Jack! 
But I know, Lord bless you! Inattentive, isn’t she?” 

**She can learn anything, if she will.’ 

“Tf she will! Egad, that’s it. But if she won’t?”. 

Crack!—on Mr. Jasper’s part. 

“*How’s she looking, Jack?” 

Mr. Jasper’s concentrated face again includes the portrait 
as he returns: ‘* Very like your sketch indeed.”’ 

“T am a little proud of it,”’ says the young fellow, glancing 
up. at the sketch with complacency, and then shutting one 
eye, and taking a corrected prospect of it over a level bridge 
of nut-crackers in the air. ‘Not badly hit off from memory. 
But I ought to have caught that expression pretty well, for 
I have seen it often enough.” 
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~ Crack!—on Edwin Drood’s part. 

Crack!—on Mr. Jasper’s part. 

“In point of fact,’ the former resumes after some silent 
dipping among his fragments of walnut with an air of pique, 
“T see it whenever I go to see Pussy. If [ don’t find it on 
her face, I leave it there.—You know I do, Miss Scornful Pert. 
Booh! With a twirl of the nut-crackers at the portrait. 

Crack! erack! crack! Slowly on Mr. Jasper’s part. 

Crack! Sharply on the part of Edwin Drood. 

Silence on both sides. 

“Have you lost your tongue, Jack?” 

“Have you found yours, Ned?” 

“No, but really ;—isn’t it, you know, after alK—” 

Mr. Jasper lifts his dark eyebrows inquiringly. 

“Isnt it unsatisfactory to be cut off from choice in such 
a matter? There, Jack! I tell you! If I could choese, I 
would choose Pussy from all the pretty girls in the world.’’ 

“But you have not got to choose.” 

“That’s what I complain of. My dead-and-gone father 
and Pussy’s dead-and-gone father must needs marry us 
together by anticipation. Why the—Devil, I was going to 
say, if it had been respectful to their memory—couldn’t 
they leave us alone?” 

“Tut, tut, dear boy!’? Mr. Jasper remonstrates in a tone of 
gentle deprecation. 

“Tut, tut? Yes, Jack, it’s all very well for you. You 
can take it easily. Your life is not laid down to scale, and 
lined and dotted out for you, like a surveyor’s plan. You 
have no uncomfortable suspicion that you are forced upon 
anybody, nor has anybody an uncomfortable suspicion 
that she.is forced upon you, or that you are forced upon her. 
You can choose for yourself. Life, for you, is a plum with 
the natural bloom on; it hasn’t been over-carefully wiped 
off for you——” ; 

“Don’t stop, dear fellow. Goon.” 

“Can I anyhow have hurt your feelings, Jack?” 

“How can you have hurt my feelings?” 

“‘Good Heaven, Jack, you look frightfully ill! There’s 
a strange film come over your eyes.” 

Mr. Jasper, with a forced smile, stretches out his right 
hand, as if at once to disarm apprehension and gain time to 
get better. After awhile he says faintly: 

“I have been taking opium for a pain—an agony—that 
sometimes overcomes me. The effects of the medicine steal 
over me like a blight or a cloud, and pass. You see them in 
the act of passing; they will be gone directly. Look away 
from me. They will go all the sooner.” Serge 

With a scared face the younger man complies by casting 
his eyes downward at the ashes on the hearth. Not relaxing 
his own gaze on the fire, but rather strengthening it with a 
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fierce, firm grip upon his elbow-chair, the elder sits for a 
few moments rigid, and then, with thick drops standing on 
his forehead, and a sharp catch of his breath, becomes as 
he was before. On his so subsiding in his chair, his nephew 
gently and assiduously tends him while he quite recovers. 
When Jasper is restored, he lays a tender hand upon his 
nephew’s shoulder, and, in a tone-of voice less troubled than 
the purport of his words—indeed, with something of raillery 
or banter in it—thus addresses him: 

«There is said to be a hidden skeleton in every house; 
but you thought there was none in mine, dear Ned.” 

“Upon my life, Jack, I did think so. However, when I 
come to consider that even in Pussy’s house—if she had 
one—and in mine—if I had one——” 

“You were going to say (but that I interrupted you in 
spite of myself) what a quiet life mine is. No whirl and 
uproar around me, no distracting commerce or calculation, 
ng risk, no change of place, myself devoted to the art I 
pursue, my business my pleasure.” 

“T really was going to say something of the kind, Jack; 
but you see, you, speaking of yourself, almost necessarily 
leave out much that I should have put in. For instance: 
I should have put in the foreground your being so much 
respected as Lay Precentor, or Lay Clerk, or whatever you 
call it, of this cathedral; your enjoying ‘the reputation of 
having done such wonders with the choir, your choosing your 
society, and holding such an independent position in this 
queer old place; your gift of teaching (why, even Pussy, who 
don’t like being taught, says there was never such a Master 
as you are!), and your connection.” 

“Yes; I saw what you were tending to. I hate it.” 

“Hate it, Jack?’’? (Much bewildered.) 

“Thateit. The cramped monotony of my existence grinds 
me away by the grain. How does our service sound to you?’’ 

“ Beautiful! “Quite celestial!’ 

“It often sounds to me quite devilish. I am so weary of 
it. The echoes of my own voice among the arches seem to 
mock me with my daily drudging round. No wretched 
monk who droned his life away in that gloomy place, before 
me, can have been more tired of it than I am. He could 
take for relief (and did take) to carving demons out of the 
stalls and seats and desks, What shall I do? Must I 
take to carving them out of my heart?” 

“I thought you had so exactly found your niche in life, 
Jack,”” Edwin.Drood returns, astonished, bending forward 
in his chair to lay a sympathetic hand on Jasper’s knee, 
and looking at him with an anxious face. 

4 oti you thought so. They all think so.” ‘ 

“Well, I suppose they do,” says Edwin, meditati alou . 
“Pussy thinks so.” é : i ey 
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“When did she tell you that?” 

“The last time I was here. You remember when, ‘Three 
months ago. : 
_ “How did she phrase it?” 

“Oh! she only said that she~had become your pupil, and 
that you were made for your vocation.” 

The younger man glances at the portrait. The elder sees 
it in him. 

“Anyhow, my dear Ned,” Jasper resumes as he shakes his 
head with a grave cheerfulness, ‘“‘I must subdue myself to 
my vocation: which is much the same thing outwardly. It’s 
too late to findanothernow. Thisis a confidence between us.” 

“Tt shall be sacredly preserved, Jack.” 

“T have reposed it in you because——” 

“T feel it, I assure you. Because we are fast friends, and 
because you love and trust me, as I love and trust you. 
Both hands, Jack.’ 

As each stands looking into the other’s eyes, and as the 
‘uncle holds the nephew’s hands, the uncle thus proceeds: 

“You know now, don’t you, that even a poor monotonous 
chorister and grinder of music—in his niche—may be troubled 
with some stray sort of ambition, aspiration, restlessness, 
dissatisfaction, what shall we call it?” 

“Yes, dear Jack.” 

*“And you will remember?” 

““My dear Jack, I only ask you, am I likely to forget what 
you have said with so much feeling?” 

“Take it as a warning, then.” : 

In the act of having his hands released, and of moving a 
step back, Edwin pauses for an instant to consider the 
application of these last words. The instant over, he says, 
sensibly touched: 

“JT am afraid I am but a shallow, surface kind of fellow, 
Jack, and that my head-piece is none of the best. But I 
needn’t say I am young; and perhaps I shall not grow worse 
as I grow older. At all events, I hope I have something 
impressible within me which feels—deeply feels—the dis- 
interestedness of your painfully laying your inner self bare 
as a warning to me.” 

Mr. Jasper’s steadiness of face and figure becomes sc 
marvellous that his breathing seems to have stopped. 

“¥ couldn’t fail to notice, Jack, that it cost you a great 
effort, and that you were very much moved, and very unlike 
your usual self. Of course I knew that you were extremely 
fond of me, but I really was not prepared for your, as I may 
say, sacrificing yourself to me in that way.” 

Mr. Jasper becoming a breathing man again without the 
smallest stage of transition between the two extreme states, 
lifts his shoulders, laughs, and waves his right arm. 

**No; don’t put the sentiment away, Jack; please don’t; 
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for I am very much in earnest. I have no doubt that that 
unhealthy state of mind which you have so powerfully 
described is attended with some real suffering, and is hard 
to bear. But let me reassure you, Jack, as to the chances 
of its overcoming me. I don’t think I am in the way of it. 
In some few months less than another year, you know, I 
shall carry Pussy off from school as Mrs. Edwin Drood. I 
shall then go engineering into the East, and Pussy with me. 
And although we have our little tiffs now, arising out of a 
certain unavoidable flatness, that attends our love-making, 
owing to its end being all settled beforehand, still I have no 
doubt of our getting on capitally then, when it’s done and 
can’t be helped. In short, Jack, to go back to the old song 
I was freely quoting at dinner (and who knows old songs 
better than you?), my wife shall dance, and I will sing, so 
inerrily pass the day. Of Pussy’s being beautiful there 
cannot be a doubt;—and when you are good besides, Little 
Miss Impudence,” once more apostrophizing the portrait, 
“Pll burn your comic likeness, and paint your music-master 
another.” 

Mr. Jasper, with his hand to his chin, and with an expression 
of musing benevolence on his face, has attentively watched 
every animated look and gesture attending the delivery of 
these words. He remains in that attitude after they are 
spoken, as if in a kind of fascination attendant on his strong 
interest in the youthful spirit that he loves so well. Then he 
Says with a quiet smile: 

“You won’t be warned, then?” 

“No, Jack.” 

“You can’t be warned, then?” 

“No, Jack, not by you. Besides that I don’t really con- 
sider myself in danger, I don’t like your putting yourself in 
that position.” ‘ 

“Shall we go and walk in the churchyard?” 

“By all means. You won’t mind my slipping out of it 
for half a moment to the Nuns’ House, and leaving a parcel 
there? Only gloves for Pussy; as many pairs of gloves as 
she is years old to-day. Rather poetical, Jack?” 

Mr. Jasper, still in the same attitude, murmurs: ‘‘ ‘Nothing 
half so sweet in life,’ Ned!” 

“Here’s the parcel in my great-coat pocket. They must 
be presented to-night, or the poetry is gone. It’s against 
regulations for me to call at night, but not to leave a packet. — 
I am ready, Jack!” 

Mr, Jasper dissolves his attitude, and they go out together. 


CHAPTER III: The Nuns’ House 
For sufficient reasons, which this narrative will itself unfold 
as it advances, a fictitious name must. be bestowed upoa the 
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old cathedral town. Let it stand in these pages as Cloister- 
ham. It was once possibly known to the Druids by another 
name, and certainly to the Romans by another, and to the 
Saxons by another, and to the Normans by another; and a 
name more or Jess in the course of many centuries can be of 
little moment to its dusty chronicles. 

An ancient city, Cloisterham, and no meet dwelling-place 
for any one with hankerings after the noisy world. A 
monotonous, silent city, deriving an early flavour throughout 
from its cathedral crypt, and so abounding in vestiges of 
monastic graves, that the Cloisterham children grow small 
salad in the dust of abbots and abbesses, and make dirt-pies 
of nuns and friars; while every ploughman in its outlying 
fields renders to once puissant Lord Treasurers, Archbishops, 
Bishops, and such-like, the attention which the ogre in the 
story-book desired to render to his unbidden visitor, and 
grinds their bones to make his bread. 

A drowsy city, Cloisterham, whose inhabitants seem to 
suppose, with an inconsistency more strange than rare, that 
all its changes lie behind it, and that there are no more to 
come. A queer moral to derive from antiquity, yet older 
than any traceable antiquity. So silent are the streets of 
Cloisterham (though prone to echo on the smallest provoca- 
tion), that of a summer day the sun-blinds of its shops scarce 
dare to flap in the south wind; while the sun-browned tramps, 
who pass along and stare, quicken their limp a little, that 
they may the sooner get beyond the confines of its oppressive 
respectability. This is a feat not difficult of achievement, 
seeing that the streets of Cloisterham city are little more thar 
one narrow street by which you get into it and get out of it: 
the rest being mostly disappointing yards with pumps in 
them, and no thoroughfare—exception made of the Cathedral 
Close, and a paved Quaker settlement, in colour and general 
conformation very like a Quakeress’s bonnet, up in a shady 
corner. 

In a word, a city of ancther and a bygone time is Cloister- 
ham, with its hoarse cathedral bell, its hoarse rooks hovering 
about the cathedral tower, its hoarser and less distinct rocks 
in the stalls far beneath. Fragments of old wall, saint’s 

‘chapel, chapter-house, convent and monastery, have got 
incongruously or obstructively built into many of its houses 
and gardens, much as kindred jumbled notions have become 
incorporated into many of its citizens’ minds. All things in 
it are of the past. Even its single pawnbroker takes in no 
pledges, nor has he for a long time, but offers vainly an 
unredeemed stock for sale, of which the costlier articles are 
dim and pale old watches apparently in a slow perspiration, 
tarnished sugar-tongs with ineffectual legs, and odd volumes 
of dismal books. The most.abundant and the most agreeable 
evidences of progressing life in Cloisterham are the evidences 
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of vegetable life in many gardens; even its drooping and 


despondent little theatre has its poor strip of garden, receiving” 


the foul fiend, when he ducks from its stage into the infernal 
regions, among scarlet-beans or oyster shelis, according to 
the season of the year. 

In the midst of Cloisterham stands the Nuns’ House: a 
venerable brick edifice, whose present appellation is doubtless 
derived from the legend of its conventual uses. On the 
trim gate enclosing its old courtyard is a resplendent brass 
plate flashing forth the legend: ‘‘Seminary for Young Ladies. 
Miss Twinkleton.”” The house-front is so old and worn, and 
the brass plate is so shining and staring, that the general 
result has reminded imaginative strangers of a battered old 
beau with a large modern eye-glass stuck in his blind eye. 

Whether the nuns of yore, being of a submissive rather than 
a stiff-necked generation, habitually bent their contemplative 
heads to avoid collision with the beams in the low ceilings of 
the many chambers of their House; whether they sat in its 
long low windows telling their beads for their mortification, 
instead of making necklaces of them for their adornment; 
whether they were ever walled up alive in odd angles and 
jutting gables of the building for having some ineradicable 
Jeaven of busy mother Nature in them which has kept the 
fermenting world alive ever since; these may be matters of 
interest to its haunting ghosts (if any), but constitute no item 
in Miss Twinkleton’s half-yearly accounts. They are neither 
of Miss Twinkleton’s inclusive regulars, nor on her extras. 
The lady who undertakes the poetical department of the 
establishment at so much (or so little) a quarter has no pieces 
in her list of recitals bearing on such unprofitable questions. 

As, in some cases of drunkenness, and in others of animal 
magnetism, there are two states of consciousness which 
never clash, but each of which pursues its separate course ag 
though it were continuous instead of broken (thus if I hide 
my watch when I am drunk, I must be drunk again before 
{ can remember where), so Miss Twinkleton has two distinct 
and separate phases of being. Every night, the moment the 
young ladies have retired to rest, does Miss Twinkleton 
smarten up her curls a little, brighten up her eyes a little, and 


become a sprightlier Miss Twinkleton than the young ladies ~ 


have ever seen. Every night, at the same hour, does Miss 
‘'winkleton resume the topics of the previous night, compre- 
hending the tenderer scandal of Cloisterham, of which she has 
no knowledge whatever by day, and references to a certain 
season at Tunbridge Wells (airily called by Miss Twinkleton, 


in this state of her existence, ‘The Wells”), notably the — 


season wherein a certain finished gentleman (compassionately 
called by Miss Twinkleton, in this stage of her existence, 
“Foolish Mr. Porters”) revealed a homage of the heart, 
whereof Miss Twinkleton, in her scholastic state of existence 
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fg as ignorant as a granite pillar. Miss Twinkleton’s com- 
panion in both states of existence, and equally adaptable to 
either, is one Mrs. Tisher: a deferential widow with a weak 
back, a chronic sigh, and a suppressed voice, who looks after 
the young ladies’ wardrobes, and leads them to infer that she 
has seen better days. Perhaps this is the reason why it is an 
article of faith with the servants, handed down from race to 
race, that the departed Tisher was a hairdresser. 

The pet pupil of the Nuns’ House is Miss Rosa Bud, of 
course called Rosebud; wonderfully pretty, wonderfully 
childish, wonderfully whimsical. An awkward interest 
(awkward because romantic) attaches to Miss Bud in the 
toinds of the young ladies, on account of its being known to 
them that a husband has been chosen for her by will and 
bequest, and that her guardian is bound down to bestow her 
on that husband when he comes of age. Miss Twinkleton, in 
her seminarial state of existence, has combated the romantic 
aspect of this destiny by affecting to shake her head over it 
behind Miss Bud’s dimpled shoulders, and to brood on the 
unhappy lot of that doomed little victim. But with no better 
effect—possibly.some unfelt touch of foolish Mr. Porters has 
undermined the endeavour—than to evoke from the young 
Jadies an unanimous bedchamber cry of “Oh, what a pretend- 
ing old thing Miss Twinkleton is, my dear!” 

The Nuns’ House is never in such a state of flutter as 
when this allotted husband calls to see little Rosebud. (It 
is unanimously understood by the young ladies that he is 
lawfully entitled to this privilege, and that, if Miss Twinkleton 
disputed it, she would be instantly taken up and transported.) 
When his ring at the gate bell is expected, or takes place, every 

oung lady who can, under any pretence, look out of window, 
poner out of window; while every young lady who is “‘practis- 
ing,”’ practises out of time; and the French class becomes so 
demoralised that the mark goes round as briskly as the bottle 
at a convivial party in the last century. 

On the afternoon of the day next after the dinner of two at 
the gatehouse, the bell is rung with the usual fluttering results, 

“Mr. Edwin Drood to see Miss Rosa.” 

This is the announcement of the parlour-maid in chief. 
Miss Twinkleton, with an exemplary air of melancholy on 
her, turns to the sacrifice, and says: ““You may go down, my 
dear.”” Miss Bud goes down, followed by all eyes. 

Mr. Edwin Drood is waiting in Miss Twinkleton’s own 

arlour: a dainty room, with nothing more directly scholastic 
in it than a terrestrial and a celestial globe. These expressive 
machines imply (to parents and guardians) that even when 
Miss Twinkleton retires into the bosom of privacy, duty may 
at any moment compel her to become a sort of Wandering 
_ Jewess; scouring the earth and soaring through es skies in 
search of knowledge for her pupils. 
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. The last new maid, who has never seen the young gentie- 
man Miss Rosa is engaged to, and who is making his acquain- 
tance between the hinges of the open door, left open for 
the purpose, stumbles guiltily down the kitchen stairs, as 
a charming little apparition, with its face concealed by a 
little silk apron thrown over its head, glides into the 
parlour. 

“Oh! it ts so ridiculous!”’ says the apparition, stopping and 
Shrinking. “Don’t, Eddy!” 

“Don’t what, Rosa?” 

“Don’t come any nearer, please. It is so absurd.” 

“What is absurd, Rosa?” 

“The whole thing is. It is so absurd to be an engaged 
orphan; and it 7s so absurd to have the girls and the servants 
scuttling about after one, like mice in the wainscot; and it is 
so absurd to be called upon!” 

The apparition appears to have a thumb in the corner of 
its mouth while making this complaint. 

“You give me an affectionate reception, Pussy, I must say.”’ 

“Well, I will in a minute, Eddy, but I can’t just yet. 
How are you?” (very shortly). 

“T am unable to reply that I am much the better for seeing 
you, Pussy, inasmuch as I see nothing of you.” 

This second remonstrance brings a dark bright pouting 
eye out from a corner of the apron; but it swiftly becomes 
invisibie again as the apparition exclaims: ‘‘Oh, good gracious! 
you have had half your hair cut off!’ 

“I should haye done better to have had my head cut off, 
I think,’ says Edwin, rumpling the hair in question, with 
a fierce glance at the looking-glass, and giving an impatient 
stamp, “Shall I go?” 

“No; you needn’t go just yet, Eddy. The girls would all 
be asking why you went.’? 

“Once for ali, Rosa, will you uncover that ridiculous little 
head of yours and give me a welcome?” : 

The apron is pulled off the childish head as its wearer 
replies: ““You’re yery welcome, Eddy. There! I'm sure 
that’s nice. Shake hands. No, I can’t kiss you, because 
Pve got an acidulated drop in my mouth.” 

“Are you at all glad to see me, Pussy?” 

“Oh yes, I’m dreadfully glad!—Go and sit down.—Miss 
Twinkleton.” 

It is the custom of that excellent lady, when these visits 
occur, to appear every three minutes, either in her own person 
or in that of Mrs. Tisher, and lay an offering on the shrine of 
Propriety by affecting to look for some desiderated article. 
On the present occasio: Miss Twinkleton, gracefully gliding 
in and out, says in passing: “How do you do, Mr. Dreod? 
Very glad indeed to have the pleasure. Pray excuse me, 
Tweezers. Thank you!” 
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“T got the gloves last evening, Eddy, and I like them very 
much. ‘They are beauties.” 

“Well, that’s something,” the affianced replies, half grum- 
bling. “The smallest encouragement thankfully received. 
And how did you pass your birthday, Pussy?” 

“Delightfully! Everybody gave me a present. And we 
had a feast. And we had a ball at night.” 

“A feast and a ball, eh? These oceasions seem to go off 
tolerably well without me, Pussy.” 

“De-lightfully!”’ cries Rosa in a quite spontaneous manner, 
and without the least pretence of reserve. ° 

“Bah! And what was the feast?” 

“Tarts, oranges, jellies, and ar gf 

“Any partners at the bali?” 

“We danced with one another, of course, sir. But some 
of the girls made game to be their brothers. It was so 
droll!”? 

“Did anybody make game to be——” . 

“To be you? Oh dear yes!’ cries Rosa, laughing with 
great enjoyment. ‘That was the first thing done.” 

“T hope phe did it pretty well,’ says Edwin rather doubt- 
fully. 

“Oh, it was excellent!—I wouldn’t dance with you, you 
know.” 

Edwin scarcely seems to see the force of this; begs to know 
if he may take the liberty to ask why? 

“Because I was so tired of you,”’ returns Rosa. But she 
qvickly adds, and pleadingly too, seeing displeasure in his 
face: ‘Dear Eddy, you were just as tired of me, you know.”? 

“Did I say so, Rosa?” 

“Say so! Do you ever say so? No, you only showed it. 
Oh, she did it so well!’’ cries Rosa in a sudden ecstasy with 
her counterfeit betrothed. 

“Tt strikes me that she must be a devilish impudent girl,” 
says Edwin Drood. “And so, Pussy, you have passed your 
last birthday in this old house.”’ 

“Ah, yes!”? Rosa clasps her hands, looks down with a sigh, 
and shakes her head. 

“You seem to be sorry, Rosa.” 

“Tam sorry for the poor old place. Somehow, I feel as if 
it would miss me when I am gone so far away, so young.” 

“Perhaps we had better stop short, Rosa?” 

She looks up at him with a swift bright look; next moment 
shakes her head, sighs, and looks down again. 

“Phat is to say, is it, Pussy, that we are both resigned?” 

She nods her head again, and, after a short silence, quaintly 
bursts out with: ‘““ You know we must be married, and married 
from here, Eddy, or the poor girls will be 80 dreadfully dis- 
appointed!” 

For the moment there is more of compassion, both for her 
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and for himself, in her affianeed husband’s face, than there is 
of love. He checks the look, and asks: “Shall I take you out 
for a walk, Rosa dear?” : ue 

Rosa dear does not seem at all clear on this point, until 
her face, which has been comically reflective, brightens. ‘Oh 
yes, Eddy; let us go fora walk! And I tell you what we'll do. 
You shall pretend that you are engaged to somebody else, and 
I'll pretend that I am not engaged to anybody, and then we 
-Shan’t quarrel.” 

“Do you think that will prevent our falling out, Rosa?” 

“TI know it will. Hush! Pretend to look out of window.— 
Mrs. Tisher!”’ 

Through a fortuitous concourse of accidents, the matronly 
Tisher heaves in sight, says, in rustling through the room like 
the legendary ghost of a dowager in silken skirts: ‘I hope Isce 
Mr. Drood weil; though I needn’t ask, if I may judge from his 
complexion. I trust I disturb no one, but there was a paper- 
knife—Oh, thank you, I am sure!” and disappears with her 
prize. 

“One other thing you must do, Eddy, to oblige me,” says 
Rosebud. “The moment we get into the street, you must 
put me outside, and keep close to the house yourself— 
Squeeze and graze yourself against it.” 

“By ali means, Rosa, if you wish it. Might I ask why?” 

“Oh! because I don’t want the girls to see you.” 

ae a fine day; but would you like me to carry an umbrella 
up ” 

“Don’t be foolish, sir. You haven’t got polished leather 
boots on,” pouting, with one shoulder raised. 

“Perhaps that might escape the notice of the girls, even if 
they did see me,” remarks Edwin, looking down at his boots 
with a sudden distaste for them. ‘ 

“Nothing escapes their notice, sir. And then I know what 
would happen. Some of them would begin reflecting on me 
by saying (for they are free) that they never will on any 
account engage themselves to lovers without polished leather 
boots. Hark! Miss Twinkleton. I'll ask for leave.” 

That discreet lady being indeed heard without, inquiring of 
nobody in a blandly conversational tone as she advances: 
“Eh? Indeed! Are you quite sure you saw my mother- 
of-pearl button-holder on the work-table in my room?” is at 
once solicited for walking leave, and graciously accords it. 
And soon the young couple go out of the Nuns’ House, taking 
all precautions against the discovery of the so vitally defective 
boots of Mr. Edwin Drood: precautions, let us hope, effective 
for the peace of Mrs. Edwin Drood that is to be. 

“Which way shall we take, Rosa?” 

Rosa replies, “I want to go to the Lumps-of-Delight shop.”* 

“To the——?” 

“A Turkish sweetmeat, sir. My gracious me, don’t you 
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‘understand anything? Call yourself an Engineer, and not 
know that ?” 

““Why, how should I know it, Rosa?” 

“Because Iam very fond of them. Butoh! Iforgot what 
we are to pretend. No, you needn*t know anything about 


‘ them; never mind.” 


So he is gloomily borne off to: the Lumps-of-Delight shop, 
where Rosa makes her purchase, and, after offering some to 
him (which he rather indignantly declines), begins to partake 
of it with great zest: previously taking off and rolling up a pair 
of little pink gloves, like rose-leaves, and occasionally putting 
her little pink fingers to her rosy lips, to cleanse them from the 
Dust of Delight that comes off the Lumps. 

“Now, be a good-tempered Eddy, and pretend. And so 
you are engaged?” 

“And so I am engaged.” 

“Ts she nice?” 

** Charming.” 

“Tall?” 

“Immensely tall!” (Rosa being short.) 

“Must be gawky, I should think,” is Rosa’s quiet com- 
mentary. 

“YT beg your pardon; not at all,” contradiction rising in 
him. ‘What is termed a fine woman; a splendid woman.” 

“Big nose, no doubt,” is the quiet commentary again. 

“Not a little one, certainly,” is the quick reply. (Rosa’s 
being a little one.) 

“Long pale nose, with a red nob in the middle. J know the 
sort of nose,’’ says Rosa with a satisfied nod, and tranquilly 
enjoying the Lumps. 

“You don’t know the sort of nose, Rosa,” with some 
warmth; ‘** because it’s nothing of the kind.” 

“Not a pale nose, Eddy?” 

“No.” Determined not to assent. ; 

“A red nose? Oh! I don’t like red noses. However, to be 
sure she can always powder it.” 

“She would scorn to powder it,” said Edwin, becoming 
heated. 

“Would she?, What a stupid thing she must be! Is she 
stupid in everything?’’ 

“No; in nothing.” 

After a pause, in which the whimsically wicked face has not 
been unobservant of him, Rosa says: 

~ “And this most sensible of creatures likes the idea of being 
carried off to Egypt; does she, Eddy?” 

“Yes. She takes a sensible interest in triumphs of engineer- 
ing skill: especially when they are to change the whole con- 
dition of an undeveloped country.” 

“Lor!” says Rosa, shrugging her shoulders, with a little 
laugh of wonder, 
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“De you object,** Edwin inquires, with a majestic turn of 
his eyes downward upon the fairy figure: “‘do you object, 
Rosa, to her feeling that interest??? ~~ wet 

“Object? My dear Eddy! | But really, doesn’t she hate 
boilers and things?” Ge NS ene: : 

“‘T ean answer for her not being so idiotic as to hate Boilers,” 
he returns with angry emphasis; “‘though I cannot answer 
for her views about Things; reaily not understanding what 
‘Things are meant.” — bie sae 

“But don’t she hate Arabs, and Turks, and Fellahs, and 
people?*? ‘ ; 

“Certainly not.” . Very firmly. 

“At least she must hate the Pyramids? Come, Eddy?” - 

“Why should she be, such a little—tall, I mean—goose, as 
to hate the Pyramids, Rosa?” ; 7 

“Ah! you should hear Miss Twinkleton,” often nodding her 
head, and much enjoying the Lumps, “bore about them, and 
then you wouldn’t ask. Tiresome old burying-grounds! 
Isises, and Ibises, and Cheopses, and Pharaohses; who cares 
about them? And then there was Belzoni, or somebody, 
dragged out by the legs, half choked with bats and dust. ‘All 
the girls say: Serve him right, and hope it hurt him, and wish 
he had been quite choked.” pee 

The two youthful figures, side by side, but not now arm-in- 
arm, wander discontentedly about the old Close; and each 
sometimes stops and slowly imprints a deeper footstep in the 
fallen leaves. 

“Well!” says Edwin after a lengthy silence. “According 
tocustom. We can’t get on, Rosa.” 

Rosa tosses her head, and says she don’t want to get on. 

“That's 4 pretty sentiment, Rosa, considering.” 

“Considering what?” . 

“Tf I say what, you’ll go wrong again.” 

* You’llgo wrong, youmean, Eddy. Don’t be ungenerous.” 

““Ungenerous! I like that!” 

“Then I don’t-like that, and so I tell you plainly,” Resa 
pouts. . ‘ 

“Now, Rosa, I put it to you. Who disparaged my pro- 
fession, my destination: ‘e 

“You are not going to be buried in the Pyramids, I hope?” 
she interrupts, arching her delicate eyebrows. ‘‘You never 
said you were. If you are, why haven’t you mentioned it to 
me? I can’t find out your plans by instinct.” : 

““Now, Rosa, you know very well what I mean, my dear.” 

“Well, then. why did you begin with your detestable red- 
nosed giantesses? And she would, she would, she would, she 
would, she wouLD powder it!” cries Rosa, in a little burst of 
comical contradictory spleen. 

“Somehow or other, I never can come right in these dis- 
cussions,” says Edwin, sighing and becoming resigned, 
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“How is it possible, sir, that you ever can come right when 
you’re always wrong? And as to Belzoni, I suppose he’s dead; 
—I’m sure I hope he is;—and how can his legs or his chokes 
eoncern you?” 

“Tt is nearly time for your return, Rosa. We have not had 
a very happy walk, have we?” 

“A happy walk? A detestably unhappy walk, sir. If I 
go upstairs the moment I get in, and cry till I can’t take my 
daneing lesson, you are responsible, mind!” 

“*Let us be friends, Rosa.”’ 

““Ah!” eried Rosa, shaking her head and bursting into real 
tears, ““I wish we could be friends! It’s because we can’t be 
friends that we try one anotherso, Iam a young little thing, 
Eddy, to have an old heartache; but I really, really have, 
sometimes, Don’t be angry. I know you have one yourself 
too often. We should both of us have done better if What is 
to be had been left What might have been. Iam quite a little 
serious thing now, and not teasing you. Let each of us for- 
bear, this one time, on our own account, and on the other’s!” 

Disarmed by the glimpse of a woman’s nature in the spoilt 
child, though for an instant disposed to resent it as seeming to 
involve the enfcreed infliction of himself upon her, Edwin 
Drood stands watching her as she childishly cries and sobs, 
with both hands to the handkerchief at her eyes, and then— 
she becoming more composed, and indeed beginning, in her 
young inconstancy, to laugh at herself for having been so 
moved—teads her to a seat hard by, under the elm-irees. 

“One clear word of understanding, Pussy dear. I am not 
clever out of my own line—now I come to think of it, I don’t 
know that I am particularly clever in it—but I want to do 
right. There is not—there may be—TI really don’t see my way 
to what I want to say, but I must say it before we part—there 
is not any other young ——” 

“Oh no, Eddy! It’s generous of you to ask me; but no, 
no, no!’ 

They have come very near to the cathedral windows, and at 
this moment the organ and the choir sound out sublimely. As 
they sit listening to the solemn swell, the confidence of last 
night rises in young Edwin Drood’s mind, and he thinks how 
unlise this musie is to that discordance. 

“TI fancy I can distinguish Jack’s voice,” is his remark in a 
Jow tone in connection with the train of thought. 

“Take me back at once, please,” urges his affianced, 
quickly laying her light hand upon his wrist. ‘They will all 
be coming out directly; let us get away. Oh, what a resound- 
ing chord! But don’t let us stop to listen to it; let us get 
away!” 

Her hurry is over as soon as they have passed out of the 
Close. They go arm-in-arm now, gravely and deliberately 
enough, along the old High Street, to the Nuns’ House. At 
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the gate, the street being within sight empty, Edwin bends 
down his face to Rosebud’s. : 

She remonstrates, laughing, andisa childish school-girl again. 

“Eddy,no! IWmtoosticky to be kissed. But give me your 
hand, and I’ll blow a kiss into that.” 

He does so. She breathes a light breath into it, and asks, 
retaining it and looking into it: 

““Now say, what do you see?” 

“See, Rosa?” 

“Why, I thought you Egyptian boys could look into a hand 
and see all sorts of phantoms. Can’t you see a happy 
Future?” 

For certain, neither of them sees a happy Present, as the 
gate opens and closes, and one goes in, and the other goes away. 


CHAPTER IV: Mr. Sapsea 

AccEPTING the Jackass as the type of self-sufficient stupidity 
and conceit—a custom, perhaps, like some few other customs, 
more conventional than fair—then the purest Jackass in 
Cloisterham is Mr. Thomas Sapsea, Auctioneer. 

Mr. Sapsea “dresses at.” the Dean; has been bowed to for 
the Dean in mistake; has even been spoken to in the street as 
My Lord, under the impression that he was the Bishop come 
‘down unexpectedly, without his chaplain. Mr. Sapsea is very 
proud of this, and of his voice, and of his style. He has even 
(in selling landed property) tried the experiment of slightly 
intoning in his pulpit, to make himself more like what he 
takes to be the genuine ecclesiastical article. So, in ending a 
Sale by Public Auction, Mr. Sapsea finishes off with an air of 
bestowing a benediction on the assembled brokers, which leaves 
the real Dean—a modest and worthy gentleman—far behind. 

Mr. Sapsea has many admirers; indeed, the proposition is 
carried by a large local majority, even including non-believers 
in his wisdom, that he is a credit to Cloisterham, He possesses 
the great qualities of being portentous and dull, and of having 
a rollin his speech, and another roll in his gait; not to mention 
a certain gravely-flowing action with his hands, as if he were 
presently going to Confirm the individual with whom he holds 
discourse. Much nearer sixty years of age than fifty, with a 
flowing outline of stomach, and horizontal creases in his waist- 
coat; reputed to be rich; voting at elections in the strictly 
respectable interest; morally satisfied that nothing but he 
himself has grown since he was a baby; how can dunderheaded 
-Mr. Sapsea be otherwise than a credit to Cloisterham, and 
society? 

Mr. Sapsea’s premises are in the High Street, over against 
‘the Nuns’ House. They are of about the period of the Nuns’ 
House, irregularly modernised here and there, as steadily- 
deteriorating generations found, more and more. that they 


THE MYSTERY OF EDWIN DROOD BI 


preferred air and light to Fever and the Plague. Over the 
doorway is a wooden effigy, about half life-size, representing 
Mr. Sapsea’s father, in a curly wig and toga, in the act’ of 
selling. The chastity of the idea, and the natural appearance cf 
the little finger, hammer, and pulpit, have been much admired. 

Mr. Sapsea sits in his dull ground-fioor sitting-room, giving 
first on his paved back-yard; and then on his railed-off garden. 
Mr, Sapsea has a bottle of port wine on a table before the fire— 
the fire is an early luxury, but pleasant on the cool, chilly 
autumn evening—and is characteristically attended by his 
portrait, his eight-day clock, and his weaiher-glass. Chax- 
acteristically, because he would uphold himself against man- 
kind, his weather-glass against weather, and his clock against 
time. 

By Mr. Sapsea’s side on the table are a writing-desk and 
writing materials. Glancing at a scrap of manuscript, Mr. 
Sapsea reads it to himself with a lofty air, and then, slowly 
‘pacing the room with his thumbs in the armholes of his waisi- 
coat, repeats it, from memory: so internaily, though with 
much dignity, that the word “Hthelinda” is alone audible. 

There are three clean wine-glasses in a tray on the table. 
His servant-maid entering and announcing ‘“‘Mr. Jasper is 
come, sir,” Mr. Sapsea waves “Admit him,” and draws two 
wine-glasses from the rank, as being claimed. 

“Glad to see you, sir. I congratulate myself on having the 
honour of receiving you here for the first time.’’ Mr. Sapsea 
does the honours of his house in this wise. 

““You are very good. The honour is mine, and the seif- 
congratulation is mine.”’ J 

**You are pleased to say so, sir. But.I do assure you that 
it is a satisfaction to me to receive you in my humble home, 
And that is what I would not say to everybody.’? Ineffable 
loftiness on Mr. Sapsea’s part accompanies these words, as 
leaving the sentence to be understood: “You will not easily 
believe that your society can be a satisfaction to a man like 
myself; nevertheless, it is.” 

“T have for some time desired to know you, Mr. Sapsea.”’ 

“And I, sir, have long known you by reputation as a man 
of taste. Let me fill your glass. I will give you, sir,” said 
Mr. Sapsea, filling his own: 


“* When the French come over, 
May we meet them at Dover {?”? 


This was a patriotic toast in Mr. Sapsea’s infancy, and he is 
therefore fully convinced of its being appropriate to any sub- 
sequent era. A= 

“You can scarcely be ignorant, Mr. Sapsea,” observes 
Jasper, watching the auctioneer with a smile as the latter 
stretches out his legs before the fire, “that you know the world.” 
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_ “Well, sir,” is the chuckling reply. “I think I know some: 
thing of it; something of it.’’ : 

“Your reputation for that knowledge has always interested - 
me and surprised me, and made me wish to know you. For 
Cloisterham is a little place. Cooped up in it myself, I knew 
nothing beyond it, and feel it to be a very little place.” 
. “If I have not gone to foreign countries, young man 2 
Mr. Sapsea begins, and then stops. “You will excuse me calling 
you young man, Mr. Jasper? You are much my junior.”’ 

“By all means.’’ : 

“If I have not gone to foreign countries, young man, 
foreign countries have come to me. They have come to me 
in the way of business, and I have improved upon my oppor- 
tunities. Put it that I take an inventory, or make a catalogue. 
I see a French clock. I never saw him before in my life, but 
Tinstantly lay my fingers on him and say ‘Paris!’ I see some 
cups and saucers of Chinese make, equally strangers to me 
personally: I put my finger on them, then and there, and I 
say, ‘Pekin, Nankin, and Canton.” It is the same with 
Japan, with Egypt, and with bamboo and sandal-wood from 
the East Indies; I put my finger on them all. I have put my 
finger on the North Pole before now, and said, ‘Spear of 
Esquimaux make, for half a pint of pale sherry!*” 

“Really? A very remarkable way, Mr. Sapsea, of acquiring 
a knowledge of men and things.” : 

“T mention it, sir,” Mr. Sapsea rejoins with unspeakable 
compiacency, “because, as I say, it don’t do to boast of what 
you are; but show how you came to be it, and then you prove 
it. 

“Most interesting. We were to speak of the late Mrs. 
Sapsea.’’ 

“We were, sir.’ Mr. Sapsea fills both glasses, and takes 
the decanter into safe keeping again. ‘Before I consult your 
opinion as a man of taste on this little trifle’—holding it up 
—‘“‘which is but a trifle, and still has required some thought, 
sir, some little fever of the brow, I ought perhaps to describe 
the character of the late Mrs. Sapsea, now dead three-quarters 
of a year.”* 

Mr. Jasper, in the act of yawning behind his wine-glass, 
puts down that screen and calls up a look of interest. It isa 
little impaired in its expressiveness by his having a shut-up 
gape still to dispose of, with watering eyes. 

“Half-a-dozen. years ago, or so,’ Mr. Sapsea proceeds, 
“when I had enlarged my mind up to—I will not say to what 
it now is, for that might seem to aim at too much, but up to 
the pitch of wanting another mind to be absorbed in it—I cast 
my eye about me for a nuptial partner. Because, as I say, it 
is not good for man to be alone.” I 

Mr. Jasper appears to commit this original idea to memory. 

. “Miss Brobity at that time kept, I will not call it the rival 
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establishment to the establishment at the Nuns’. ‘House 
opposite, but I will call it the other parallel establishment 
down town. The world did have it that she showed a passion 
for attending my sales, when they took place on half-holidays, 
er in vacation-time. The world did put it about that she 
admired my style. The world did notice that, as time flowed 
by, my style became traceable in the dictation exercises of 
Miss Brobity’s pupils. Young man, a whisper even sprang up 
in obscure malignity, that one ignorant and besotted Churl 
(2 parent) so committed himself as to object to it by name. 
But I do not believe this. Yor is it likely that any human 
ercature im his right senses would so lay himself open to be 
pointed at by what I call the finger of scorn?” 

_ Mr. Jasper shakes his head. Not in the least likely. Mr. 
Sapsea, in a grandiloquent state of absence of mind, seems to 
refill his visitor’s glass, which is full already; and does really 
refill his own, which is empty. 

“Miss Brobity’s Being, young man, was deeply imbued with 
homage to Mind. She revered Mind, when launched, or, as 
I say, precipitated, on an extensive knowledge of the world. 
When I made my proposal, she did me the honour to be so 
overshadowed with a species of Awe as to be able to articulate 
only the two words, ““O Thou!’’ meaning myself. Her limpid 
blue eyes were fixed upon me, her semi-transparent hands 
were clasped together, pallor overspread her aquiline features, 
and, though encouraged to proceed, she never did proceed 
a. word further. I disposed of the parallel establishment by 
private contract, and we became as nearly one as could be 
expected under the circumstances. But she never could, and 
she never did, find a phrase satisfactory to her perhaps-too~ 
favourable estimate of my intellect. To the very last (feeble 
action of liver), she addressed me in the same unfinished 
terms.”’ 

- Mr. Jasper has closed his eyes as the auctioneer has 
deepened his voice. He now abruptly opens them, and says, 
in unison with the deepened voice, ‘“*Ah!’’—rather as if 
stopping himself on the extreme verge of adding—‘‘men!”’ 

“T have been since,’’ says Mr. Sapsea, with his legs stretched 
out, and solemnly enjoying himself with the wine and the fire, 
“‘what you behold me; I have been since a solitary mourner; 
I have been since, as I say, wasting my evening conversation 
on the desert air. I will not say that I have reproached my- 
self; but there have been times when I have asked myself the 
question: What if her husband had been nearer on a level with. 
her? Ifshe had not had to look up quite so high, what might 
the stimulating action have been upon her liver?” 

Mr. Jasper says, with an appearance of having fallen into 
dreadfully low spirits, that he “‘supposes it was to be.”’ 

“We can only suppose so, sir,’ Mr. Sapsea coincides. “As 
_ Isay, Man proposes Heaven disposes. It may or may not 
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be putting the same thought in another form; but that is the 
way I put it.’? 

Mr. Jasper murmurs assent. 

“And now, Mr. Jasper,”’ resumes the auctioneer, producing 
his scrap of manuscript, “Mrs. Sapsea’s monument having 
had full time to settle and dry, let me take your opinion, as a 
man of taste, on the inscription I have (as I before remarked, 
not without some little fever of the brow) drawn out for it, 
Take it in your own hand. The setting out of the lines 
requires to be followed with the eye, as well as the contents 
with the mind.’ 

Mr, Jasper complying, sces and reads as follows: 


ETHELINDA, 
Reverential Wife of 
MR. THOMAS SAPSEA 
AUCTIONEER, VALUER, ESTATE AGENT, &C., 
OF THIS CITY. 

Whose Knowledge of the World, 
Though somewhat extensive, 
Never brought him acquainted with 
A SPIRIT 
More capable of 
LOOKING UP TO HIM, 
STRANGER, PAUSE 
And ask thyself the Question, 
CANST THOU DO LIKEWISE? 

If not, 
WITH A BLUSH RETIRE. 


Mr. Sapsea having risen and stationed himself with his 
hack to the fire, for the purpose of observing the effect of these 
lines on the countenance of a man of taste, consequently has 
his face towards the door, when his serving-maid, again 
2ppearing, announces, ‘ Durdies is come, sir!”? He promptly 
draws forth and fills the third wine-glass, as being now claimed, 
and replies, “Show Durdles in.” 

“Admirable!”? quoth Mr. Jasper, handing back the paper. 

“You approve, sir?”? 

“Impossible not to approve. Striking, characteristic, and 
complete.’’ 

The auctioneer inclines his head, as one accepting his due 
and giving a receipt; and invites the entering Durdles to take 
off that glass of wine (handing the same), for it will warm him, 

Durdles is a stonemason; chiefly in the gravestone, tomb, 
and monument way, and wholly of their colour from head to 
foot. No man is better known in Cloisterham. He is the» 
chartered libertine of the place. Fame trumpets him a won- 
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derful workman—which, for aught that anybody knows, he 
may be (as he never works); and a wonderful sot—which 
everybody knows he is. With the cathedral crypt he is better 
acquainted than any living authority; it may even be than 
any deadone. Itis said that the intimacy of this acquaintance 
began in his habitually resorting to that secret place, to lock 
out the Cloisterham boy-populace, and sleep off the fumes of 
liquor: he having ready access to the cathedral, as contractor. 
for rough repairs. Be this as it may, he does know much about 
it, and, in the demolition of impedimental fragments of wall, 
buttress, and pavement, has seen strange sights. He often 
speaks of himself in the third person; perhaps being a little 
misty as to his own identity when he narrates; perhaps im- 
partially adopting the Cloisterham nomenclature in reference 
to a character of acknowledged distinction. Thus he will say, 
touching his strange sights: ““Durdles come upon the old 
chap,”’ in reference to a buried magnate of ancient time and 
high degree, “by striking right into the coffin with his pick. 
The old chap gave Durdles a look with his open eyes, as much 
as to say, ‘Is your name Durdles? Why, my man, I’ve been 
waiting for you.a devil of a time!’ And then he turned to 
powder.’’? With a two-foot rule always in his pocket, and a 
mason’s hammer all but always in his hand, Durdles goes 
continually sounding and tapping all about and about the 
cathedral; and whenever he says to Tope, “Tope, here’s 
another old ’un in here!’ Tope announces it to the Dean as 
an established discovery. 

In a suit of coarse flannel with horn buttons, a yellow 
neckerchief with draggled ends, an old hat more russet- 
coloured than black, and laced. boots of the hue of his stony 
calling, Durdles leads a hazy, gipsy sort of life, carrying his 
dinner about with him in a small bundle, and sitting on all 
manner of tombstones to dine. This dinner of Durdles’s has 
become quite a Cloisterham institution: not only because of 
his never appearing in public without it, but because of its 
having been, on certain renowned occasions, taken into custody 
along with Durdles (as drunk and incapable), and exhibited 
before the Bench of Justices at the Town-hall. These occasions, 
however, have been few and far apart; Durdles being as 
seldom drunk as sober. For the rest he is an old bachelor, and 
he lives in a little antiquated hole of a house that was never 
finished: supposed to be built, so far, of stones stolen from the 
city wall. To this abode there is an approach, ankle deep in 
stone chips, resembling a petrified grove of tombstones, urns, 
draperies, and broken columns in all stages of sculpture, 
Herein two journeymen incessantly chip, while other two 
journeymen, who face each other, incessantly saw stone; dip- 
ping as regularly in and out of their sheltering sentry-boxes as if 
they were mechanical figures emblematical of Time and Death, 

To Durdles, when he had consumed his glass of port. Mr._ 
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Sapsea intrusts that. precious effort of his Muse. - Durdles 
unfeelingly takes out his two-foot rule, and measures the lines 
ealmly, alloying them with stone grit..- 

“This is for the monument, is it, Mr. Sapsea?”? 

“The inscription. Yes.’? Mr. Sapsea waits for its effect 
on a common mind. ; P ; 

, “It?ll come in to a eighth of a inch,’ says Durdles. ‘Your 
servant, Mr. Jasper. Hope I see you well.” 7 
‘How are you, Durdles?”’ ‘ : 

“Pve got a touch of the Tombatism on me, Mr. Jasper, but. 
that I must.expect.”’ ; 

“You mean the Rheumatism,” says Sapsee in a sharp tone. 
(He is nettled by having his composition so mechanically 
received.) 

“No, I dont. I mean, Mr. Sapsea, the Tombatism. It’s 
another sort from Rheumatism. Mr. Jasper knows what 
Durdles means. You get among them tombs afore it’s well 
light on a winter morning, and keep on, as the Catechism says, 
a walking in the same all the days of your life, and you'll know 
what Durdles means.” . 

“It is a bitter cold place,” Mr. Jasper assents with an anti- 
pathetic shiver. 

“And if it’s bitter cold for you, up in the chancel, with a lot 
of live breath smoking out about you, what the bitterness is to 
Durdles, down in the crypt among the earthy damps there, 
and the dead breath of the old ’uns,”’ returns that individual, 
“Durdles leaves you to judge.—Is this to be put in hand at 
once, Mr. Sapsea?”? 

. Mr. Sapsea, with an Author’s anxiety to rush into publi- 
cation, replies that it cannot be out of hand too soon. 

“You had better let me have the key, then,” says Durdles. 

“Why, man, it is not to be put inside the monument!” 

“Durdles knows where it’s to be put, Mr. Sapsea; no man 
better. Ask’ere a man in Cloisterham whether Durdles knows 
his work,”’ 

Mr. Sapsea rises, takes a key from a drawer, unlocks an iron 
safe let into the wall, and takes from it another key. 

“When Durdles puts a touch or a finish upon his work, no 
matter where, inside or outside, Durdles likes to look at his 
work all round, and see that his work is a doing him credit,’’ 
Durdles explains) doggedly. : 

‘The key proffered him by the bereaved widower being a 
large one, he slips his two-foot rule into a side-pocket of his 
flannel trousers made for it, and deliberately opens his flannel 
coat, and opens the mouth of a large breast pocket within it, 
before taking the key to place it in that repository. 

“Why, Durdles!” exclaims Jasper, looking on amused, 
**you are undermined with pockets!” 24 

“And I carries weight in em too, Mr. Jasper. Feel those$". 
producing two other large keys, 3 it -, a 
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“Hand me Mr. Sapsea’ slikewise. ‘Surely this is the heaviest 
of the three.” -- 

“You'll find *em much of a muchness, I expect,” says 
Durdles. “They all belong to monuments. They all open 
Durdles’s work. Durdles keeps the keys of his piece mostly. 
Not that they’re much used.” 

“By the bye,” it comes into Jasper’s mind to say as he idly 
examines the keys, ‘“‘I have been going to ask you, many a 
day, and have always forgotten. You know they sometimes 
¢ali you Stony Durdles, don’t you?”’ F 

“Cloisterham knows me as Durdles, Mr. Jasper.” 

-“Y am aware of that, of course. But. the boys some- 
times 2 

“Oh! if you mind them young imps of boyars" Durdles 
gruffly interrupts. 

. **¥ don’t mind them any more than you do. But there was 
discussion the other day among the Choir whether Stony 
stood for Tony—” clinking one key against another. 

(‘Take care of the wards, Mr. Jasper.” 

**__Or whether Stony stood for Stephen—” clinking with a 
change of keys. 

(‘You can’t make a pitch-pipe of ’°em Mr. Jasper.’’) ; 

. **:_Or whether the name comes from your trade. How 
stands the fact?” 

Mr. Jasper weighs the three keys in his hand, lifts his fae 
from his idly-stooping attitude over the fire, and delivers the 

_ keys to Durdles with an ingenuous and friendly face. 

But the stony one is a gruff one likewise, and that hazy 
state of his is always an uncertain state, highly conscious of 
its dignity, and prone to take offence. He drops his two keys 
hack into his pocket one by one, and buttons them up; he takes 
his dinner-bundle from the chairback on which he hung it 
when he came in; he distributes the weight he carries by tying 
the third key up in it, as though he were an ostrich, and liked. 
to dine off cold iron; and he gets out of the room, Melgning no 
word of answer. 

Mr. Sapsea then proposes a hit at backgammon, which, 
seasoned with his own improving conversation, and terminating 
in a supper of cold roast beef and salad, beguiles the golden 
evening until pretty late. Mr. Sapsea’s wisdom being, in its 
delivery to mortals, rather of the diffuse than the epigram- 
matic order, is by no means expended even then; but his visitor 
intimates that he will come back for more of the precious 
commodity on future uccasions, and Mr. Sapsea lets him off for 
the present, to ponder on the instalment he carries away. 


CHAPTER V: Mr. Durdles and Friend 
JOHN JASPER, on his way home through the Close, is peabaht 
to a stand-still by the spectacle of. Stony Durdles; dinner-. 
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bundle and all, leaning his back against the iron railing of the 
burial-ground enclosing it from the old cloister arches; and a 
hideous small boy, in rags, flinging stones at him as a well- 
defined mark in the moonlight. Sometimes the stones hit 
him, and sometimes they miss him, but Durdles seems in- 
different to either fortune. The hideous small boy, on the 
contrary, whenever he hits Durdles, blows a whistle of triumph 
through a jagged gap, convenient for the purpose, in the front 
of his mouth, where half his teeth are wanting; and, whenever 
he misses him, yelps out, ‘“‘Mulled agin!” and tries to atone 
for the failure by taking a more correct and vicious aim. 

“What are you doing to the man?” demands Jasper, 
stepping out into the moonlight from the shade. 

“Making a cockshy of him,” replies the hideous small boy. 

“*Give me those stones in your hand.” 

“Yes, I'll give °em you down your throat, if you come a 
ketching hold of me,” says the small boy, shaking himself 
loose, and backing. “Ill smash your eye if you don’t lock 
out!” 

“Baby-Devil that you are, what has the man done to you?”* 

“He won’t go home.” 

‘*What is that to you?” 

“He gives me a ’apenny to pelt him home if I ketches him 
out too late,” says the boy. And then chants, like a little 
savage, half stumbling and half dancing among the rags and 
laces of his dilapidated boots: 


&* Widdy widdy wen ! 
I—ket—ches—Im—out—ar—ter—ten, 
Widdy widdy wy! 
Then—E—don’t—go—then—I—shy— 
Widdy Widdy Wake-cock warning |? 


—with a comprehensive sweep on the last word, and one more 
delivery at Durdles. 

This would seem to be a poetical note of preparation, agreed 
upon, as a caution to Durdles to stand clear if he can, or to 
betake himself homeward. 

John Jasper invites the boy with a beck of his head to 
follow him (feeling it hopeless to drag him, or coax him), and 
crosses to the iron railing where the Stony (and stoned) One is 
profoundly meditating. 

‘Do you know this thing, this child?” asks Jasper, at a loss 
for a word that will define this thing. 

“Deputy,” says Durdles with a nod. 

“Ts that its—his—name?” 

*“Deputy,” assents Durdles. 

“I’m man-servant up at the Travellers’ Twopenny in Gas 
Works Garding,” this thing explains. “All us man-servants 
at-Travellers’ Lodgings is named Deputy. - When we're chovk+ 
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full, and the Travellers is all abed, I come out for my ’elth,” 
‘Then, withdrawing into the road, and taking aim, he resumes: 


s* Widdy widdy wen! 
I—ket—ches—Im—out—ar—ter——’ ” 


“Wold your hand,” cries Jasper, ‘‘and don’t throw while I 
stand so near him, or I'll kill you! Come, Durdles; let me 
walk home with you to-night. Shall I carry your bundle?” 

“Not on any account,” replies Durdles, adjusting it. 
“Durdles was making his reflections here when you come up, 
sir, surrounded by his works, like a popular Author.—Your 
own brother-in-law;” introducing a sarcophagus within the 
railing, white and cold in the moonlight. ‘Mrs Sapsea;’’ intro- 
ducing the monument of that devoted wife. ‘Late Incum- 
bent;” introducing the Reverend Gentleman’s broken column. 
“Departed Assessed Taxes;’’ introducing a vase and towel, 
standing on what might represent the cake of soap. ‘‘Former 
Pastrycook and Muffin-maker, much respected ;” introducing 
gravestone. ‘All safe and sound here, sir, and all Durdies’s 
work. Of the common folk, that is merely bundJed up in turf 
and brambles, the less said the better. A poor lot, soon forgot.” 

“This creature, Deputy, is behind us,” says Jasper, looking 
back. “Ts he to follow us?” 

The relations between Durdles and Deputy are of a capri- 
eious kind; for, on Durdles turning himself about with the 
slow gravity of beery soddenness, Deputy makes a pretty 
wide circuit into the road, and stands on the defensive. 

“You never cried Widdy warning before you begun to- 
night,” says Durdles, unexpectedly reminded of, or imagining, 
an injury. 

“Yer lie, I did,” says Deputy in his only form of polite 
contradiction. 

“Own brother, sir,” observes Durdles, turning himself 
about again, and as unexpectedly forgetting his offence as he 
had recalled or conceived it; ‘‘own brother to Peter the Wild 
Boy! But I gave him an object in life.” 

“At which he takes aim?’ Mr. Jasper suggests. 

““That’s it, sir,” returns Durdles, quite satisfied; ‘‘at whieh 
he takes aim. I took him in hand, and gave him an object. 
What was he before? A destroyer. What work did he do? 
Nothing but destruction. Wheat did he earn by it? Short 
terms in Cloisierham Gacl. Not a person, not a piece of 
property, not a winder, not a horse, nora dog, nor a cat, nora 
bird, nor a fowl, nor a pig, but what he stoned, for want of an 
enlightened object. I put that enlightened object before him, 
and now he ean turn his honest halfpenny by the three- 

’orth a week.” 
**¥ wonder he has no competitors.” f 
“He has plenty, Mr. Jasper. but he stones ’em all away., 
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Now, I don’t know what this scheme of mine comes to," 
pursues Durdles, considering about it with the same sodden 
gravity; “I don’t know what you may precisely call it. It 
ain’t a sort of a—scheme of a National Education?” 

“TY should say not,” replies Jasper. 

* I should say not,” assents Durdles; ‘then we won’t try to 
give it a name.” 

“He still keeps behind us,” repeats Jasper, looking over his 
shoulder. ‘Is he to follow us?” ; : 

“We can’t help going round by the Travellers’ Twopenny, 
if we go the short way, which is the back-way,” Durdles 
answers, “and we’ll drop him there.” ; 

So they go on; Deputy, as a rear rank one, taking open order, 
and invading the silence of the hour and place by stoning 
every wall, post, pillar, and other inanimate object by the 
deserted way. . 

“Is there anything new down in the crypt, Durdles?” 
asks John Jasper. 

“Anything old, I think you mean,” growls Durdles. **It 
ain’t a spot for novelty.” ; 

“Any new discovery on your part, I meant.” 

“There’s a old ’un under the seventh pillar on the left as you 
go down the broken steps of the little underground chapel as 
formerly was; I make him out (so fur as I’ve made him out 
yet) to be one of them old ’uns with a crook. To judge from 
the size of the passages in the walls, and of the steps and doors, 
by which they come and went, them crooks must have been a 
good deal in the way of the old ’uns! Two on ’em meeting 
promiscuous must have hitched one another by the mitre 
pretty often, I should say.” 

Without any endeavour to correct the literality of this 
opinion, Jasper surveys his companion—covered from head to 
footwith old mortar, lime,and stone grit—as though he, Jasper, 
were getting imbued with a romantic interest in his weird life. 

“Yours is a curious existence.” . 

Without furnishing the least clue to the question, whether 
he receives this as a compliment or as quite the reverse, 
Durdles gruffly answers: ‘‘ Yours is another.” 

‘*Well! inasmuch as my lot is cast in the same old earthy, 
chilly, never-changing place, Yes. But there is much more 
mystery and interest in your connection with the cathedral 
than in mine. Indeed, I am beginning to have some idea of 
asking you to take me on as a sort of student, or free *prentice, 
under you, and to let me go about with you sometimes, and 
see some of these odd nooks in which you pass your days.” 

The Stony One replies, in a general way, “All right. Every- 
body knows where to find Durdles when he’s wanted.” Which, 
if not strictly true, is approximately so, if taken to express 
that Durdles may always be found in a state of vagabondage 
somewhere, 
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What I dwell upont most,” says Jasper, pursuing his. subject 
of romantic interest, ‘is the remarkable accuracy with which 
you would seem to find out where people are buried.— What 
isthe matter? That bundle is in your way; let me hold it.” 

Durdles had stopped and backed a little (Deputy, attentive 
to all his movements, immediately skirmishing into the road), 
and was looking about for some ledge or corner to place his 
bundle on, when thus relieved of it. 

“Just you give me my hammer out of that,” says Durdles, 
“and [ll show you.” 

Clink, clink! And his hammer is handed him. 

“Now, lookee here. You pitch your note, don’t you, Mr. 
Jasper?” 

“Yes.” : 

“So I sound for mine. I take my hammer, and I tap.” 
(Here he strikes the pavement, and the attentive Deputy 
skirmishes at a rather wider range, as supposing that his head 
may be in requisition.) “I tap, tap, tap. Solid! I goon 
tapping. Solid still! Tap again. Holloa! Hollow! Tap 
again, persevering. Solid in hollow! Tap, tap, tap, to try it 
better. Solid in hollow; and inside solid, hollow again! There 
you are! Old ’un crumbled away in stone coffin in vault!” 

* Astonishing!” 

“T have even done this,” says Durdles, drawing out his 
two-foot rule (Deputy meanwhile skirmishing nearer, as sus- 
pecting that Treasure may be about to be discovered, which 
may somehow lead to his own enrichment, and the delicious 
treat of the discoverers being hanged by the neck, on his 
evidence, until they are dead). ‘‘Say that- hammer of mine’s 
a wall—my work. Two; four; and two is six,’ measuring 
on the pavement. ‘Six foot inside that wall is Mrs. Sapsea.” 

“Not really Mrs. Sapsea?”’ 

“Say Mrs. Sapsea. Her wall’s thicker, but say Mrs. Sapsea. 
Durdles taps that wall represented by that hammer, and says, 
after good sounding: “Something betwixt us!’ Sure enough, 
some rubbish has been left in that same six-foot space by 
Durdles’s men!” 

Jasper opines that such accuracy “‘is a gift.’ 

“TI wouldn’t have it at a gift,”’ returns Durdles, by no means 
receiving the observation in good part. ‘‘I worked it out for 
myself. Durdies comes by Ais knowledge through grubbing 
deep for it, and having it up by the roots when it don’t want 
to come.—Holloa, you Deputy!” 

- “Widdy!” is Deputy’s shrill response, standing off again. 

“Catch that ha’penny. And don’t let me see any more of 
you to-night, after we come to the Travellers’ Twopenny.” 

“Warning!” returns Deputy, having caught the halfpenny, 
and appearing by this mystic word to express his assent to the 

ement. 

They haye but to cross what was once the vineyard, 
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belonging to what was once the Monastery, to come into the 
narrow back-lane wherein stands the crazy wooden house of 
two low stories currently known as the Travellers’ Two- 
penny: a house all warped and distorted, like the morals of the 
travellers, with scant remains of a latticework porch over the 
door, and also of a rustic fence before its stamped-out garden, 
by reason of the travellers being so bound to the premises by 
a tender sentiment (or so fond of having a fire by the roadside 
in the course of the day), that they can never be persuaded or 
threatened into departure, without violently possessing them- 
selves of some wooden forget-me-not, and bearing it off. 

. The semblance of an inn is attempted to be given to this 
wretched place by fragments of conventional red curtaining 
in the windows, which rags are made muddily transparent in 
the night season by feeble lights of rush or cotton dip burning 
dully in the close air of the inside. As Durdles and Jasper 
come near, they are addressed by an inscribed paper lantern 
over the door, setting forth the purport of the-house. They 
are also addressed by some half-dozen other hideous small boys 
—whether twopenny lodgers or followers, or hangers-on ofsuch, 
who knows ?—who, as if attracted by some carrion scent of 
Deputy in the air, start into the moonlight, as vultures might 
gather in the desert, and instantly fall to stoning him and one 
another. 

“Stop, you young brutes,” cries Jasper angrily, “and let us 
go by!” 

This remonstrance being received with yells and flying 
stones, according to a custom of late years comfortably estab- 
lished among the police regulations of our English communities, 
where Christians are stoned on all sides, as if the days of St. 
Stephen were revived, Durdles remarks of the young savages, 
with some point, that ‘“‘they haven’t got an object,” and leads 
the way down the lane. 

At the corner of the lane, Jasper, hotly enraged, checks his 
companion and looks back. All is silent. Next moment, a 
stone coming rattling at his hat, and a distant yell of ‘‘ Wake- 
Cock! Warning!” followed by a crow, as from some 
infernally-hatched Chanticleer, apprising him under whose 
victorious fire he stands, he turns the corner into safety, and 
takes Durdies home: Durdles stumbling among the litier of 
his stony yard as if he were going to turn head foremost into 
one of the unfinished tombs. 

John Jasper returns by another way to his gatehouse, and, 
entering softly with his key, finds his fire still burning. He 
takes from a locked press a peculiar-looking pipe, which he 
fills—but not with tobacco—and, having adjusted the contents 
of the bowl very carefully with a little instrument, ascends an 
inner staircase of only a few steps, leading to two rooms. 
One of these is his own sleeping-chamber; the other is his 
nephew’s, - There is a light in each. ; Me - 
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His nephew lies asleep, calm and untroubled. John Jasper 
stands looking down upon him, his unlighted pipe in his hand, 
for some time, with a fixed and deep attention. ‘Then, hushing 
his footsteps, he passes to his own room, lights his pipe, and 
delivers himself to the Spectres it invokes at midnight. ; 


CHAPTER VI: Philanthropy in Minor Canon Corner 

THE Reverend Septimus Crisparkle (Septimus, because six 
little brother Crisparkles before him went out, one by one, as 
they were born, like six weak little rushlights, as they were 
lighted), having broken the thin morning ice near Cloisterham 
Weir with his amiable head, much to the invigoration of his 
frame, was now assisting his circulation by boxing at a looking- 
glass with great science and prowess. A fresh and healthy 
portrait the looking-glass presented of the Reverend Septimus, 
feinting and dodging with the utmost artfulness, and hitting 
out from the shoulder with the utmost straightness, while his 
radiant features teemed with innocence, and soft-hearted 
benevolence beamed from his boxing gloves. 

It was scarcely breakfast time yet, for Mrs. Crisparkle— 
mother, not wife of the Reverend Septimus—was only just 
down, and waiting for the urn. Indeed, the Reverend Septi- 
mus left off at this very moment to take the pretty old lady’s 
entering face between his boxing gloves and kiss it. Having 
done so with tenderness, the Reverend Septimus turned to 
again, countering with his left, and putting in his right, in a 
tremendous manner. 

“JT say, every morning of my life, that you’ll do it at last, 
Sept,” remarked the old lady, looking on; ‘“‘and so you will.” 

“Do what, ma dear?” 

“Break the pier-glass, or burst a blood-vessel.” 

‘Neither, please God, ma dear. Here’s wind, ma! Look 
at this!” 

In a concluding round of great severity, the Reverend Septi- 
mus administered and escaped all sorts of punishment, and 
‘wound up by getting the old lady’s cap into Chancery—such 
is the technical term used in scientific circles by the learned 
in the Noble Art—with a lightness of touch that hardly stirred 
the lightest lavender or cherry riband on it. Magnanimeously 
releasing the defeated, just in time to get his gloves into a 
drawer and feign to be looking out of window in a contempla- 
tive state of mind when a servant entered, the Reverend 
Septimus then gave place to the urn and other preparations 
for breakfast. These completed, and the two alone again, it 
was pleasant to see (or would have been if there had been any 
one to see it, which there never was) the old lady standing to 
say the Lord’s Prayer aloud, and her son, Minor Canon never- 
‘theless, standing with bent head to hear it, he being within 
five years of forty: much as he had stood to hear the same 
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words from the same lips when he was within five months of 
four. ree ; 
What is prettier than an old lady—except a young lady— 
when her eyes are bright, when her figure is trim and:compact, 
when her*face is cheerful and calm, when her dress is as. the 
dress of a china shepherdess: so dainty in its colours, so individ- 
ually assorted to herself, so neatly moulded on her? Nothing 
is prettier, thought the good Minor Canon frequently, when 
taking his seat at table opposite his long-widowed mother. 
Her thought at such times may be condensed into the two 
words that oftenest did duty together in all her conversations: 
“*My Sept!’? 

They were a good pair to sit breakfasting together in Minor 
Canon Corner, Cloisterham. For Minor Canon Corner was a 
quiet place in the shadow of the cathedral, which the cawing 
of the rooks, the echoing footsteps of rare passers, the sound of 
the cathedral bell, or the roll of the cathedral organ, seemed to 
render more quiet than absolute silence. Swaggering fighting- 
men had had their centuries of ramping and raving about 
Minor Canon Corner, and beaten serfs had had their centuries 
of drudging and dying there, and powerful monks had had 
their centuries of being sometimes useful and sometimes harm- 
ful there, and behold they were all gone out of the Minor Canon 
Corner, and so much the better. Perhaps one of the highest 
uses of their ever having been there was, that there might be 
left behind that blessed air of tranquillity which pervaded 
Minor Canon Corner, and that serenely romantic state of the 
mind—productive, for the most part, of pity and forbearance 
-—which is engendered by a sorrowful story that is all told, or 
a pathetic play that is played out. 

Red brick walls harmoniously toned down in colour by time, 
strong-rooted ivy, latticed windows, panelled rooms, big oaken 
beams in little places, and stone-walled gardens where annual 
fruit yet ripened upon monkish trees, were the principal 
surroundings of pretty old Mrs. Crisparkle and the Reverend 
Septimus as they sat at breakfast. 

“And what, ma,dear,” inquired the Minor Canon, giving 
proof of a wholesome and vigorous appetite, ‘‘does the letter 
say?’ 

The pretty old lady, after reading it, had just laid it down 
upon the breakfast-cloth. She handed it over to her son. 

Now, the old lady was exceedingly proud of her bright eyes 
being so clear that she could read writing without spectacles. 
Her son was also so proud of the circumstance, and so dutifully 
bent on her deriving the utmost possible gratification from it, 
that he had invented the pretence that he himself could nof 
read writing without spectacles. Therefore he now assumed 
a pair, of grave and prodigious proportions, which not only 
seriously inconvenienced his nose and his breakfast, but 
seriously impeded his perusal of the letter. For he had:the 
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éyes of a microscope, and a telescope combined, when they 
were unassisted. 

“It’s from Mr. Honeythunder, of course,” said the old lady, 
folding her arms. 

““OF course,” assented her son. He then lamely read on - 


“Haven of Philanthropy, : 
*** Chief Offices, London, iedinead aa 


“DEAR Mapam, 

““T write in the——’ In the what’s this? What does he 
write in?” 

“In the chair,” said the old lady. 

The Reverend Septimus took off his spectacles, that he 
might see her face, as he exclaimed: 

“Why, what should he write in?” 

“Bless me, bless me, Sept,” returned the old lady, ‘you 
don’t see the context! Give it back to me, my dear.” 

Glad to get his spectacles off (for they always made his eyes 
water); her son obeyed: murmuring that his sight for reading 
manuscript got worse and worse daily. 

“*T write,’ his mother went on, reading very perspicu- 
ously and precisely, *‘‘from the chair, to which I shall 
probably be confined for some hours.’ ” 

Septimus looked at the row of chairs against the wall with 
® half-protesting and half-appealing countenance. 

““We have,’”’ the old lady read on with a little aS 
emphasis, ‘“‘‘a meeting of our Convened Chief Composite 
Committee of Central and District Philanthropists, at our 
Head Haven as above; and it is their unanimous pleasure 
that I take the chair.’” 

Septimus breathed more freely, and muttered: “Oh! if he 
comes to that, let him.” 

‘Not to lose a day’s post, I take the opportunity of a long 
report being read, denouncing a public miscreant——’” 

“It is a most extraordinary thing,” interposed the gentle 
Minor Canon, laying down his knife and fork to rub his ear 
in a vexed manner, “that these Philanthropists are always 
denouncing somebody. And it is another most extraordinary 
thing that they are always so violently flush of miscreants!” 

‘**Denouncing a public miscreant,’”’ the old lady resumed, 
**to get our little affair of business off my mind. I have 
spoken with my two wards, Neville and Helena Landless, on 
the subject of their defective education, and they give in to 
the plan proposed; as I should have taken good care they did, 
whether they liked it or not’”” 

. “And it is another most extraordinary thing,” remarked 
the Minor Canon in the same-tone as before, “that these 
hilanthropists are so given to seizing their fellow-creatures 

ten the scruff of the neck, and (as one may say) bumping them 
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into the paths of peace.—I beg your pardon, ma dear, for 
interrupting.” 

“«* Therefore, dear Madam, you will please prepare your son, 
the Reverend Mr. Septimus, to expect Neville as an inmate 
to: be read with, on Monday next. On the same day Helena 
will accompany him to Cloisterham, to take up her quarters 
at the Nuns’ House, the establishment recommended by 
yourself and son jointly. Please likewise to prepare for her 
reception and tuition there. The terms in both cases are 
understood to be exactly as stated to me in writing by your- 
self, when I opened a correspondence with you on this subjéct, 
after the honour of being introduced to you at your sister’s 
house in town here. With compliments to the Reverend 
Mr. Septimus, I am, Dear Madam, Your affectionate brother 
(in Philanthropy), Luke HoneyTHunpDeER.’” 

“Well, ma,” said Septimus, after a little more rubbiny of 
his ear, ““we must try it. There can be no doubt that we 
have room for an inmate, and that I have time to bestow upon 
him, and inclination too. I must confess to feeling rather 
glad that he is not Mr. Honeythunder himself. Though that 
seems wretchedly prejudiced—does it not?—for I never saw 
him. Is he a large man, ma?” 

“T should call him a large man, my dear,” the old lady 
nets after some hesitation, ‘‘but that his voice is so much 
larger.” 

“Than himself?” 

“Than anybody.” 

“Hah!” said Septimus. And finished his breakfast as if 
the flavour of the Superior Family Souchong, and also of the 
ham and toast and eggs, were a little on the wane. 

Mrs. Crisparkle’s sister, another piece of Dresden china, and 
matching her so neatly that they would have made a delightful 
pair of ornaments for the two ends of any capacious old- 
fashioned chimney-piece, and by right should never have 
been seen apart, was the childless wife of a clergyman holdiag 
Corporation preferment in London City. Mr. Honeythunder, 
in his public charatter of Professor of Philanthropy, had come 
to know Mrs. Crisparkle during the last re-matching of the 
china ornaments (in other words, during her last annual visit 
to her sister), after a public occasion of a philanthropic nature, 
when certain devoted orphans of tender years had been 
glutted with plum buns and plump bumptiousness. These 
were all the antecedents known in Minor Canon Corner of the 
coming pupils. 

“Tam sure you will agree with me, ma,” said Mr. Crisparkle 
after thinking the matter over, ‘‘that the first thing to be 
done is, to put these young people as much at their ease as 

sible. There is nothing disinterested in the notion, 
‘use we cannot be at our ease with them unless they are 
at their ease with us. Now, Jasper's nephew is down here at 


 ——————_—_ 


THE MYSTERY OF EDWIN DROOD: AT 


present; and like takes to like, and youth takes to youth. 
He is a cordial young fellow, and we will have him to meet 
the brother and sister at dinner. That’s three. We can’t 
think of asking him without asking Jasper. That’s four. 
Add Miss Twinkleton and the fairy bride that is to be, and 
that’s six. Add our two selves, and that’s eight. Would 
eight at a friendly dinner at all put you out, ma?” 

“Nine would, Sept,” returned the old lady, visibly nervous. 

“My dear ma, I particularise eight.” 

“The exact size of the table and “the room, my dear.” 

So it was settled that way; and when Mr. Crisparkle called 
with his mother upon Miss Twinkleton, to arrange for the 
reception of Miss Helena Landless at the Nuns’ House, the 
two other invitations having reference to that establishment 
were proffered and accepted. Miss Twinkleton did, indeed, 
glance at the globes, as regretting that they were not formed 
to be taken out into society; but became reconciled to leaving 
them behind. Instructions were then dispatched to the 
Philanthropist for the departure and arrival, in good time for 
dinner, of Mr, Neville and. Miss Helena; and stock for soup 
became fragrant in the air of Minor Canon Corner. 

In those days there was no railway to Cloisterham, and 
Mr. Sapsea said there never would be. Mr. Sapsea said more3 
he said there never should be. And yet, marvellous to cons 
sider, it has come to pass, in these days, that Express Trains 
don’t think Cloisterham worth stopping at, but yell and 
whirl through it on their larger errands, casting the dust off 
their wheels as a testimony against its insignificance. Some 
remote fragment of Main Line to somewhere else, there was, 
which was going to ruin the Money Market if it failed, and 
Church and State if it succeeded, and (of course) the Con- 
stitution, whether or no; but even that had already so un- 
settled Cloisterham traffic, that the traffic, deserting the high 
road, came sneaking in from an unprecedented part of the 
country by a back stable-way, for many years labelled at the 
corner: “‘Beware of the Dog.” 

To this ignominious avenue of approach Mr. Crisparkle 
repaired, awaiting the arrival of a short squat omnibus, with 
a disproportionate heap of luggage on the roof—iike a little 
Elephant with infinitely too much Castle—which was then the 
daily service between Cloisterham and external mankind. As 
this vehicle lumbered up, Mr. Crisparkle could hardly see 
anything else of it for a large outside passenger seated on the 
box, with his elbows squared, and his hands on his knees, 
compressing the driver into a most uncomfortably small 
compass, and glowering about him with a hae Page 8 
face. 

“Ts this Cloisterham?’? demanded the passenger in a 
tremendous voice. 

.. “It is,” replied the driver, rubbing himself as if he ached, 
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after throwing the reins to the hostler. ‘And I never was so 
glad to see it.” 

“Tell your master to make his box seat wider, then,” 
returned the passenger. ‘‘ Your master is morally bound—- 
and ought to be legally under ruinous penalties—to provide 
for the comfort of his fellow-man.” 

The driver instituted, with the palms of his hands, a super 
ficial perquisition into the state of his skeleton; which seemed 
to make him anxious. 

**Have I sat upon you?” asked the passenger. 

“You have,”’ said the driver, as if he didn’t like it at all, 

“Take that card. my friend.” 

» “J think I won’t deprive you on it,’ returned the driver, 
casting his eyes over it with no great favour, without taking 
it. ‘‘ What’s the good of it to me?” 

“Be a Member of that Society,” said the passenger. 

“What shall I- get by it?*’ asked the driver. 

** Brotherhood." returned the passenger in a ferocious voice. 

“Thankee,” said the driver very deliberately. as he got 
down; ‘“‘my mother was contented with myself, and so am I, 
I don’t want no brothers.” 

“But you must have them,” replied the passenger, also 
descending, *‘ whether you like it or not. I am your brother.”’ 

“T say!” expostulated the driver, becoming more chafed in 
temper, “not too fur! The worm will when——”’ 

But here Mr. Crisparkle interposed, remonstrating aside, 
fin a friendly voice: “‘Joe, Joe, Joe! don’t forget yourself, Joe, 
my good fellow!”* and then, when Joe peaceably touched his 
hat, accosting the passenger with: ‘‘Mr. Honeythunder?” 

“That is my name, sir.” 

“My name is Crisparkle.”’ 

“Reverend Mr. Septimus? Glad to see you, sir. Neville 
and Helena are inside. Having a little succumbed of late, 
under the pressure of my public labours, I thought I would 
take a mouthful of fresh air, and come down with them, and 
return at night. So you are the Reverend Mr. Septimus, 
are you?” surveying him on the whole with disappointment, 
and twisting a double eye-glass by its ribbon, as if he were 
roasting it, but not otherwise using it. “Ha! I expected 
to see you older, sir.’’ 

“J hope you will,’ was the good-humoured reply. 

“h?’? demanded Mr. Honeythunder. 

“Only a poor little joke. Not worth repeating.” 

“Joke? Ay; I never see a joke,’ Mr. Honeythunder 
frowningly retorted. “A joke is wasted upon me, sir. 
Where are they? Helena and Neville, come here! Mr, 
Crisparkle has come down to meet you.” 

An unusually handsome lithe young fellow, and an un- 
usually handsome lithe girl; much alike; both very dark, and 
very rich in colour; she of almost the gipsy type: something 
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untamed about them both; a certain air upon them of hunter 
and huntress; yet withal a certain air of being the objects of 
the chase, rather than the followers. Slender, supple, quick 
of eye and limb; half shy, half defiant; fierce of look; an 
indefinable kind of pause coming and going on their whole 
expression, both of face and form, which might be equally 
likened to the pause before a crouch or a bound. The rough 
mental notes made in the first five minutes by Mr. Crisparkle 
would have read thus verbatim: 

He invited Mr. Honeythunder to dinner with a troubled 
min (for the discomfiture of the dear old china shepherdess 
lay heavy on it), and gave his arm to Helena Landless. Both 
she and her brother, as they walked all together through the 
ancient streets, took great delight in what he pointed out of 
the Cathedral and the Monastery ruin, and wondered—so 
his notes ran on—much as if they were beautiful barbaric 
captives brought from some wild tropical dominion. Mr. 
Honeythunder walked in the middle of the road, shouldering 
the natives out of his way, and loudly developing a scheme 
he had for making a raid on all the unemployed persons in 
the United Kingdom, laying them every one by the heels in 
gaol, and forcing them, on pain of prompt extermination, to 
become philanthropists. 

Mrs. Crisparkle had need of her own share of philanthropy 
when she beheld this very large and very loud excrescence on 
the little party. Always something in the nature of a Boil 
upon the face of society, Mr. Honeythunder expanded into 
an inflammatory Wen in Minor Canon Corner. Though it 
was not literally true, as was facetiously charged against him 
by public unbelievers, that he called aloud to his fellow- 
ereatures: “‘Curse your souls and bodies, come here and be 
blessed!” still his philanthropy was of that gunpowderous sort, 
that the difference between it and animosity was hard to 
determine. You were to abolish military force, but you were 
first to bring all commanding officers who had done their duty 
to trial by court-martial for that offence, and shoot them. 
You were to abolish war, but were to make converts by 
making war upon them, and charging them with loving war 
as the apple of their eye. You were to have no capital 
punishment, but were first to sweep off the face of the earth 
all legislators, jurists, and judges who were of the contrary 
opinion. You were to have universal concord, and were to 
get it by eliminating all the people who wouldn’t, or con- 
scientiously couldn’t, be concordant. You were to love 
your brother as yourself, but after an indefinite interval of 
maligning him (very much as if you hated him), and calling 
him all manner of names. Above all things, you were to do 
nothing in private, or on your own account. You were to go 
to the offices of the Haven of Philanthropy, and put your 
name down as a Member and a Professing Philanthropist, 
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Then, you were to pay up your subscription, get your card of 
membership and your riband and medal, and were evermore 
to live upon a platform, and evermore to say what Mr. 
Honeythunder said, and what the Treasurer said, and what 
the Sub-Treasurer said, and what the Committee said, and 
what the Sub-Committee said, and what the Secretary said, 
and what the Vice-Secretary said. And this was usually said 
in the unanimously-carried resolution under hand and seal to 
the effect “That this assembled Body of Professing Philan- 
thropists views, with indignant scorn and contempt, not 
unmixed with utter detestation and loathing abhorrence—” 
in short, the baseness of all those who do not belong to it, 
and pledges itself to make as many obnoxious statemenis as 
possible about them, without being at all particular as to facts. 

The dinner was a most doleful break-down. The philan- 
thropist deranged the symmetry of the table, sat himself in 
the way of the waiting, blocked up the thoroughfare, and drove 
Mr. Tope (who assisted the parlour-maid) to the verge of 
distraction by passing plates and dishes on over his own head. 
Nobody could talk to anybody, because he held forth to 
everybody at once, as if the company had no individual 
existence, but were a Meeting. He impounded the Reverend 
Mr. Septimus, as an official personage to be addressed, or 
kind of human peg to hang his oratorical hat on, and fell into 
the exasperating habit, common among such orators, of 
impersonating him as a wicked and weak opponent. Thus, 
he would ask: “And will you, sir, now stultify yourself by 
telling me »? and so forth, when the innocent man had not 
opened his lips, nor meant to open them. Or he would say: 
“Now see, sir, to what a position you are reduced, I will 
leave you no escape. After exhausting all the resources of 
fraud and falschood during years upon years; after exhibiting 
a combination of dastardly meanness with ensanguine 
daring, such as the world has not often witnessed; you have 
now the hypocrisy to bend the knee before the most degraded 
of mankind, and to sue and whine and howl for merey!” 
Whereat the unfortunate Minor Canon would look, in part 
indignant and in part perplexed; while his worthy mother 
sat bridling, with tears in her eyes, and the remainder of the 
party lapsed into a sort of gelatinous state, in which there 
was no flavour of solidity, and very little resistance. 

But the gush of philanthropy that burst forth when the 
departure of Mr. Honeythunder began to impend must have 
been highly gratifying to the feelings of that distinguished 
man. His coffee was produced, by the special activity of Mr. 
Tope, a full hour before he wanted it. Mr. Crisparkle sat with 
his watch in his hand for about the same period, lest he should 
overstay his time. The four young people were unanimous in 
believing that the cathedral clock struck three-quarters, 
when it actually struck but one, Miss Twinkleton estimated 
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the distance to the omnibus at five-and-twenty minutes’ walk, 
when it was really five. The affectionate kindness of the 
whole circle hustled him into his great-coat and shoved him 
out into the moonlight, as if he were a fugitive traitor with 
whom they sympathised, and a troop of horse were at the 
back-door. Mr. Crisparkle and his new charge, who took him 
to the omnibus, were so fervent in their apprehensions of his 
catching cold, that they shut him up in it instantly and left 
him, with still half an hour to spare, 


CHAPTER VII: More Confidences than One 
“T Know very little of that gentleman, sir,” said Neville to 
the Minor Canon as they turned back. 

You know very little of your guardian?” the Minor Canca 
repeated. : 

“Almost nothing!” 

“How eame he 

“Fo be my guardian? I'll tell you, sir. I suppose you 
know that we come (my sister and I) from Ceylon?” 

“Indeed, no.” 

“T wonder at that. We lived with a stepfather there. Our 
mother died there, when we were little children. We have had 
a wretched existence. She made him our guardian, and he was 
a miserly wretch who grudged us food to eat, and elothes to 
wear. At his death, he passed us over to this man; for no better 
reason, that I know of, than his being a friend or connection of 
his, whose name was always in printand catching his attention.” 

“That was lately, I suppose?” 

“Quite lately, sir. This stepfather of ours was a cruel 
brute as wellasa grinding one. It is well he died when he did, 
or I might have killed him.” : 

Mr. Crisparkle stopped short in the moonlight, and looked 
at his hopeful pupil in consternation. 

“‘T surprise you, sir?”’ he said, with a quick change to a 
submissive manner, 

“You shock me; unspeakably shock me.” 

The pupil hung his head for a little while as they walked on, 
and then said: ‘* You never saw him beat your sister, I have 
seen him beat. mine, more than once or twice, and I never 
forgot it.” 

“Nothing,” said Mr. Crisparkle, “not even a beloved and 
beautiful sister’s tears under dastardly ill-usage;”” he became 
less severe, in spite of himself, as his indignation rose; ‘‘could 
justify those horrible expressions that you used.” 

**T am sorry I used them, and especially to you, sir. I beg 
to recall them. But permit me to set you right on one point. 
You spoke of my sister’s tears. My sister would have let him 
tear her to pieces before she would have let him believe that 
he could make her shed a tear.’’ 


” 
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Mx. Crisparkle reviewed those mental notes of his, and 
was neither at all surprised to hear it, nor at all disposed to 
question it. 

“Perhaps you will think it strange, sir,”—this was said in a 
hesitating voice,— —‘‘that I should so soon ask you to allow me 
to confide in you, and to have the kindness to hear a word or 
two from me in my defence?” 

“Defence?” Mr. Crisparkle repeated. ‘‘You are not on 
your defence, Mr. Neville.” 

“Tthink lam,sir. At least, I know I should be if you were 
better acquainted with my character.” 

“Well, Mr. Neville,” was the rejoinder, “‘What if you 
leave me to find it out?” : 

“Since it is your pleasure, sir,” answered the young man, 
with a quick change in his manner to sullen disappointment; 

“since it is your pleasure to check me in my impulse, I musé- 
submit.” 

There was that in the tone of this short speech which made 
the conscientious man to whom it was addressed uneasy. It 
hinted to him that he might, without meaning it, turn aside a 
trustfulness beneficial to a misshapen young mind, and per- 
haps to his own power of directing and improving it. They 
were within sight of the lights in his windows, and he stopped. 

“Let us turn back and take a turn or two up and down, Mr. 
Neville, or you may not have time to finish what you wish to 
say tome. You are hasty in thinking that I mean to check 
you. Quite the contrary, I invite your confidence.” 

“You have invited it, sir, without knowing it, ever since I 
came here. I say ‘ever since,’ as if I had been here a week. 
‘The truth is, we came here (my sister and 1) to quarrel wnt 
you, and affront you, and break away again.” 

“Really?” said Mr. Crisparkle, at a dead loss for pe 
else to say. 

‘““You see, we could not know what you were beforehand, 
sir; could we?” 

“Clearly not,”’ said Mr. Crisparkle. 

“And having liked no one else with whom we have ever 
been brought into-contact, we had made up our minds not 
to like you.” 

“Really?” said Mr. Crisparkle again. 

“But we do like you, sir, and we see an unmistakable 
difference between your house and: your reception of us, and 
anything else we have ever known. This—and my happening” 
to be alone with you—and everything around us seeming so 
quiet and peaceful after Mr. Honeythunder’s departure—and 
Cloisterham being so old and grave and beautiful, with the 
ae shining on it—these things inclined me to open my 

eart,”” 

“I quite understand, Mr, Neville. And it is salutary to 
listen to such influences.” : ‘aed Pe 
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-“Tn describing my own imperfections, sir, I must ask you 
not to suppose that I am describing my sister’s. She has come 
out of the disadvantages of our miserable life as much better 
than I am as that cathedral tower is higher than those 
chimneys.” 

Mr. Crisparkle in his own breast was not so sure of this. 

“T have had, sir, from my earliest remembrance, to suppress 
a deadly and bitter hatred. This has made me secret and 
revengeful. I have been always tyrannically held down by 
the strong hand. This has driven me, in my weakness, to the 
resource of being false and mean. I have been stinted of 
education, liberty, money, dress, the very necessaries of life, 
the commonest pleasures of childhood, the commonest posses- - 
sions of youth, . This has caused me to be utterly wanting 
in I don’t know what emotions, or remembrances, or good 
instincts—I have not even a name for the thing, you see!— 
that you have had to work upon in other young men to whom 
you have been accustomed.” 

“This is evidently true. But this is not encouraging,” 
thought Mr, Crisparkle as they turned again. 4 

“And to finish with, sir, I have been brought up among 
abject and servile dependants of an inferior race, and I may 
easily have contracted some affinity with them. Sometimes, 
I don’t know but that it may be a drop of what is tigerish ip 
their blood,” 

““As in the case of that remark just now,” thought Mr. 
Crisparkle. 

“In a last word of reference to my sister, sir (we are twin 
children), you ought to know, to her honour, that nothing in 
our misery ever subdued her, though it. often cowed me. 
When we ran away from it (we ran away four times in six 
years, to be soon brought back and cruelly punished), the 
flight was always of her planning and leading. Each time 
she dressed as a boy, and showed the daring of a man. I 
take it we were seven years old when we first decamped; but 
I remember, when I lost the pocket-knife with which she 
was to have cut her hair short, how desperately she tried 
to tear it out, or bite it off. I have nothing further to 
say, sir, except that I hope you will bear with me and make 
allowances for me.” 

“Of that, Mr. Neville, you may be sure,” returned the 
Minor Canon. ‘‘I don’t preach more than I can help, and I 
will not repay your confidence with a sermon. But I entreat 
you to bear in mind, very seriously and steadily, that if I am 
+o do you any good, it can only be with your own assistance; 
and that you can. only render that efliciently by seeking aid 
from Heaven.” 

** will try to do my part, sir.” 

. “And, Mr. Neville, I will try to do mine. Here is my hand 
on it. May God bless our endeavours!” LUMAR BL 
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They were now standing at his house-door, and a cheerful 
sound of voices and laughter was heard within. 

“We will take one more turn before going in,” said Mr. 
Crisparkle, ‘‘for I want to ask you a question.. When you 
said you were in a changed mind concerning me, you 
spoke, not only for yourself, but for your sister too?” 

“Undoubtedly I did, sir.” : 

“Excuse me, Mr. Neville, but, I think you have had no 
opportunity of communicating with your sister since I met 
you. Mr. Honeythunder was very eloquent; but perhaps I 
may venture to say, without ill-nature, that he rather mono- 
polised the occasion, May you not have answered for your 
sister without sufficient warrant?” 

Neville shook his head with a proud smile. 

““You don’t know, sir, yet, what a complete understanding 
can exist between my sister and me, though no spoken word— 
perhaps hardly as much as a look—may have passed between 
us. She not only feels as I have described, but she very 
well knows that I am taking this opportunity of speaking to 
you, both for her and for myself.” 

wir, Crisparkle looked in his face with some incredulity; 
but his face expressed such absolute and firm conviction of the 
truth of what he said, that Mr. Crisparkle looked at the paye- 
ment, and mused, until they came to his door again. 

“*T will ask for one more turn, sir, this time,” said the young 
man with a rather heightened colour rising in his face. “But 
for Mr. Honeythunder’s—I think you called it eloquence, 
sir?’’ (somewhat slily). 

“I—yes, I called it eloquence,” said Mr. Crisparkle. 

“—But for Mr. Honeythunder’s eloquence, I might have 
had no need to ask you what I am going to ask you. This Mr. 
Edwin Drood, sir; I think that’s the name?” 

“Quite correct,” said Mr. Crisparkle. ‘‘D-r-double o-d.”? 

“Does he—or did he—read with you, sir?” 

“Never, Mr. Neville. He comes here visiting his relation, 
Mr. Jasper.” ; 

“Is Miss Bud his relation too, sir?” 

(“Now, why should he ask that with sudden supercilious< 
hess?” thought Mr, Crisparkle.) Then he explained, aloud, 
what he knew of the little story of their betrothal. 

“Oh, that’s it, is it?” said the young man “I understand 
his air of proprietorship now!”? This was said so evidently to 
himself, or to anybody rather than Mr. Crisparkle, that the 
latter instinctively felt as if to notice it would be almost 
tantamount to noticing a passage in a letter which he had 
read by chance over the writer’s shoulder. A moment after« 
wards they re-entered the house, 

Mr. Jasper was seated at the piano as they came into his 
drawing-room, and was accompanying Miss Rosebud while she 
seng. It was a consequence of his playing the accompaniment - 
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without notes, and of her being a heedless little creature, very 
apt to go wrong, that he followed her lips most attentively, 
with his eyes as well as hands; carcfully and softly hinting the 
key-note from time to time. Standing with an arm drawn 
round her, but with a face far more intent on Mr. Jasper than 
on her singing, stood Helena, between whom and her brother an 
instantaneous recognition passed, in which Mr. Crisparkle saw, 
or thought he saw, the understanding that had been spoken of 
ilash out. Mr. Neville then took his admiring station, leaning 
against the piano, opposite the singer; Mr. Crisparkle sat down 
by the china shepherdess; Edwin Drood gallantly furled and 
unfurled Miss Twinkleton’s fan; and that lady passively 
claimed that sert of exhibitor’s proprietorship in the accom- 
plishment on view, which Mr. Tope, the verger, daily claimed 
in the cathedral service. 

The song went on. It was a sorrowful strain of parting, and 
the fresh young voice was very plaintive and tender. As 
Jasper watched the pretty lips, and ever and again hinted the 
one note, as though it were a low whisper from himself, the 
voice became less steady, until all at once the singer broke 
into a burst of tears, and shrieked out, with her hands over her 
eyes: ‘‘I can’t bear this! Tam frightened! Take me away!” 

With one swift turn of her lithe figure, Helena laid the little 
beauty on a sofa, as if she had never caught her up. Then, on 
one knee beside her, and with one hand upon her rosy mouth, 
while with the other she appealed to all the rest, Helena said 
to them: ‘It’s nothing; it’s all over; don’t speak to her for 
one minute, and she is well!” 

Jasper’s hands had, in the same instant, lifted themselves 
from the keys, and were now poised above them, as though he 
waited to resume. In that attitude he yet sat quiet; not 
even looking round, when all the rest had changed their places 
and were reassuring one another. 

“Pussy’s not used to an audience; that’s the fact,” said 
Edwin Drood. “She’s got nervous, and couldn’t hold out. 
Besides, Jack, you are such a conscientious master, and require 
so much, that I believe you make her afraid of you. No 
wonder.” : 

‘“No wonder,” repeated Helena. 

“There, Jack, you hear! You would be afraid of him 
under similar circumstances, wouldn’t you, Miss Landless?”’ 

‘Not under any circumstances,” returned Helena. 

Jasper brought down his hands, looked over his shoulder, 
and begged to thank Miss Landless for her vindication of his 
character. Then he fell to dumbly playing without striking 
the notes, while his little pupil was taken to an open window 
for air, and was otherwise petted and restored. Whenshe was 
brought back his place was empty. ‘‘Jack’s gone, Pussy,”’- 
idwin told her. ‘‘I am more ‘han half afraid he didn’t like ; 
to be charged with being the Monster who had frightened” 
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you.” But she answered never a word, and shivered, as if 
they had made her a little too cold. : : 

Miss Twinkleton now opining that indeed these were late 
hours, Mrs. Crisparkle, for finding ourselves outside the walis 
of the Nuns’ House, and that we who undertook the formation 
of the future wives and mothers of England (the last words in. 
a lower voice, as requiring to be communicated in confidence) 
were really bound (voice coming up again) to set a better 
example than one of rakish habits, wrappers were put in 
requisition, and the two young cavaliers volunteered to see 
the ladies home. It was soon done, and the gate of the 
Nuns’ Tfouse closed upon them. 

The boarders had retired, and only Mrs. Tisher in solitary 
vigil awaited the new pupil. Her bedroom being within 
Rosa’s, very little introduction or explanation was necessary 
before she was placed in charge of her new friend, and left for. 
the night. A 

“This is a blessed relief, my dear,”’ said Helena. “I have been. 
dreading all day that I should be brought to bay at this time.” 

“There are not many of us,” returned Rosa, ‘‘and we are 
good-natured girls; at least, the others are; I can answer: 
for them,” 

“I can answer for you,” laughed Helena, searching the 
lovely little face with her dark fiery eyes, and tenderly - 
caressing the small figure. ‘‘ You will be a friend to me, won't 
you?” 

“Thope so. But the idea of my being a friend to you seems 
too absurd, though.” 

“ Why?” 

“Oh! Iam such a mite of a thing, and you are so womanly 
and handsome. You seem to have resolution and power 
enough to crush me. I shrink into nothing by the side of your 
presence even.” 

“IT am a neglected creature, my dear, unacquainted with 
all accomplishments, sensitively conscious that I have every- 
thing to learn, and deeply ashamed to own my ignorance.” 

“And yet you acknowledge everything to me!” said Rosa. 

“My pretty one, can I help it? There is a fascination in you.” 

“Oh! is there, though?” pouted Rosa, half in jest, and half 
in earnest. ‘“‘ What a pity Master Eddy doesn’t feel it more!”’ 

Of course her relations towards that young gentleman had 
been already imparted in Minor Canon Corner. 

“Why, surely he must love you with all his heart!” eried 
Helena with an earnestness that threatened to blaze into 
ferocity if he didn’t. ‘ 

“Eh? Oh! well, I suppose he does,” said Rosa, pouting 
again, “I am sure I have no right to say he doesn’t. Perhaps 
it’s my fault. Perhaps I am not as nice to him as I ought to 
be. I don’t think Iam, But it is so ridiculous!” 

Helena’s eyes demanded what was. 
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» “We are,” said Rosa, answering as if she had spoken. “We 
are such a ridiculous couple. And we are always quarrelling.”’ 
os Why ? ” 

““Because we both know we are ridiculous, my dear!”’ Rosa 
gave that answer as if it were the most conclusive answer in 
the world. : 

Helena’s masterful look was intent upon her face for a few 
pee and then she impulsively put out both her hands and 
said: 

“You will be my friend and help me?” 

“Indeed, my dear, I will,” replied Rosa in a tone of affec- 
tionate childishness that went straight and true to her heart. 
‘*1 will be as good a friend as such a mite of a thing can be to 
such a noble creature as you. And be a friend to me, please. 
I don’t understand myself; and I want a friend who can under- 
stand me, very much indeed.” ; 

Helena Landless kissed her, and, retaining both her hands, 
said: » 

“Who is Mr. Jasper?” 

Rosa turned aside her head in answering: ‘‘Eddy’s uncle, 
and my music-master.” 

“You do not love him?” 

“Ugh!” She put her hands up to her face, and shook with 
fear or horror. 

**You know that he loves you?” 

“Oh, don’t, don’t, don’t!”’ cried Rosa, dropping on her 
knees, and clinging to her new resource. ‘‘Don’t tell me of it! 
He terrifies me. He haunts my thoughts like a dreadful ghost. 
I feel that I am never safe from him. I feel as if he could pass 
in through the wall when he is spoken of.” She actually did 
look round, as if she dreaded to see him standing in the shadow 
behind her. 

“Try to tell me more about it, darling.” 

**Yes, I will, I will! Because you are so strong. But hold 
me the while, and stay with me afterwards.” 

“My child! You speak as if he had threatened you in 
some dark way.” 

‘*He has never spoken to me about—that. Never.” 

“What has he done?” 

“He has made a slave of me with his looks. He has forced 
me to understand him without his saying a word; and he has 
forced me to keep silence without his uttering a threat. When 
I play, he never moves his eyes from my hands. When I sing, 
he never moves his eyes from my lips. When he corrects me, 
and strikes a note, or a chord, or plays a passage, he himself 
is in the sounds, whispering that he pursues me as a lover, and 
commanding me to keep his secret. I avoid his eyes, but he 
forces me to see them without looking at them. Even when 
a glaze comes over them (which is sometimes the case), and 
he seems to wander away into a frightful sort of dream in 
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which he threatens most, he obliges me to know it, and’ to 
know that he is sitting close at my side, more terrible to me 
than ever.” ; 

“What is this imagined threatening, pretty one? What is 
threatened?” 

“T don’t know. I have never even dared to think or wonder 
what it is.” ai ; 

“And was this all to-night?” 

“This was all; except that to-night, when he watched my 
lips so closely as I ‘was singing, besides feeling terrified, I felt 
ashamed and passionately hurt. It was as if he kissed me, 
and I couldn’t bear it, but cried out. You must never breathe 
this to any one. Eddy is devoted to him. But you said to- 
night that you would not be afraid of him under any cireum- 
stances, and that gives me—who am so much afraid of him— 
courage to tell only you. Hold me! stay with me! I am too 
frightened to be left by myself.” 

The lustrous gipsy-face drooped over the clinging arms 
and bosom, and the wild black hair fell down protectingiy 
over the childish form. There was a slumbering gleam of fire 
in the intense dark eyes, though they were then softened 
with compassion and admiration.’ Let whomsoever it most 
concerned look well to it! 


CHAPTER VIII: Daggers Drawn 

Tue two young men, having seen the damsels, their charges, 
enter the courtyard of the Nuns’ House, and finding them- 
selves coldly stared at by the brazen door-plate, as if the 
battered old beau with the glass in his eye were insolent, look 
at one another, look along the perspective of the moonlit 
street, and slowly walk away together. 

“Do you stay here long, Mr. Drood?” says Neville. 

“Not this time,” is the careless answer. ‘I leave for London 
again to-morrow. But I shall be here, off and on, until next 
midsummer; then I shall take my leave of Cloisterham, and 
England too: for many a long day, I expect.” 

“Are you going abroad ?”’ 

“Going to wake up Egypt a little,” is the condescending 
answer, 

“Are you reading?” 

“Reading!” repeats Edwin Drood, with a touch of con- 
tempt. “No. Doing, working, engineering. My small patri- 
mony was left a part of the capital of the Firm I am with, 
by my father, a former partner; and I am a charge upon the 
Firm until I come of age; and then I step into my modest 
share of the concern, Jack—you met him at dinner—is, until 
then, my guardian and trustee.” 

“T heard from Mr. Crisparkle of your other good fortune.” 

“What do you mean by my other good fortune?” 
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. Neyilie has made his remark in a watchfully advancing, and 
yet furtive and shy manner, very expressive of that peculiar 
air, already noticed, of being at once hunter and hunted. 
idwin has made his retort with an abruptness not at all polite. 
They stop, and interchange a rather heated look, 

“I hope,” says Neville, “there is no offence, Mr. Drood, 
in my innocently referring to your betrothal?” 

“By George!” cries Edwin, leading on again at a some- 
what quicker pace, “‘everybody in this chattering old Cloister- 
ham refers to it. I wonder no public-house has been set up, 
with my portrait for the sign of the Betrothed’s Head. Or 
Pussy’s portrait. One or the other.” 

“J am not accountable for Mr. Crisparkle’s mentioning the 
matter to me quite openly,” Neville begins. 

“No; that’s true; you are not,” Edwin Drood assents. 

“But,” resumed Neville, “‘I am accountable for mentioning 
it to you. And I did so on the supposition that you could not 
fail to be highly proud of it.” . 

Now, there are these two curious touches of human nature 
working the secret springs of this dialogue. Neville Landless 
is already enough impressed by Little Rosebud to feel in- 
dignant that Edwin Drood (far below her) should hold his 
prize so lightly. Edwin Drood is already enough impressed by 
Helena to feel indignant that Helena’s brother (far below her) 
should dispose of him so coolly, and put him out of the 
way so entirely. 

However, the last remark had better be answered. So says 
Edwin: 

J don’t know, Mr. Neville” (adopting that mode of address 
from Mr. Crisparkle), “‘that what people are proudest of, they 
usually talk most about; I don’t know, either, that what they 
are proudest of, they most like other people to talk about. 
But I live a busy life, and I speak under correction by you 
readers, who ought to know everything, and I dare say do.” 

By this time they had both become savage; Mr. Neville out 
in the open; Edwin Drood under the transparent cover of a 
popular tune, and a stop now and then to pretend to admire 
picturesque effects in the moonlight before him. 

‘“*Tt does not seem to me very civil in you,” remarks Neville 
at length, “to reflect upon a stranger who comes here, not 
having had your advantages, to try to make up for lost time. 
But, to be sure, J was not brought up in ‘busy life,’ and my 
ideas of civility were formed among Heathens.” 

“Perhaps the best civility, whatever kind of people we are 


brought up among,” retorts Edwin Drood, “is to mind our 


own business. If you will set me that example, I promise to 
follow it.” j 

“Do you know that you take a great deal too much upon 
yourself?” is the angry rejoinder, “and that, in the part of 
the world I.come from, you would be called to account for it?” 
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“By whom, for instance?”. asks Edwin Drood, coming to 
4 halt, and surveying the other with a leok of disdain. 

But, herea startling light hand is laid on Edwin’s shoulder, 
and Jasper stands between them. For, it would seem that he, 
too, has strolled round by the Nuns’ House, and has come up 
behind them on the shadowy side of the road. a 

“Ned, Ned, Ned!” he says; ‘‘we must have no more of this. 
I don’t like this. I have overheard high words between you 
two. Remember, my dear-boy, you are almost in the position 
of host to-night. You belong, as it were, to the place, and ina 
manner represent it towards a stranger. Mr. Neville is a 
stranger, and you should respect the obligations of hospitality. 
And, Mr, Neville,” laying his left hand on the inner shoulder 
of that young gentleman, and thus walking on between them, 
hand to shoulder on either side, “you will pardon me; but I 
appeal to you to govern your temper too, Now, what is 
amiss? But why ask? Let there be nothing amiss, and the 
question is superfluous. We are all three on a good under- 
standing, are we not?” 

After a silent struggle between the two young men who shall 
speak last, Edwin Drood strikes in with: *‘So far as I am con- 
cerned, Jack, there is no anger in me.” 

“Nor in me,” says Neville Landless, though not so freely, 
or perhaps so carelessly. “But if Mr. Drood knew all that lies 
behind me, far away from here, he might know betier how it 
is that sharp-edged words have sharp edges to wound me.” 

“Perhaps,” says Jasper, in a smoothing manner, “‘we had 
better not qualify our good understanding. We had better 
not say anything having the appearance of a remonstrance or 
condition; it might not seem generous. Frankly and freely, 
you see there is no anger in Ned. Frankly and freely, there is 
no anger in you, Mr. Neville?” 

“None at all, Mr. Jasper.” Still, not quite so frankly or so 
freely; or, be it said once again, not quite so carelessly, 
perhaps. 

“All over, then! Now, my bachelor gatehouse is a few yards 
from here, and the heater is on the fire, and the wine and 
glasses are on the table, and it is not a stone’s-throw from 
Minor Canon Corner. Ned, you are up and away to-morrow. 
We will carry Mr. Neville in with us, to take a stirrup-cup,”” 

“With all my heart, Jack.” 

“And with all mine, Mr. Jasper.” Neville feels it impossible 
to say less, but would rather not go. He has an impression 
upon him that he has lost hold of his temper; feels that 
Edwin Drood’s coolness, so far from being infectious, makes 
him red-hot. : 

Mr. Jasper, still walking in the centre, hand to shoulder on 
either side, beautifully turns the Refrain of a drinking song, 
and they all go up to his rooms. There, the first object visible, 
when he adds the light of a lamp to that of the fire, is the 
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portrait over the chimney-piece. It is not an:object calculated 
to improve the understanding between the two young men, 
as rather awkwardly reviving the subject of their difference, 
Accordingly, they both glance at it consciously, but say 
nothing. Jasper, however (who would appear, from his con- 
duct, to have gained but an imperfect clue to the cause of 
their late high words), directly calls attention to it. 

_ “You recognise that picture, Mr. Neville?” shading the 
Jamp to throw the light upon it. 

“TI recognise it, but it is far from flattering to the original.” 

“Oh, you are hard upon it! It was done by Ned, who made 
me_a present of it!” ; 

“T am sorry for that, Mr, Drood,” Neville apologises, with 
2 real intention to apologise; ‘‘if I had known I was in the 
artist’s presence——” ie kT 

“Oh, a joke, sir, a mere joke!” Edwin cuts in with a pro- 
voking yawn. ‘A little humouring of Pussy’s points! I’m 
going to paint her gravely one of these days, if she’s good.” 

The air of leisurely patronage and indifference with which 

this is said, as the speaker throws himself back in a chair 
and clasps his hands at the back of his head, as a rest for it, 
is_very exasperating to the excitable and excited Neville. 
Jasper looks observantly from the one to the other, slightly 
smiles, and turns his back to mix a jug of mulled wine at the 
fire. It seems to require much mixing and compounding. 
. “I suppose, Mr. Neville,” says Edwin, quick to resent the 
indignant protest against himself in the face of young Land- 
less, which is fully as visible as the portrait, or the fire, or 
the lamp: “I suppose that if you painted the picture of your 
lady-love——”’ 

“TI can’t paint,” is the hasty interruption. 

““That’s your misfortune, and not your fault. You would if 
you could. But if you could, I suppose you would make her 
(no matter what she was in reality), Juno, Minerva, Diana, 
and Venus, all in one. Eh?” 

“*T have no lady-love, and I can’t say.” 

“If I were to try my hand,” says Edwin, with a boyish 
boastfulness getting up in him, “‘on a portrait of Miss Landless 
—in earnest, mind you; in earnest—you should see what I 
could do!” 

““My sister’s consent to sit for it being first got, I suppose? 
As it never will be got, I am afraid I shall never see what you 
can do. I must bear the loss.’’ 

Jasper turns round from the fire, fills a large goblet glass 
for Neville, fills a large goblet glass for Edwin, and hands 
each his own; then fills for himself, saying: 

“Come, Mr. Neville, we are to drink to my nephew, Ned. 
Ag it is his foot that is in the stirrup—metaphorically—our 
stirrup-cup is to be devoted to him, Ned, my dearest fellow, 
may love!” 
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Jasper sets the example of nearly emptying his glass, and 
Neville follows it. Edwin Drood says, ‘Thank you both very, 
much,” and follows the double example. ~ 

“Look at him,” cries Jasper, stretching ‘out: his hand. 
admiringly and tenderly, though rallyingly too. “‘See where he 
lounges so easily, Mr. Neville! ‘The world is all before him 
where to choose. A life of stirring work and interest, a life of 
change and excitement, a life of domestic ease and lovet 
Look at him!” 

Edwin Drood’s face has become quickly and remarkably 
flushed with the wine; so has the face of Neville Landless. 
Edwin still sits thrown. back in his chair, making that rest of 
clasped hands for his head. 

**See how little he heeds it allt” Jasper proceeds in a ban- 
tering vein. “It is hardly worth his while’ to pluck the golden 
fruit that hangs ripe on the tree for him. And yet consider 
the contrast, Mr. Neville. You and I have no prospect of 
stirring work and interest, or of change and excitement, or of 
domestic ease and love. You and I have no prospect (unless 
you are more fortunate than I am, which may easily be), but 
the tedious uncha nging round of this dull place.” 

“Upon my soul, Jack,” says Edwin complacently, “I feel 
quite apologetic for having my way smoothed as you describe. 
But you know what I know, Jack, and it may not be so very 
easy as it seems, after all. May it, Pussy?” T'o the portrait, 
with a snap of his thumb and finger. “We have got to hit it 
off yet; haven’t we, Pussy? You “know what I mean, Jack?” 

His speech has become thick and indistinct. Jasper, quict 
and self-possessed, looks to Neville, as expecting his: answer 
or comment. When Neville speaks, his speech is also thick 
and indistinct. ‘ iS r é 

“Tt might have been better for Mr. Drood to have known 
some hardships,” he says defiantly. 

“Pray,” retorts Edwin, turning merely his eyes in that 
direction, ‘ ‘pray why might it have been better for Mr. Drood 
to have known some hardship: 3?” 

none ” Jasper asSents with an air of interest; “let us know 
Ww ay 22 

“Because they might have made him more sensible,” says 
Neville, ‘tof good fortune that is not by any means necessarily 
the result of his own merits.” 

Mr. Jasper quickly looks to his nephew for his rejoinder. 

“Have you known hardships, may I ask?” says Edwin 
Drood, sitting upright. 

me va asper quickly looks to the other for his retort. 

“T have. 

“And what have they made you sensible of?” 

Mr. Jasper's play of eyes between the two holds good 
throughout the dialogue to the end. 

“J have told you once before to-night.” 
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**You have done nothing of the sort.” 

*T tell you I have. That you take a great deal too much 
upon yourself.” 

“You added something else te that, if I xpuncoaneaees 

“Yes, I did say something else, 7 

ie ‘Say. it again. 3 

‘*T said that, in the part of the world I come from, you would 
be called to account for it.” 

“Only there?” cries Edwin Drood, with a contemptuous 
laugh. “A long way off, I believe. Yes; I see! That part of 
the world is at a safe distance.” 

“Say here, then,”’ rejoined the other, rising in a fury. 
“Say anywhere! Your vanity is intolerable, your conceit i3 
beyond endurance; you talk as if you were some rare and 
precious prize, instead of a commoa boaster. You are a 
common fellow, and a common boaster.”’ 

“Pooh, pooh!” says Edwin Drood, equally furious, but 
more collected; ‘““‘how should you know? You may know a 
black eommon fellow, or a black common boaster, when you 
see him (and no doubt you have a large acquaintance that 
way), but you are no judge of white men.” 

This insulting allusion to his dark skin infuriates Neville to 
that violent degree, that he flings the dregs of his wine at 
Edwin Drood, and is in the act of flinging the goblet after it, 
when his arm is caught in the nick of time by Jasper. 

“Ned, my dear fellow!” he cries in a loud voice: “I entreat 
you, I command you to be still!’’ There has been a rush of all 
the three, and a clattering of glasses and overturning of chairs. 
“Mr. Neville, for shame! Give this glass to me. Open your 
hand, sir. I wit have it!” 

But Neville throws him off, and pauses for an instant, in 
a raging passion, with the goblet yet in his uplifted hand. 
Then, he dashes it down under the grate, with such force that 
the broken splinters fly out again in a shower; and he leaves 
the house. 

When he first emerges into the night air, nothing around him 
is still or steady; nothing around him shows like what it is; 
he only knows that he stands with a bare head in the midst 
of a blood-red whirl, waiting to be struggled with, and to 
struggle to the death. 

But, nothing happening, and the moon looking down upon 
him as if he were dead after a fit of wrath, he holds his steam- 
hammer-beating head and heart, and staggers away. Then, 
he becomes half conscious of having heard himself bolted and 
barred out, like a dangerous animal, and thinks, what shall he 
do? 

Some wildly passionate ideas of the river dissolve under the 

ell of the moonlight on the cathedral and the graves, and 
the remembrance of his sister, and the thought of what he 
owes to the good man who has but that very day won his 
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confidence and given him his pledge. He repairs to Minor 
Canon Corner, and knocks softly at the door. ‘ 

It is Mr. Crisparkle’s custom to sit up last of the early 
household, very softly touching his piano and practising his 
favourite parts in concerted vocal music. The south wind that 
goes where it lists, by way of Minor Canon Corner on a still 
night, is not more subdued than Mr. Crisparkle at such times, 
regardful of the stumbers of the china shepherdess. 

His knock is immediately answered by Mr. Crisparkle him- 
self. When he opens the door, candle in hand, his cheerful 
face falls, and disappointed amazement is in it. 

“Mr, Neville! In this disorder! Where have you been?” 

“T have been to Mr. Jasper’s, sir. With his nephew.” i 

“Come in.” 

The Minor Canon props him by the elbow with a strong 
hand (in a strictly scientific manner, worthy of his morning 
trainings) and turns him into his own little book-room, and 
shuts the door. 

“T have begun ill, sir, I have begun dreadfully ill.” 

“Too true. You are not sober, Mr. Neville.” 

“T am afraid not, sir, though I can satisfy you at another 
time that I have had a very little indeed to drink, and that it 
overcame me in the strangest and most sudden manner.” 

“Mr. Neville, Mr. Neville,” says the Minor Canon, shaking 
his head with a sorrowful smile: *‘ Ihave heard that said before.” 

“T think—my mind is much confused, but I think—it is 
equally true of Mr. Jasper’s nephew, sir.” 

“Very likely,” is the dry rejoinder. 

“We quarrelled, sir. He insulted me most grossly. He had 
heated that tigerish blood I told you of to-day, before then.” 

‘Mr, Neville,” rejoins the Minor Canon mildly, but firmly, 
**T request you not to speak to me with that clenched right 
hand. Unclench it, if you please.” 

“He goaded me, sir,” pursues the young man, instantly 
obeying, “beyond my power of endurance. I cannot say 
whether or no he meant it at first, but he did it. He certainly 
meant it at last. In short, sir,” with an irrepressible out- 
burst, ‘‘in the passion into which he lashed me, I would have 
cut him down if I could, and I tried to do it.” 

“You have clenched that hand again,” is Mr. Crisparkle’s 
quiet commentary, 

“IT beg your pardon, sir.’’ 

“You know your room, for I showed it you before dinner; 
but I will accompany you to it once more. Your arm, if you 
please. Softly, for the house is all abed.”’ 

Scooping his hand into the same scientific elbow-rest as” 
before, and backing it up with the inert strength of his arm as 
skilfully as a Police Expert, and with an apparent repose quite 
unattainable by novices, Mr. Crisparkle conducts his pupil to — 
the pleasant and orderly old room prepared for him. Arrived 
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there, the young man throws himself into a chair, and, flinging 
liis arms upon his reading-table, rests his head upon them wit!: 
an air of wretched self-reproach. 

‘ The gentle Minor Canon has had it in his thoughts to leave 
the room without a word. But looking round at the door, 
and seeing this dejected figure, he turns back to it, touches it 
with a mild hand, and says “Good night!” A sob is his only 
acknowledgment. He might have had many a worse;_ per- 
haps could have had few better. 

' Another soft knock at the outer door attracts his attention 
as he goes downstairs. He opens it to Mr. Jasper, holding in 
his hand the pupil’s hat. 

“We have had an awful scene with him,” says Jasper in a 
low voice. 

‘Has it been so bad as that?” 

‘**Murderous!”’ 

Mr, Crisparkle remonstrates: ‘No, no, no! Do not use 
such strong words.’’ 

“He might have laid my dear boy dead at my feet. It is no 
fault of his that he did not. But that I was, through the 
merey of God, swift and strong with him, he would have cut 
him down on my hearth.’’ 

The phrase smites home. “Ah!” thinks Mr. Crisparkle, 
“his own words!” 

“Seeing what I have seen to-night, and hearing what I have 
heard,” adds Jasper, with great earnestness, “I shall never 
Know peace of mind when there is danger of those two coming 
together, with no one else to interfere. It was horrible. 
There is something of the tiger in his dark blood.”? 

“Ah!” thinks Mr. Crisparkle, “‘so he said!’ 

“You, my dear sir,’’ pursued Jasper, taking his hand, 
“even you, have accepted a dangerous charge.”’ 

“You need have no fear for me, Jasper,’ returns Mr. 
Crisparkle with a quiet smile. ‘I have none for myself.’ 

“TY have none for myself,’’ returns Jasper with an emphasis 
on the last pronoun, “because I am not, nor am I in the way 
of being, the object of his hostility. But you may be, and my 
dear boy hasbeen. Good night!” 

Mr. Crisparkle goes in, with the hat that has so easily, so 
almost imperceptibly, acquired the right to be hung up in his 
hall; hangs it up; and goes thoughtfully to bed. 


CHAPTER IX: Birds in the Bush 

Rosa, having no relation that she knew of in the world, had, 
from the seventh year of her age, known no home but the 
Nuns’ House, and no mother but Miss Twinkleton, Her 
remembrance of her own mother was of a pretty little creature 
like herself (not much older than herself it seemed to her), who 
had been brought home in her father’s arms, drowned, The 


Ce ee a a ee ee. a 


68 . WHE MYSTERY OF EDWIN DROOD 


fatal accident had happened at a party of pleasure. - Every 
fold and colour in the pretty summer dress, and even the long © 
wet hair, with scattered petals of ruined flowers still cling- 
ing to it, as the dead young figure, in its sad, sad beauty lay 
upon the bed, were fixed indelibly in Rosa’s recollection. So — 
were the wild despair and the subsequent bowed-down grief of — 
her poor young father, who died broken-hearted on the first — 
anniversary of that hard day. 

The betrothal of Rosa grew out of the:soothing of his year 
of mental distress by his fast friend and old college companion, 
Drood: who likewise had been left a widower in his youth. 
But he, too, went the silent road into which all earthly pil- 
grimages merge, some sooner, and some later; and thus the 
young couple had come to be as they were. RR 

The atmosphere of pity surrounding the little orphan girl 
when she first came to Cloisterham had never cleared away. 
It had taken brighter hues as she grew older, happier, prettier; 
now it had been golden, now roseate, and now azure; but it 
had always adorned her with some soft light of its own. ‘The 
general desire to console and caress her had caused her to be 
treated, in the beginning, as a child much younger than her 
years; the same desire had caused her to be stil] petted when 
she was a child no longer. Who should be her favourite, who | 
should anticipate this or that small present, or do her this or 
that small service; who should take her home for the holidays; — 
who should write to her the oftenest when they were separated, 
and whom she would most rejoice to see again, when they were — 
reunited, even these gentle rivalries were not without their 
slight dashes of bitterness in the Nuns’ House. Well for the 
poor Nuns, in their day, if they hid no harder strife under 
their veils and rosaries! ; 

Thus Rosa had grown to be an amiable, giddy, wilful, — 
winning little creature; spoilt, in the sense of counting upon | 
kindness from all around her; but not in the sense of repaying 
it with indifference. Possessing an exhaustless well of affec- — 
tion in her nature, its sparkling waters had freshened and | 
brightened the Nuns’ House for years, and yet its depths had ~ 
never yet been'‘moved. What might betide when that came — 
to pass; what developing changes might fall upon the heed- — 
less head and light heart, then; remained to be seen. | 

By what means the news that there had been a quarrel 
between the two young men overnight, involving even some 
kind of onslaught by Mr. Neville upon Edwin Drood, got into 
Miss Twinkleton’s establishment before breakfast, it is im- 
possible to say. Whether it was brought in by the birds of 
the air, or came blowing in with the very air itself, when the 
easement windows were set open; whether the baker brought 
it kneaded into the bread, or the milkman delivered it as 
part of the adulteration of his milk; or the housemaids, 
beating the dust out of their mats against the gate-posts, 
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feceived it.in exchange deposited on the mats by the town 
atmosphere; certain it is that the news permeated every 
gable of the old building before Miss Twinkleton was down, 
and that. Miss Twinkleton herself received it, through Mrs. 
isher, while yet in the act of dressing; or (as she might have 
expressed the phrase to a parent or guardian of a mythological 
turn) of sacrificing to the Graces. 

“ Miss Landless’s brother had thrown a. bottle at Mr. Edwin 

Miss Landless’s brother had thrown a knife at Mr. Edwin 
Drood.' A knife became suggestive of a fork; and Miss 
Landless’s brother had thrown a fork at Mr. Edwin Drood. 

As in the governing precedence of Peter Piper, alleged to have 
picked the peck of pickled pepper, it was held physically 
desirable to have evidence of the existence of the peck of 
pickled pepper which Peter Piper was alleged to have 
picked; so, in this case, it was held psychologically important 
to know why Miss Landless’s brother threw a bottle, knife, or 
fork—or bottle, knife, and fork—for the cook had been given 
to understand it was all three—at Mr. Edwin Drood. 

Well, then! Miss Landless’s brother had said he admired 
Miss Bud. Mr. Edwin Drood had said to Miss Landless’s 
brother that he had no business to admire Miss Bud. Miss 
Landless’s brother had then “‘up’d”’ (this was the cook’s exact 
information) with the bottle, knife, fork, and decanter (the 
decanter. now coolly flying at everybody’s head, without the 
least introduction), and thrown them all at Mr. Edwin Drood. 

Poor little Rosa put a forefinger into each of her ears when 
these rumours began to circulate, and retired into a corner, 
beseeching not to be told any more; but Miss Landless, 
begging permission of Miss Twinkleton to go and speak with 
her brother, and pretty plainly showing that she would take 
it if it were not given, struck out the more definite course of 
going to Mr. Crisparkle’s for accurate intelligence. 

When she came back (being first closeted with Miss Twinkle- 
ton, in order that anything objectionable in her tidings might 
be retained by that discreet filter), she imparted to Rosa ouly 
what had taken place; dwelling with a flushed cheek on the 
provocation her brother had received, but almost limiting it 
to that last gross affront as crowning ‘‘some other words 
between them,” and, out of consideration for her new friend, 
passing lightly over the fact that the other words had 
originated in her lover’s taking things in general so very 
easily. To Rosa direct, she brought a petition from her 
brother that she would forgive him; and, having delivered 
it with sisterly earnestness, made an end of the subject. © 

At was reserved for Miss Twinkleton to tone down the public 
mind of the Nuns’ House. That lady, therefore, entering in 
a stately manner what plebeians might have called the school- 
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the Nuns’ House, was euphuistically, not to say round- 
aboutedly, denominated ‘‘the apartment allotted to study,” 
and saying, with a forensic air, “Ladies!” all rose, Mrs, 
Pisher at the same time grouped herself behind her chief, as 
representing Queen Elizabeth’s first historical female friend at 
Tilbury Fort. Miss Twinkleton then proceeded to remark 
that Rumour, Ladies, had been represented by the bard of 
Avon—needless were it to mention the immortal SHAKSPEARE, 
also called the Swan of his native river, not improbably with 
some reference to the ancient superstition that that bird of 
graceful plumage (Miss Jennings will please stand upright) 
sang sweetly on the approach of death, for which we have 
no ornithological authority,—Rumour, Ladies, had been 
represented by that bard—hem!— 


“Who drew 
The celebrated Jew,” 


as painted full of tongues. Rumour in Cloisterham (Miss 
Ferdinand will honour me with her attention) was no ex- 
ception to the great limner’s portrait of Rumour elsewhere. 
A slight fracas between two young gentlemen occurring last 
night within a hundred miles of these peaceful walls (Miss 
Ferdinand, being apparently incorrigible, will have the kind- 
ness to write out this evening, in the original language, the first 
four fables of our vivacious neighbour, Monsieur La Fontaine) 
had been very grossly exaggerated by Rumour’s voice, In the 
first alarm and anxiety arising from our sympathy with a sweet 
young friend, not wholly to be dissociated from one of the 
gladiator’s in the bloodless arena in question (the impropriety 
of Miss Reynolds’s appearing to stab herself in the band witha 
pin is far too obvious, and too glaringly unlady-like, to be 
pointed out), we descended from our maiden elevation to 
discuss this uncongenial and this unfit theme. Responsible 
inquiries having assured us that it was but one of those airy 
“nothings” pointed at by the Poet (whose name and date of 
birth Miss Giggles will supply within half an hour), we would 
now discard the subject, and concentrate our minds upon the 
grateful labours of the day. But the subject so survived all 
day, nevertheless, that Miss Ferdinand got into new trouble by 
surreptitiously clapping on a paper moustache at dinner-time, 
and going through the motions of aiming a water-bottle at 
Miss Giggles, who drew a table-spoon in defence. 

Now, Rosa thought of this unlucky quarrel a great deal, and 
thought of it with an uncomfortable feeling that she was 
involved in it, as cause, or consequence, or what not, through 
being in a false position altogether as to her marriage engage-. 
ment. Never free from such uneasiness when she was with 
her affianced husband, it was not likely that she would be free 
from it when they were apart. To-day, too, she was cast in 
upon herself. and deprived of the relief of talking freely with 
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her new friend, because the quarrel had been with Helena’s 
brother, and Helena undisguisedly avoided the subject as a 
delicate and difficult one to herself. At this critical time, of 
all times, Rosa’s guardian was announced as having come to 
see her. : 

Mr. Grewgious had been well selected for his trust, as a man 
of incorruptible integrity, but certainly for no other appro- 
priate quality discernible on the surface. He was an arid, 
sandy man, who, if he had been put into a grinding-mill, looked 
as if he would have ground immediately into high-dried 
snuff. He had a seanty flat crop of hair, in colour and con- 
sistency like some very mangy yellow fur tippet; it was so 
unlike hair, that it must have been a wig, but for the stupen- 
dous improbability of anybody’s voluntarily sporting such a 
head, The little play of feature that his face presented was 
eut deep into it, in a few hard curves that made it more like 
work; and he had certain notches in his forehead, which 
looked as though Nature had been about to touch them into 
sensibility or refinement, when she had impatiently thrown 
away the chisel, and said: “I really cannot be worried to 
finish off this man; let him go as he is.” 

With too great length of throat at his upper end, and too 
much ankle-bone and heel at his lower; with an awkward and 
hesitating manner; with a shambling walk; and with what 
is called a near sight—which perhaps prevented his observing 
how much white cotton stocking he displayed to the public 
eye, in contrast with his black suit—Mr. Grewgious still had 
some strange capacity in him of making on the whole an 
agreeable impression. j 

Mr. Grewgious was discovered by his ward, much dis- 
eomfited by being in Miss Twinkleton’s company in Miss 
Twinkleton’s own sacred room. Dim forebodings of being 
examined in something, and not coming well out of it, 
seemed to oppress the poor gentleman when found in 
these circumstances. 

““My dear, how do you do? I am glad to see you. My 
dear, how much improved you are! Permit me to hand you 
a chair, my dear.” 

Miss Twinkleton rose at her little writing-table, saying, 
with general sweetness, as to the polite Universe: ‘‘ Will you 
permit me to retire?” 

“By no means, madam, on my account. I beg that you 
will not move.” : . 

“T must entreat permission to move,” returned Miss 
Twinkleton, repeating the word with a charming grace; ‘“‘but 
I will not withdraw, since you are so obliging. If I wheel my 
desk to this comer window, shall I be in the way?” 

‘Madam! In the way!” 

“You are very kind. Rosa, my dear, you wili be under no 
restraint I am sure.” 
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Here Mr. Grewgious, left by the fire with Rosa, said again’ 
« My dear, how do you do?’ I am glad to see you, my dear.” 
And, having waited for her to sit down, sat down himself. 

“My visits,” said Mr. Grewgious, “‘are like those of the 
angels—not that I compare myself to an angel.” : 

“No, sir,’ said Rosa. 

“Not by any means,” assented Mr. — Grewgious. “I~ 
merely refer to my visits, which are few and far between. 
The angels are, we know very well, upstairs.” 

Miss T'winkleton looked round with a kind of stiff stare. 

“T refer, my dear,” said Mr. Grewgious, laying his hand on 
Rosa’s, as the possibility thrilled through his frame of his 
otherwise seeming to take the awful liberty of calling Miss 
Twinkleton my dear: “I refer to the other young ladies.” 

Miss Twinkleton resumed her writing. 

Mr. Grewgious, with a sense of not having managed his 
opening point quite as neatly as he might have desired, 
smoothed his head from back to front as if he had just dived, 
and were pressing the water out—this smoothing action,» 
however superfluous, was habitual to him—and took a pocket- 
book from his coat pocket, and a stump of black-lead pencil 
from his waistcoat pocket. 

“J made,” he said, turning the leaves: “I made a guiding 
memorandum or so—as I usually do, for I have no conversa< 
tional powers whatever—to which I will, with your permission, 
my dear, refer. ‘Well and happy.’ Truly. You are well and 
happy, my dear? You look so.” 

“Yes, indeed, sir,’ answered Rosa, 

“For which,”’ said Mr. Grewgious, with a bend of his head 
towards the corner window, “our warmest acknowledgments 
are due, and I am sure are rendered, to the maternal kindness 
and the constant care and consideration or the lady whom 
I have now the honour to see before me.” 

This point, again, made but a lame departure from Mr, 
Grewgious, and never got to its destination; for, Miss Twinkle< 
ton, feeling that the courtesies required her to be by this time 
quite outside the conversation, was biting the end of her pen, 
and looking upward, as waiting for the descent of an idea 
from eny member of the Celestial Nine who might have one 
to sp: re. 

Mr. G-ewgious smoothed his smooth head again, and then 
made another reference to his pocket-book; lining out “well 
and happy,” as disposed of. 

“*Pounds, shillings, and pence,’ is my next note. A dry - 
subject for a young lady, but an important subject too. Life 
is pounds, shillings, and pence. Death is——” A sudden 
recollection of the death of her two parents seemed to stop 
him, and he said in a softer tone, and evidently inserting the 
negative as an after-thought: “Death is not pounds, shillings, 
and pence.”” ' : 
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His voice was as hard and dry as himself, and Fancy might 
have ground it straight, like himself, into high-dried snuff. 
And yet, through the very limited means of expression that he 
possessed, he seemed to express kindness. If Nature had but. 
finished him off, kindness might have been recognisable in 
his face at this moment. But if the notches in his forehead 
wouldn't fuse together, and if his face would work and 
couldn’t play, what could he do, poor man? 

“*Pounds, shillings, and pence,’ You find your allowance 
always sufficient for your wants, my dear?” 

Rosa wanted for nothing, and therefore it was ample. 

“And you are not in debt?” : 

Rosa laughed at the idea of being in debt. It seemed, to her 
inexperience, a comical vagary of the imagination. Mr. 
Grewgious stretched his near sight to be sure that this was her 
view of the case. ‘‘Ah!”’ he said, as comment, with a furtive’ 
glance towards Miss Twinkleton, and lining out pounds, 
shillings, and pence; “I spoke of having got among the angels! 
So I did!” . 

Rosa felt what his next memorandum would prove to be, 
and was blushing and folding a crease in her dress with one 
embarrassed hand, long before he found it. 

“““Marriage.’ Hem!’’ Mr. Grewgious carried his smoothing 
hand down over his eyes and nose, and even chin, before draw- 
ing his chair a little nearer, and speaking a little more con- 
fidentially: ““I now touch, my dear, upon the point that is the 
direct cause of my troubling you with the present visit. 
Otherwise, being a particularly Angular man, I should not 
have intruded here. I am the last man to intrude into a sphere 
for which I am so entirely unfitted. I feel, on these premises, 
as if I was a bear—with the cramp—in a youthful Cotillon.”’ 

His ungainliness gave him enough of the air of his simile to 
set Rosa olf laughing heartily. 

“It strikes you in the same light,”’ said Mr. Grewgious with 
perfect calmness, “Just so. To return to my memorandum, 
Mr. Edwin has been to and fro from here, as was arranged. 
You have mentioned that in your quarterly letters to me. 
And you like him, and he likes you.”’ 

“T like him very much, sir,”’ rejoined Rosa, 

“So I said, my dear,’’ returned her guardian, for whose car 
the timid emphasis was much too fine, “Good. And you 
correspond.”’ 

“We write to one another,’”’ said Rosa, pouting, as she 
recalled their epistolary differences. 

“Such is the meaning that I attach to the word ‘corre- 
spond’ in this application, my dear,” said Mr. Grewgious, 
“Good, All goes well, time works on, and at this Christmas- 
time it will become necessary, as a matter of form, to give the 
exemplary lady in the corner window, to whom we are so 
much indebted, business notice of your departure in the en- 
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suing half-year. Your relations with her are far more than 
business relations, no doubt; but a residue of business remains 
in them, and business is business ever. I am a particularly 
Angular man,’’ proceeded Mr. Grewgious, as if it suddenly 
occurred to him to mention it, ‘‘and I am not used to give any- 
thing away. If, for these two reasons, some competent Proxy 
would give you away, I should take it very kindly.” 

Rosa intimated, with her eyes on the ground, that she 
thought a substitute might be found, if required. 

“Surely, surely,” said Mr. Grewgious. “For instance, the 
gentleman who teaches Dancing here—he would know how to 
do it with graceful propriety. He would advance and retire 
in a manner satisfactory to the feelings of the officiating clergy- 
man, and of yourself, and the bridegroom, and all parties 
_ eoncerned. I am—I am a particularly Angular man,” said 
Mr, Grewgious, .as if he had made up his mind to screw it out 
at last. “and should only blunder.”’ 

Rosa sat still and silent. Perhaps her mind had not got 
quite so far as the ceremony yet, but was lagging on the way 
there. 

“Memorandum, ‘Will.’ Now, my dear,’? said Mr. Grew- 
gious, referring to his notes, disposing of ‘‘ Marriage”’ with his 
pencil, and taking a paper from his pocket: ‘‘although I have 
before possessed you with the contents of your father’s will, 
I think it right at this time to leave a certified copy of it in your 
hands. And although Mr. Edwin is also aware of its contents, 
I think it right at this time likewise to place a certified copy 
of it in Mr. Jasper’s hand 2” 

“Not in his own?” asked Rosa, looking up quickly. “Can- 
not the copy to to Eddy himself?” 

“Why, yes, my dear, if you particularly wish it; but I 
spoke of Mr. Jasper as being his trustee.” 

“TI do particularly wish it, if you please,’’ said Rosa hur- 
riedly and earnestly; ‘‘I don’t like Mr. Jasper to come between 
us in any way.” 

“It is natural, I suppose,’’ said Mr. Grewgious, “that your 
young husband should be all in all. Yes. You observe that I 
say, I suppose. The fact is, am a particularly Unnatural man, 
and I don’t know from my own knowledge.’”’ 

Rosa looked at him with some wonder. 

“T mean,” he explained, “that young ways were never my 
ways. I was the only offspring of parents far advanced in 
life, and I half believe I was born advanced in life myself. No 
personality is intended towards the name you will so soon 
change, when I remark that while the general growth of people 
seem to have come into existence buds, I seem to have come 
into existence a chip. I was a chip—and a very dry one— 
when I first became aware of myself. Respecting the other 
certified copy, your wish shall be complied with. patie } 
your inheritance, I think you know all. It is an annuity 
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two hundred and fifty pounds. The savings upon that annuity, 
and some other items to your credit, all duly carried to account 
with vouchers, will place you in possession of a lump-sum of 
money rather exceeding Seventeen Hundred Pounds. I am 
empowered to advance the cost of your preparations for your 
marriage out of that fund. All is told.’’ 

“Will you please tell me,” said Rosa, taking the paper with 
a prettily-knitted brow, but not opening it, ““whether I am 
right in what I am going to say? I can understand what you 
tell me, so very much betier than what I read in law-writings, 
My poor papa and Eddy’s father made their agreement 
together, as very dear and firm and fast friends, in order that 
We too, might be very dear and firm and fast friends after 
them. 

“Just so.” 

“For the lasting good of both of us, and the lasting happi- 
ness of both of us?”’ 
_ “Just so.” 

“That we might be to one another even much more than 
they had been to one another?” 

“ Just so.” 

““Tt was not bound upon Eddy, and it was net bound upoa 
me, by any forfeit, in case a? 

“Don’t be agitated, my dear. In the case that it brings 
tears into your affectionate eyes even to picture to yourself— 
in the case of your not marrying one another—no, no for- 
feiture on either side. You would then have been my ward 
until you were of age. No worse would have befallen you. 
Bad enough, perhaps!” 

“And Eddy?” 

“He would have come into his partnership derived from 
his father, and into its arrears to_ his credit (if any), on attain- 
ing his majority, just as now.” 

Rosa, with her perplexed face and knitted brow, bit the 
corner of her attested copy, as she sat with her head on one 
side, looking abstractedly on the floor, and smoothing it with 
her foot, 

‘In short,” said Mr. Grewgious, “this betrothal is a wish, 
a sentiment, a friendly project, tenderly expressed on both 
sides, That it was strongly felt, and that there was a lively 
hope that it would prosper, there can be no doubt, When 
you were both children, you began to be accustomed to it, 
and it has prospered. But cizcumstances alter cases; and I 
made this visit to-day, partly, indeed principally, to dis- 
charge myself of the duty of telling you, my dear, that two 
young people can only be betrothed in marriage (except as a 
matter of convenience, and. therefore mockery and misery) of 
their own free-will, their own attachment, and their own 
assurance (it may or it may not prove a mistaken one, but 
we must take our chance of that), that they are suited to 
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each other, and will make each other happy. Is it to be sup- 
posed, for example, that if either of your fathers were living 
now, and had any mistrust on that subject, his mind would not 
be changed by the change of circumstances involved in the 
change of your years? Untenable, unreasonable, inconclusive, 
and preposterous!” é 

‘Mr. Grewgious said all this as if he were reading it aloud; 
or, still more, as if he were repeating a lesson. So expression- 
less of any approach to spontaneity were his face and manner, 

“J have now, my dear,” he added, blurring out “ Will” 
with his pencil, “discharged myself of what is doubtless a 
formal duty in this case, but still a duty in such a case, 
Memorandum, ‘Wishes.’ My dear, is there any wish of yours 
that I can further?” 

Rosa shook her head with an almost plaintive air of hesita- 
tion in want of help. ‘ 

“Ts there any instruction that Ican take from you with 
reference to your affairs?” 

“J_I should like to settle them with Eddy first, if you 
please,” said Rosa, plaiting the crease in her dress. 

“Surely, surely,” returned Mr. Grewgious. “ You two should 
be of one mind in all things. Is the young gentleman expected 
shortly?” 

“He has gone away only this morning. He will be back at 
Christmas.” 

“Nothing could happen better. You will, on his return at 
Christmas, arrange all matters of detail with him; you will 
then communicate with me; and I will discharge myself (as a 
mere business acquittance) of my business responsibilities 
towards the accomplished lady in the corner window. They 
will accrue at that seasop.” Blurring pencil once again. 
“Memorandum, ‘Leave.’ Yes. I will now, my dear, take my 
leave.” 

“Could I,” said Rosa, rising, as he jerked out of his chair 
in his ungainly way; “‘could I ask you most kindly to come to 
me at Christmas, if I had anything particular to say to you?” 

“Why, certainly, certainly,” he rejoined; apparently—if 
such a word can be used of one who had no apparent lights 
or shadows about him—complimented by the question. 
“As a particularly Angular man, I do not fit smoothly into 
the social circle, and consequently I have no other engage- 
ment at Christmas-time than to partake, on the twenty-fifth, 
of a boiled turkey and celery sauce with a—with a particularly 
Angular clerk I have the good fortune to possess, whose father, 
being a Norfolk farmer, sends him up (the turkey up), as a 
present to me, from the neighbourhood of Norwich. I should 
be quite proud of your wishing to see me, my dear, Asa pro- 
fessional Receiver of rents, so very few people do wish to see 
me, that the novelty would be bracing.” 

For his ready acquiescence the grateful Rosa put her hands 
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upon his shoulders, stood on tiptoe, and instantly kissed-him, 

“Lord bless me!” cried Mr. Grewgious. “Thank you, my 
dear! The honour is almost equal to the pleasure. Miss 
Twinkleton, madam, I have had a most satisfactory conversa- 
tion with my ward, and I will now release you from the en- 
eumbrance of my presence.” 

“Nay, sir,” rejoined Miss Twinkleton, rising with a gracious 
condescension : “‘say not encumbrance. Not so, by any means, 
I cannot permit you to say so.” 

“Thank you, madam. I have read in the newspapers,” said 
Mr, Grewgious, stammering a little, “‘ that when a distinguished 
visitor (not that I am one: far from it) goes to a school (not 
that this is one: far from it), he asks for a holiday or some sort 
of grace. It being now the afternoon in the—College—of 
which you are the eminent head, the young ladies might gain 
nothing, except in name, by having the rest of the day allowed 
them, But if there is any young lady at all under a cloud, 
might I solici is 

““Ah, Mr. Grewgious, Mr. Grewgious!’’ cried Miss Twinkle- 
ton with a chastely-rallying forefinger. “‘Oh, you gentlemen, 
you gentlemen! Fie for shame, that you are so hard upon us 
poor maligned disciplinarians of our sex, for your sakes! 
But as Miss Ferdinand is at present weighed down by an 
incubus” —Miss Twinkleton might have said a pen-and-ink- 
ubus of writing out Monsieur La Fontaine—“‘go to her, Rosa 
my dear, and tell her the penalty is remitted, in deference 
to the intercession of your guardian, Mr. Grewgious.” 

Miss Twinkleton here achieved a curtsy, suggestive of 
marvels happening to her respected legs, and which she came 
out of nobly, three yards behind her starting-point. ; 

As he held it incumbent upon him to call on Mr. Jasper 
before leaving Cloisterham, Mr. Grewgious went to the gate- 
house, and climbed its postern-stair. But Mr. Jasper’s door 
being closed, and presenting on a slip of paper the word 
“Cathedral,” the fact of its being service-time was borne into 
the mind of Mr. Grewgious. So he descended the stair again, 
and, crossing the Close, paused at the great western folding 
door of the cathedral, which stood open on the fine and bright, 
though short-lived, afternoon, for airing of the place. 

“Dear me,” said Grewgious, peeping in, ‘‘it’s like looking 
down the throat of Old Time.” ’ 

Old Time heaved a mouldy sigh from tomb and arch and 
vault; and gloomy shadows began to deepen in corners; and 
damps began to rise from green patches of stone; and jewels, 
cast upon the pavement of the nave from stained glass by the 
.. declining sun, began to perish. Within the grill-gate of the 

chancel, up the steps surmounted loomingly by the fast- 

darkening organ, white robes could be dimly seen, and one 
feeble voice, rising and falling in a cracked monotonous 
. mutter, could at intervals be faintly heard. In the free outer 
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air, the river, the green pastures, and the brown arable lands, 
the teeming hills and dales, were reddened by the sunsct; 
while the distant little windows in windmills and farm home- 
steads shone, patches of bright beaten gold. In the cathedral 
all became grey, murky, and sepulchral, and the cracked 
monotonous mutter went on like a dying voice, until the organ 
and the choir burst forth, and drowned it in a sea of music, 
Then, the sea fell, and the dying voice made another feeble 
effort, and then the sea rose high, and beat its life out, and 
lashed the roof, and surged among the arches, and pierced 
the heights of the great tower; and then the sea was dry, and 
all was still. 

Mr, Grewgious had by that time walked to the chancel steps, 
where he met the living waters coming out. 

“Nothing is the matter?”? Thus Jasper accosted him rather 
quickly. ‘You have not been sent for?” 

“Not at all, not at all. I came down of my own accord, I 
have been to my pretty ward’s, and am now homeward bound 
again,” 

“You found her thriving?” 

“Blooming indeed. Most blooming, I merely came to tell 
her, seriously, what a betrothal by deceased parents is.” 

‘And what is it—aceording to your judgment?” 

Mr. Grewgious noticed the whiteness of the lips that asked 
the question, and put it down to the chilling account of the 
cathedral, 

“T merely came to tell her that it could not be considered 
binding, against any such reason for its dissolution as a want 
of affection, or want of disposition to carry it into effect, on 
the side of either party.” 

“May I ask, had you any especial reason for telling her 
that?” 

Mr, Grewgious answered somewhat sharply; “The especial 
reason of doing my duty, sir, Simply that.” Then he added: 
“Come, Mr. Jasper; I know your affection for your nephew, 
and that you are quick to feel on his behalf. I assure you that 
this implies not the least doubt of, or disrespect to, your 
nephew.” ’ 

“You could not,” returned Jasper, with a friendly pressure 
of his arm, as they walked on side by side, “speak more 
handsomely.” 

Mr. Grewgious pulled off his hat to smooth his head, and, 
having smoothed it, nodded it contentedly, and put his hat 
on again, 

“TI will wager,” said Jasper, smiling—his lips were still so 
white that he was conscious of it, and bit and moistened them 
while speaking —‘‘I will wager that she hinted no wish to be 
released from Ned.” 

“And you will win your wager, if you do,” retorted Mr, 
Grewgious, “We should allow some margin for little maidenly 


THE MYSTERY OF EDWIN DROOD i) 


delicacies in a young motherless creature under such circum- 
stances, I suppose; it is not in my line; what do you think?” 

“There can be no doubt of it.” 

“Tam glad you say so. Because,’ proceeded Mr. Grewgious, 
who had all this time very knowingly felt his way round to 
action on his remembrance of what she had said of Jasper 
himself: “because she seems to have some little delicate in- 
stinct that all preliminary arrangements had best be made 
between Mr, Edwin Drooed and herself, don’t you see? She 
didn’t want us, don’t you know?” 

Jasper touched himself on the breast, and said, somewhat 
indistinctly : ‘“ You mean me.” 

Mr. Grewgious touched himself on the breast, and said: 
““T mean us. Therefore, let them have their little discussions 
and councils together, when Mr. Edwin Drood comes baci 
here at Christmas; and then you and I will step in, and put 
the final touches to the business.” 

“So you settled with her that you would come back at 
Christmas?” observed Jasper. “I see! Mr. Grewgious, as you 
quite fairly said just now, there is such an exceptional attach- 
ment between my nephew and me, that I am more sensitive _ 
for the dear, fortunate, happy, happy fellow than for myself. 
But it is only right that the young lady should be considered 
as you have pointed out, and that I should accept my cue from 
you. I accept it. I understand that at Christmas they will 
complete their preparations for May, and that their marriage 
will be put in final train by themselves, and that nothing will 
remain for us but to put ourselves in train also, and have every- 
thing ready for our formal release from our trusts on Edwin’s 
birthday.” 

“That is my understanding,” assented Mr. Grewgious as 
they shook hands to part. ‘‘God bless them both!” 

“God save them both!” cried Jasper. 

“T said, bless them,” remarked the former, looking back 
over his shoulder. 

“I said, save them,” returned the latter. “Is there any 
difference?” 


CHAPTER X: Smoothing the Way 

Ir has been often remarked that women have 2 curious power 
of divining the characters of men which would seem to be 
innate and instinctive ; seeing that it is arrived at through no 
patient process or reasoning, that it can give no satisfactory 
or sufficient account of itself, and that it pronounces in the 
most confident manner even against accumulated observation 
on the part of the other sex. But it has not been quite so often 
remarked that this power (fallible, like every other human 
attribute), is, for the most part, absolutely incapable of self- 
revision; and that when it has delivered an adverse opinion 
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which by. all human lights is subsequently proved to have ° 
failed, it is undistinguishable from prejudice. in respect of its _ 
determination not to be corrected. Nay, the very possibility 
of contradiction or disproof, however remote, communicates 
to this feminine judgment from the first. in nine cases out of 
ten, the weakness attendant on the testimony of an interested 
witness; so personally and strongly does the fair diviner con- 
nect herself with her divination. : 

“Now, don’t you think. ma dear,” said the Minor Canon 
to his mother one day as she sat at her knitting in his little 
book-room, ‘‘that you are rather hard on Mr. Neville?”’ 

“No, I do not, Sept, * returned the old lady. 

“Tet us discuss it, ma.” : 

“T have no objection to discuss it, Sept. I trust, my dear, 
I am always open to discussion.” There was a vibration in 
the old lady’s cap, as though she internally added: “And [ 
should like to see the discussion that would change my mind!” 

““Very good, ma,” said her conciliatory son, “There is 
nothing like being open to discussion.” 

“TI hope not, my dear,” returned the old lady, evidently 
shut to it. 

“Well! Mr. Neville, on that unfortunate occasion, commits 
himself under provocation.” 

* And under mulled wine,”’ added the old lady. 

“T must admit the wine. Though I believe the two young 
men were much alike in that regard.” 

“T-don’t,” said the old lady. 

“Why not, ma?” 

“Because I don’t,” said the old lady. “Still, I am quite 
open to discussion.” 

“But, my dear ma, I cannot see how we are to discuss, if 
you take that line.” 

‘Blame Mr. Neville for it, Sept, and not me,”’ said the old 
lady with stately severity. 

““My dear ma! why Mr. Neville?” ; 

“Because,” said Mrs. Crisparkle, retiring on first principles, 
“he came home intoxicated, and did great discredit to this 
house, and showed great disrespect to this family.” 

“That is not to be denied, ma. He was then, and he is now, 
verv sorry for it.” ; 

‘But for Mr. Jasper’s well-bred consideration in coming up 
to me next day, after service, in the Nave itself, with his gown 
still on, and expressing his hope that I had not been greatly 
alarmed or had my rest violently broken, I believe I might 
never have heard of that disgraceful transaction,” said the 
old lady. 

“To be candid; ma, I think I should have kept it from you 
if I could: though I had not decidedly made up my mind. 
I was following Jasper out, to confer with him on the subject, 
and to consider the expediency of his and my jointly hushiag 
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the thing up on all accounts, when I found him speaking to 
you. Then it was too late.” 

“Too late, indeed, Sept. He was still as pale as gentlemanly 
ashes at what had taken place in his rooms overnight.” 

“Tf I had kept it from you, ma, you may be sure it would 
have been for your peace and quiet, and for the good of the 
young men, and in my best discharge of my duty according 
to my lights.” 4 

The old lady immediately walked across the room and kissed 
him: saying, “Of course, my dear Sept, I am sure of that.” 

“‘ However, it became the town talk,” said Mr. Crisparkle, 
rubbing his ear, as his mother resumed her seat and her knit- 
ting, ‘“‘and passed out of my power.” 

“And I said then, Sept,” returned the old lady, “that I 
thought ill of Mr. Neville. And I say now, that I think ill of 
Mr. Neville. And I said then, and I say now, that I hope Mr. 
Neville may come to good, but I don’t believe he will.” Here 
the cap vibrated again considerably. : 

“‘T am sorry to hear you say so, ma , 

“T am sorry to say so, my dear,” interposed the old lady, 
knitting on firmly, “but I can’t help it.” 

**_Tror,”” pursued the Minor Canon, “‘it is undeniable that 
Mr. Neville is exceedingly industrious and attentive, and that 
he improves apace, and that he has—I hope I may say—an 
attachment to me.” ee 

“There is no merit in the last article, my dear,”’ said the old 
lady quickly; ‘‘and if he says there is, I think the worse of 
him for the boast.” 

“But, my dear ma, he never said there was.” 

**Perhaps not,’’ returned the old lady: “‘still, I don’t see 
that it greatly signifies.” e . 

There was no impatience in the pleasant look with which 
Mr. Crisparkle contemplated the pretty old piece of china 
as it knitted; but there was, certainly, a humorous sense of 
its not being a piece of china to argue with very closely. 

‘Besides, Sept, ask yourself what he would be without his 
sister. You know what an influence she has over him; you 
know what a capacity she has; you know that, whatever he 
reads with you, he reads with her. Give her her fair share of 
your praise, and how much do you leave for him?” 

At these words Mr. Crisparkle fell into a little reverie, in 
which he thought of several things, He thought of the times 
he had seen the brother and sister together in deep converse 
over one of his own old college books; now, in the rimy morn- 
ings, when he made those sharpening pilgrimages to Cloister- 
ham Weir; now, in the sombre evenings, when he faced the 
wind at sunset, having climbed his favourite outlook, a beet- 
ling fragment of monastery ruin; and the two studious fi; 
passed below him along the margin of the river, in which the 
town fires and lights already shone, making the landscape 
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bleaker. He thought how the consciousness had stolen upon 
him that, in teaching one, he was teaching two; and how he 
had almost insensibly adapted his explanations to both minds 
—that with which his own was daily in contact, and that which 
he only approached through it. He thought of the gossip that 
had reached him from the Nuns’ House, to the effect that 
Helena, whom he had mistrusted as so proud and fierce, 
submitted herself to the fairy-bride (as he called her), and 
Iearnt from her what she knew. He thought of the picturesque 
alliance between those two, externally so very different. He 
thought—perhaps most of all—could it be that these things 
were yet but so many weeks old, and had become an integral 
part of his life? 

As, whenever the Reverend Septimus fell a musing, his 
good mother took it to be an infallible sign that he “wanted 
support,” the blooming old lady made all haste to the dining- 
room closet, to produce from it the support embodied in a 
glass of constantia and a home-made biscuit. It was a most 
wonderful closet, worthy of Cloisterham and of Minor Canon 
Corner. Above it, a portrait of Handel in a flowing wig 
beamed down at the spectator, with a knowing air of being up 
to the contents of the closet, and a musical air of intending to 
combine all its harmonies in one delicious fugue. No common 
closet with a vulgar door on hinges, openable all at once, and 
leaving nothing to be disclosed by degrees, this rare closet 
had a lock in mid-air, where two perpendicular slides met; 
the one falling down, and the other pushing up. The upper 
slide, on being pulled down (leaving the lower a double mys- 
tery), revealed deep shelves of pickle-jars, jam-pots, tin 
canisters, spice boxes, and agreeably outlandish vessels of 
blue and white, the luscious lodgings of preserved tamarinds 
and ginger. Every benevolent inhabitant of this retreat had 
his name inscribed upon his stomach. The pickles, in a uniform 
of rich brown double-breasted buttoned coat, and yellow or 
sombre drab continuations, announced their portly forms, in 
printed capitals, as Walnut, Gherkin, Onion, Cabbage, Cauli- 
fiower, Mixed, and other members of that noble family. The 
jams, as being of a less masculine temperament, and as wearing 
eurl-papers, announced themselves in feminine caligraphy, 
like a soft whisper, to be Raspberry, Gooseberry, Apricot,. 
Plum, Damson, Apple, and Peach. The scene closing on 
these charmers, and the lower slide ascending, oranges were 
revealed, attended by a mighty japanned sugar-box, to temper 
their acerbity if unripe. Home-made biscuits waited at the 
Court of these Powers, accompanied by a goodly fragment of 
plum-cake, and various slender ladies’ fingers, to be dipped 
into sweet wine and kissed. Lowest of all, a compact leaden 
vault enshrined the sweet wine and a stock of cordials : whence 


issued whispers of Seville Orange, Lemon, Almond, and Cara- 
way-seed. There was a crowning air upon this closet of closets, 
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of having been for ages hummed through by the cathedral 
bell and organ, until those venerable bees had made sublimated 
honey of everything in store; and it was always observed that 
every dipper among the shelves (deep, as has been noticed, 
and swallowing up head, shoulders, and elbows) came forth 
again mellow-faced, and seeming to have undergone a 
saccharine transfiguration. 

The Reverend Septimus yielded himself up quite as willing 
a victim to a nauseous medicinal herb-closet, also presided 
over by the china shepherdess, as to this glorious cupboard. 
To what amazing infusions of gentian, peppermint, gillifiower, 
sage, parsley, thyme, rue, rosemary, and dandelion, did his 
courageous stomach submit itself! In what wonderful 
wrappers, enclosing layers of dried leaves, would he swathe 
his rosy and contented face, if his mother suspected him of 
a toothache! What botanical blotches would he cheerfully 
stick upon his cheek or forehead, if the dear old lady convicted 
him of an imperceptible pimple there! Into this herbaceous 
penitentiary, situated on an upper staircase-landing: a low 
and narrow whitewashed cell, where bunches of dried leaves 
hung from rusty hooks in the ceiling, and were spread out upen 
shelyes, in company with portentous bottles: would the 
Reverend Septimus submissively be led, like the highly 
popular lamb who has so long and unresistingly been led to 
the slaughter, and there would he, unlike that lamb, bore 
nobody but himself. Not even doing that much, so that the 
old lady were busy and pleased, he would quietly swallow 
what was given him, merely taking a corrective dip of hands 
and face into the great bow! of dried rose-leaves, and into the 
other great bow] of dried lavender, and then would go out as 
confident in the sweetening powers of Cloisterham Weir and. 
a wholesome mind, as Lady Macbeth was hopeless of those 
of all the seas that roll, 

In the present instance the good Minor Canon took his glass 
of constantia with an excellent grace, and, so supported to his 
mother’s satisfaction, applied himself to the remaining duties 
of the day. In their orderly and punctual progress they 
brought round Vesper Service and twilight. The cathedral 
being very cold, he set off for a brisk trot after service; the 
trot to end in a charge at his favourite fragment of ruin, which 
was to be carried by storm, without a pause for breath. 

He carried it in a masterly manner, and, not breathed even 
then, stood looking down upon the river. Th? river at 
Cloisterham is sufficiently near the sea to throw up oftentimes 
a quantity of seaweed. An unusual quantity had come in 
with the last tide, and this, and the confusion of the water, 
and the restless dipping and flapping of the noisy gulls, and 
an angry light out seaward beyond the brown-sailed barges 
that were turning black, foreshadowed a stormy night. Ta 
his mind he was contrasting the wild and noisy sea with the 
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quiet harbour of Minor Canon Corner, when Helena and Neville 
Landless passed helow him. He had had the two together in 
his thoughts all day,and at once climbed down to speak to them 
together. The footing is rough in an uncertain light for any 
tread save that of a good climber; but the Minor Canon was 
as good a climber as most men, and stood beside them before 
many good climbers would have been half-way down. — 

“A wild evening, Miss Landless! Do you not find your usual 
walk with your brother too exposed and cold for the time of 
year? Or, at all events, when the sun is down, and the 
weather is driving in from the sea?” 

Helena thought not. It was their favourite walk. It was 
very retired. 

“Tt is very retired,’ assented Mr. Crisparkle, laying hold 
of his opportunity straightway, and walking on with them. 
“Tt is a place of all others where one can speak without inter- 
ruption, as I wish todo. Mr. Neville, I believe you tell your 
sister everything that passes between us?” 

“Everything, sir.” 

**Consequently,” said Mr. Crisparkle, ‘‘your sister is aware 
that I have repeatedly urged you to make some kind of 
apology for that unfortunate occurrence which befell on the 
night of your arrival here.” 

In saying it he looked to her, and not to him: therefore it 
was she, and not he, who replied: 

Vex?” 

“T eall it unfortunate, Miss Helena,” resumed Mr. Cris- 
parkle, ‘“‘forasmuch as it certainly has engendered a pre- 
judice against Neville. There is a notion about that he is a 
dangerously passionate fellow, of an uncontrollable and 
furious temper: he is really avoided as such.” 

“T have no doubt he is, poor fellow,” said Helena with a 
look of proud compassion at her brother, expressing a deep 
sense of his being ungenerously treated. “I should be quite 
sure of it, from your saying so; but what you tell me is 
confirmed by suppressed hints and references that I meet 
with every day.” 

“Now,” Mr. Crisparkle again resumed in a tone of mild 
though firm persuasion, “is not this to be regretted, and 
ought it not to be amended? These are early days of Neville’s 
in Cloisterham, and I have no fear of his outliving such a 
prejudice, and proving himself to have been misunderstood. 
But how much wiser to take action at once than to trust to 
uncertain time! Besides, apart from its being politic, it is 
right. For there can be no question that Neville was wrong.” 

“He was provoked,” Helena submitted. 

*“*He was the assailant,” Mr. Crisparkle submitted. 


They walked on in silence, until Helena raised her eyes to_ 


the Minor Canon’s face, and said, almost reproachfully: ‘*‘Oh, 
Mr, Crisparkle, would you have Neville throw himself at 
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young Drood’s feet, or at Mr Jasper’s, who maligns him every 
day? In your heart you cannot mean it. From your heart 
you could not do it, if his case were yours.” : 

“T have represented to Mr. Crisparkle, Helena,” said 
Neville with a glance of deference towards his tutor, “that if 
I could do it from my heart, I would. But I cannot, and I 
revolt from the pretence. You forget, however, that to put 
the case to Mr. Crisparkle as his own, is to suppose Mr. 
Crisparkle to have done what I did.” 

“T ask his pardon,” said. Helena. “. 

“You see,” remarked Mr. Crisparkle, again laying hold of 
his opportunity, though with a moderate and delicate touch, 
“vou both instinctively acknowledge that Neville did wrong. 
Then why stop short, and not otherwise acknowledge it?”’ 

“Ts there no difference,” asked Helena with a little falter- 
ing in her manner, ‘‘ between submission to a generous spirit 
and submission to a base or trivial one?” 

Before the worthy Minor Canon was quite ready with his 
argument in reference to this nice distinction, Neville 
struck in: 

“Help me to clear myself with Mr. Crisparkle, Helena. 
Help me to convince him that I cannot be the first to make 
concessions without mockery and falsehood. My nature 
must be changed before I can do so, and it is not changed. I 
am sensible of inexpressible affront, and deliberate aggrava- 
tion of inexpressible affront, and I am angry. The plain 
truth is, I am still as angry when I recali that night as I was 
that night.” 

“Neville,” hinted the Minor Canon with a steady counten- 
ance, ‘‘you have repeated that former action of your hands, 
which I so much dislike.” 

“T am sorry for it, sir, but it was involuntary. I confessed 
that I was still as angry.” 

“And I confess,” said Mr. Crisparkle, “that I hoped for 
better things.” 

“T am sorry to disappoint you, sir, but it would be far 
worse to deceive you, and I should deceive you grossly if I 
pretended that you had softened me in this respect. The 
time may come when your powerful influence will do even 
that with the difficult pupil whose antecedents you know; 
but it has not.come yet. Is this so, and in spite of my 
struggles against myself, Helena?”’ 

She, whose dark eyes were watching the effect of what he 
said on Mr. Crisparkle’s face, replied—to Mr. Crisparkle, not 
to him: “It is so.” After a short pause, she answered the 
slightest look of inquiry conceivable, in her brother’s eyes, with 
as slight an affirmative bend of her own head; and he went on: 

*“*]_ have never yet had the courage to say to you, sir, 
what in full openness I ought to have said when you first 
talked with me on this subject. It is not easy to say, and I 
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have been withheld by a fear of its seeming ridiculous, which 
is very strong upon me down to this last moment, and might, 
but for my sister, prevent my being quite open with you 
even now.—I admire Miss Bud, sir, so very much, that I 
cannot bear her being treated with conceit or indifference; 
and even if I did not feel that I had an injury against young 
Drood on my own account, I should feel that I had an injury 
against him on hers.” E 

Mr. Crisparkle, in utter amazement, looked at Helena for 
corroboration, and met in her expressive face full corrobora- 
tion and a plea for advice. 

“The young lady of whom you speak is, as you know, Mr. 
Neville, shortly to be married,” said Mr. Crisparkle gravely; 
“therefore your admiration, if it be of that special nature 
which you seem to indicate, is outrageously misplaced. More- 
over, it is monstrous that you should take upon yourself to 
be the young lady’s champion against her chosen husband. 
Besides, you have seen them only once. The young lady 
has become your sister's friend; and I wonder that your 
sister, even on her behalf, has not checked you in this irrational 
and culpable fancy.” 

“She has tried, sir, but uselessly. Husband or no husband, 
that fellow is incapable of the feeling with which I am inspired 
towards the beautiful young creature whom he treats like a 
doll. I say he is as incapable of it as he is unworthy of her. 
I say she is sacrificed in being bestowed upon him. Isay that 
I love her, and despise and hate him!” This with a face so 
flushed, and a gesture so violent, that his sister crossed to his 
side, and caught his arm, remonstrating, “Neville, Neville!” 

Thus recalled to himself, he quickly became sensible of 
having lost the guard he had set upon his passionate tendency, 
and covered his face with his hand, as one repentant and 
wretched. 

Mr. Crisparkle, watching him attentively, and at the same 
time meditating how to proceed, walked on for some paces ia 
silenee. Then he spoke: 

“Mr. Neville, Mr. Neville, I am sorely grieved to see in you 
more traces of a character as sullen, angry, and wild as the 
night now closing in. They are of too serious an aspect to 
leave me the resource of treating the infatuation you have 
disclosed as undeserving serious consideration. I give it very 
serious consideration, and I speak to you accordingly. This 
feud between you and young Drood must not goon. I cannot 
permit it to go on any longer, knowing what I now know from 
you, and you living under my roof. Whatever prejudiced 
and unauthorised constructions your blind and envious wrath 
may put upon his character, it is a frank, good-natured 
character. I know I can trust to it for that. Now, pray 
observe what I am about to say. On reflection, and on your 
sister's representation, I am willing to admit that, in making 
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peace with young Drood, you have a right te be met half-way. 
I wiil engage that you shall be, and even that young Drocd 
shall make the first advanee. This condition fulfilled, you will 
pledge me the honour of a Christian gentleman that the 
quarrel is for ever at an end on your side. What may be in 
your heart when you give him your hand can only be known 
to the Searcher of all hearts; but it will never go well with you 
if there be any treachery there. So far, as to that; next as 
to what I must again speak of as your infatuation. I under- 
stand it to have been confided to me, and to be known tonoother 
person save your sister and yourself. Do I understand aright?” 
_ Helena answered in a low woice: “Tt is only known to us 
three who are here together.” 

“Tt is not at all known to the young lady, your friend?” 

“On my soul, no!” 

“TI require you, then, to give me your similar and solemn 
pledge, Mr. Neville, that it shali remain the secret it is, and 
that you will take no other action whatssever upon it than 
endeavouring (and that most earnestly) to erase it from your 
mind, I will not tell you that it will soon pass; I will not teil 
you that it is the fancy of the moment; I will not tell you that 
such caprices have their rise and fall among the young and 
ardent every hour; I will leave you undisturbed in the belie? 
that it has few parallels or none, that it will abide with you a 
long time, and that it will be very difficult to conquer. So 
much the more weight shall I attach to the pledge I require 
from you, when it is unreservedly given.” 

The young man twice or thrice essayed to speak, but failed. 

“Let me leave you with your sister, whom it is time you 
took home,” said Mr. Crisparkle. “You will find me alone in 
my room by-and- -bye.” 

“Pray do not leave us yet,” Helena implored him. ‘An- 
other minute.” 

“T should not,” said Neville, pressing his hand upon his 
face, “‘have needed so much as another minute, if you had 
been less patient with me, Mr. Crisparkle, less considerate of me 
and less unpretendingly good and true. Oh, if in my child- 
hood I had known such a guide!”’ 

“Follow your guide now, Neville,” murmured Helena, “and . 
follow him to Heaven!” 

There was that in her tone which broke the geod Minor 
Canon’s voice, or it would have repudiated her exaltation of 
him. As it was, he laid a finger on his lips, and looked towards 
her brother. 

“To say that I give both pledges, Mr. Crisparkle, out of my: 
innermost heart, and to say that there is no treachery in it, 
is to say nothing!” Thus Neville, greatly moved. “I beg 
your forgiveness formy miserable lapse into a burst of passion.” 

“Not mine, Neville, not mine. You know with whom for- 
giveness lies, as the highest attribute conceivable. Miss 
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Helena, you and your brother are twin children. You came 
into this world with the same dispositions, and you passed 
your younger days together, surrounded by the same adverse 
circumstances. What you have overcome in yourself can 
you not overcome in him? You see the rock that lies in his 
course, Who but you can keep him clear of it?” 

“Who but you, sir?” replied Helena. ‘What is my 
influence, or my weak wisdom, compared with yours?” 

‘You have the wisdom of Love,” returned the Minor 
Canon, “and it-was the highest wisdom ever known upon this 
earth, remember. As to mineé— But the less said of that 
commonplace commodity the better. Good night!’ 

She took the hand he offered her, and gratefully and almost 
reverently raised it to her lips. : 

“Tut!” said the Minor Canon softly, ‘I am much over- 
paid!” and turned away. : 

Retracing his steps towards the Cathedral Close, he tried, 
as he went along in the dark, to think of the best means of 
bringing to pass what he had promised to effect, and what must . 
somehow be done. “I shall probably be asked to marry 
them,” he reflected, “‘and I would they were married and gone! 
But this presses first.” He debated principally whether he 
should write to young Drood, or whether he should speak to 
Jasper. The consciousness of being popular with the whole 
cathedral establishment inclined him to the latter course, and © 
the well-timed sight of the lighted gatehouse decided him to ~ 
take it. ‘‘I will strike while the iron is hot,” he said, “and 
see him now.” 

Jasper was lying asleep on a couch before the fire, when, 
having ascended the postern-stair, and received no answer to 
his knock at the door, Mr. Crisparkle gently turned the handle 
and looked in. Long afterwards he had cause to remember 
how Jasper sprang from the couch in a delirious state between 
sleeping and waking, and crying out: “What is the matter? 
Who did it?” 

“It is only I, Jasper. I am sorry to have disturbed you.” 

The glare of his eyes settled down into a look of recognition, 
and he moved a chair or two, to make a way to the fireside. 

“Twas dreaming at a great rate, and am glad to be disturbed 
from an indigestive after-dinner sleep. Not to mention that 
you are always welcome.” 

“Thank you. Iam not confident,” returned Mr. Crisparkle 
as he sat himself down in the easy-chair placed for him, “that 
my subject will at first be quite as welcome as myself; but I 
am a minister of peace, and I pursue my subject in the interests 
of peace. Ina word, Jasper, I want to establish peace between 
these two young fellows.” $s 

A very perplexed expression took hold of Mr. Jasper’s faces 
a very perplexing exp ession too, for Mr, Crisparkle could 
tnake nothing of it. 
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“How?” was Jasper’s inquiry, in a low and slow yoice, 
aftera silence. __ : 

“For the ‘How’ Icome to you. I want to ask you todo me 
the great favour and service of interposing with your nephew 
(1 have already interposed with Mr. Neville), and geiting 
him to write you a short note, in his lively way, saying that he 
is willing to shake hands. I know what a good-natured fellow 
he is, and what influence you have with him... And, without 
in the least defending Mr. Neville, we must all admit that he 
was bitterly stung.” ; tah te : 

Jasper turned that perplexed face towards the fire. Mr, 
Crisparkle, continuing to observe it, found it even more per- 
plexing than before, inasmuch as it seemed to denote (which 
could hardly be) some close internal calculation. 

“T know that you are not prepossessed in Mr. Neville’s 
favour,” the Minor Canon was going on, when Jasper stopped 
him. 

“You have cause to say so. JI am not, indeed.’’ 

“Undoubtedly; and I admit his lamentable violence of 
temper, though I hope he and I will get the better of it between 
us. But I have exacted a very solemn promise from him as to 
his future demeanour towards your nephew, if you do kindly 
interpose; and I am sure he will keep it.”’ 

“You are always responsible and trustworthy, Mr. Cris- 
parkle. Do you really feel sure that you can answer for him so 
confidently?” 

oe T do.’’ 

The perplexed and perplexing look vanished. 

“Then you relieve my mind of a great dread and a heavy 
weight,’ said Jasper. ‘I will do it.” 

Mr. Crisparkle, delighted by the swiftness and complete- 
ness of his success, acknowledged it in the handsomest terms. 

“I will do it,’’ repeated Jasper, “for the comfort of having 
your. guarantee against my vague and unfounded fears. You 
will laugh—but do you keep a Diary?”’ 

**A line for a day; not more,” 

“A line for a day would be quite as much as my uneventful 
life would need, Heaven knows,’’said Jasper, taking a book from 
a desk, “‘but that my Diary is, in fact, a Diary of Ned’s life too. 
You will laugh at this entry; you will guess when it was made: 


“* Past midnight.—After what I have just now seen, I have a 
morbid dread upon me of some horrible consequences resulting io 
my dear boy, that I cannot reason with or in any way contend 
against. All my efforts are vain. The demoniacal passion of 
this Neville Landless, his strength in his fury, and his savage . 
rage for the destruction of its object, appal me. So profound is 
the impression, that twice I have gone into my dear boy’s room 
to assure myself of his sleeping safely, and not lying dead in hiz 
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Here is another entry next morning: 


““Ned up and away. Light-hearted and unsuspicious as 
ever. He laughed when I cautioned him, and said he was as 
good a man as Neville Landless any day. I told him that might 
be, but he was not as bad a man. He continued to make light of 
at, but I travelled with him as far as I could, and left him most 
unwillingly. I am unable to shake off these dari: intangible 
presentiments of evil—if feelings founded upon startling facts are 
to be so called.’ 


Again and again,” said Jasper, in conclusion, twirling the 
teaves of the book before putting it by, “I have relapsed into 
these moods, as other entries show. But I have now your 
assurance at my back, and I shall put it in my book, and make 
if an antidote to my black humours.’’ 

“Such an antidote, I hope,’ returned Mr. Crisparkle, “as 
will induce you before long to consign the black humours to 
the flames. I ought to be the last to find any fault with you 
this evening, when you have met my wishes so freely; but I 
must say, Jasper, that your devotion to your nephew has made 
you exaggerative here.’’ 

“You are my witness,” said Jasper, shrugging his shoulders, 
“what my state of mind honestly was that night, before I sat 
down to write, and in what words I expressed it. You re- 
member objecting to a word I used, as being too strong? It 
was a stronger word than any in my Diary.” 

“Well, well! Try the antidote,” rejoined Mr. Crisparkles 
“and may it give you a brighter and better view of the case! 
We will discuss it no more now. I have to thank you for 
myself, and I thank you sincerely.’ 

“You shall find,”’ said Jasper as they shook hands, “ that I 
will not do the thing you wish me to do by halves. I will take 
care that Ned, giving way at all, shall give way thoroughly.” 

On the third day after this conversation, he called on Mr. 
Crisparkle with the following letter: 


“My Drsr Jack,—I am touched by your account of your 
interview with Mr. Crisparkle, whom I much respect and 
esteem. At once I openly say that I forgot myself on that 
oceasion quite as much as Mr. Landless did, and that I wish 
that bygone to be a bygone, and all to be right again. 

“Look here, dear old boy. Ask Mr. Landless to dinner on 
Christmas-eve (the better the day the better the deed), and let 
there be only we three, and let us shake hands all round there 
and then, and say no more about it.. ‘My dear Jack, ever your 
most affectionate ; : 


“Epwin Droop, | 
“P.S.—Love to Miss Pussy at the next music lesson.”? 


“You expect Mr. Neville, then?” said Mr. Crisparkle. 
“I count upon his coming,” said Mr, Jasper, : 
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CHAPTER XI: A Picture and a Ring 

Beurp the most ancient part of Holborn, London, where 
eertain gabled houses some centuries of age still stand looking 
on the public way, as if disconsolately looking for the Old 
_ Bourse that has long run dry, is a little nook composed of two 
irregular quadrangles, called Staple Inn. It is one of those 
nooks, the turning into which, out of the clashing strect, 
_ imparts to the relieved pedestrian the sensation of having put 
cotton in his ears and velvet soles on his boots. It is one of 
those nooks where a few smoky sparrows twitter in smoky trees, 
as though they called to one another, “Let us play at country,” 
and where a few feet of garden mould and a few yards of gravel 
enable them to do that refreshing violence to theirtiny under- 
standings. Moreover, it is one of those nooks which are legal 
nooks: and it contains a little Hall, with a little lantern in its 
roof: to what obstructive purposes devoted, and at whose 
expense, this history knoweth not. 

-In the days when Cloisterham took offence at the existence 
_ of a railroad afar off, as menacing that sensitive constitution, 
the property of us Britons: the odd fortune of which sacred 
institution it is to be in exactly equal degrees croaked about, 
trembled for, and boasted of, whatever happens to anything, 
anywhere in the world: in those days no neighbouring archi- 
tecture of lofty proportions had arisen to overshapow Staple 
Inn. The westering sun bestowed bright glances on it, and 
the south-west wind blew into it unimpeded. 

Neither wind nor sun, however, favoured Staple Inn one 
December afternoon towards six o’clock, when it was filled 
with fog, and candles shed murky and blurred rays through 
the windows of all its then-occupied sets of chambers; notably 
from a set of chambers in a corner house in the little inner 
quadrangle, presenting in black and white over its ugly portal 
the mysterious inscription: 


J T 
VTA. 

In which set of chambers, never having troubled his head about 
the inscription, unless to bethink himself at odd times on glanc- 
ing up at it, that haply it might mean Perhaps John Thomas, 
or Perhaps Joe Tyler, sat Mr. Grewgious, writing by his fire. 

Who could have told, by looking at Mr. Grewgious, whether 
he had ever known ambition or disappointment? He had 
been bred to the Bar, and had laid himself out for chamber- 
practice; to draw deeds; “convey the wise call,”’ as Pistol says. 
But conveyancing and he had made such a very indifferent 
marriage of it that they had separated by consent—if there 
can be said to be separation where there has never been coming 
together. 
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No. Coy Conveyancing would not come to Mr. Grewgious. 
She was wooed, not won, and they went their several ways. 
But an Arbitration being blown towards him by some un- 
aecountable wind, and he gaining great credit in it as one 
indefatigable in seeking out right and doing right, a pretty fat 
Receivership was next blown into his pocket by a wind more 
traceable to its source. So, by chance, he found his niche. 
Receiver and Agent now to two rich estates, and deputing 
their legal business, in an amount worth having, to a firm of 
solicitors on the floor below, he had snuffed out his ambition 
(supposing him to have ever lighted it), and had settled down 
with his snuffers for the rest of his life under the dry wine and 
fig-tree of P. J. T., who planted in seventeen-forty-seven. 

Many accounts and account books, many files of correspon- 
dence, and several strong-boxes garnished Mr. Grewgious’s 
room. They can scarcely be represented as having lumbered 
it, so conscientious and precise was their orderly arrangement. 
The apprehension of dying suddenly, and leaving one fact or 
one figure with any incompleteness or obscurity attaching to 
it, would have stretched Mr. Grewgious stone dead any day. 
The largest fidelity to a trust was the life-blood of the man. 
There are sorts of life-blood that course more quickly, 
more gaily, more attractively; but there is no better sort in 
circulation. 

There was no luxury in his room. Even its comforts were 
limited to its being dry and warm, and having a snug though 
faded fireside. What may be called its private life was con- 
fined to the hearth, and an easy-chair, and an old-fashioned 
occasional rqund table that was brought out upon the rug after 
business hours, from a corner where it elsewise remained turned 
up like a shining mahogany shield. Behind it, when standing 
thus on the defensive, was a closet, usually containing some- 
thing good to drink. An outer room was the clerk’s room; Mr. 
Grewgious’s sleeping-room was across the common stair; and 
he held some not empty cellarage at the bottom of the common 
stair. Three hundred days in the year, at least, he crossed 
over to the hotel in Furnival’s Inn for his dinner, and after 
dinner crossed back again, to make the most of these sim- 
plicities until it should become broad business day one more, 
with P. J. T., date seventeen-forty-seven. 

As Mr. Grewgious sat and wrote by his fire that afternoon, 
80 did the clerk.of Mr. Grewgious sit and write by his fire. A 
pale, puffy-faced, dark-haired person of thirty, with big dark 
eyes that wholly wanted lustre, and a dissatisfied doughy 
eomplexion, that seemed to ask to be sent to the baker’s, 
this attendant was a mysterious being, possessed of some 
strange power over Mr. Grewgious. As though he had been 
called into existence, like a fabulous Familiar, by a magic-spell 
which had failed when required to dismiss him, he stuck tight 
to Mr.Grewgious’s stool, although Mr. Grewgious’s comfort and 
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convenience would manifestly have been advanced -by dis- 
possessing him. A gloomy person, with tangled locks, and a 
general air of having been reared under the shadow of that 
baleful tree of Java which has given shelter to more lies than 
the whole botanical kingdom, Mr. Grewgious, nevertheless, 
treated him with unaccountable consideration. 

- “Now, Bazzard,” said Mr. Grewgious on the entrance of bis 
elerk: looking up from his papers as he arranged them for the 
night: “‘what is in the wind besides fog?” 

Mr, Drood,” said Bazzard. 

“« What of him?” 

“Has called,” said Bazzard. 

“You might have shown him in.” 

“T am doing it,” said Bazzard. 

The visitor came in accordingly. 

“Dear me!” said Mr. Grewgious, looking round his pair of 
office candles. “I thought you had called and merely left 
your name and gone. How do you do, Mr. Edwin? Dear 
me, you’re choking!” 

“It’s this fog,” returned Edwin; ‘‘and it makes my eyes 
smart like cayenne pepper.” 

“Ts it really so bad as that? Pray undo your wrappers. 
Tt’s fortunate I have so good a fire; but Mr. Bazzard has taken 
care of me.” 

**No I haven't,” said Mr. Bazzard at the door. 

- “Ab! then it follows that I must have taken care of myself 
without observing it,”’ said Mr. Grewgious. ‘‘ Pray be seated 
in my chair. No. I beg! Coming out of such an atmos- 
phere, in my chair.” 

Edwin took the easy-chair in the corner; and the fog he had 
brought in with him, and the fog he took off with his great- 
coat and neckshawl, was speedily licked up by the eager fire. 

**T look,” said Edwin, smiling, ‘“‘as if I had come to stop.” 

“By-the-bye,”’ cried Mr. Grewgious; ‘excuse my inter- 
ruptiag you; do stop. The fog may clear in an hour or two. 
We ean have dinner in from just across Holborn. You had 
Vetter take your cayenne pepper here than outside; pray stop 
and dine.” 

“You are very kind, » said Edwin, glancing about him as 
though attracted by the notion of a néw and relishing sort 
of gipsy party. 

“Not at all,” said Mr. Grewgious; “you are very kind to 
join issue with a bachelor in chambers, and take pot-luck. 
And Pilask,” said Mr. Grewgious, dropping his voice, andspeak- 
ing with a twinkling eye, as if inspired with a bright thoughts 
“Pil ask Bazzard. He mightn’t like it else. Bazzard!”’ 

. Bazzard reappeared. . 

. “Dine presently with Mr. Drood and me.’ 

“Tf I am ordered to dine, of course I nll, sin” was the 
gloomy answer. . 
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“Save the man!” cried Mr. Grewgious. “You're not 
ordered; you’re invited.” 

“Thank you, sir,” said Bazzard; ‘in that case I don’t care 
if I do,” 

““That’s arranged. And perhaps you wouldn’t mind,” said 
Mr. Grewgious, “stepping over to the hotel in Furnival’s, and 
asking them to send in materials for laying the cloth. For 
dinner we'll have a tureen of the hottest and strongest soup 
available, and we'll have the best made-dish that can be 
recommended, and we'll have a joint (such as a haunch of 
mutton), and we'll have a goose, or a turkey, or any little 
stuffed thing of that sort that may happen to be in the bill 
of fare—in short, we’ll have whatever there is on hand.” 

These liberal directions Mr. Grewgious issued with his usual 
air of reading an inventory, or repeating a lesson, or doing 
anything else by rote. Bazzard, after drawing out the round 
table, withdrew to execute them. 

“T was a little delicate, you see,” said Mr. Grewgious in a 
lower tone, after his clerk’s departure, ‘‘about employing him 
in the foraging or commissariat department. Because he 
mightn’t like it.” 

“He seems to have his own way, sir,” remarked Edwin. 

“His own way?” returned Mr. Grewgious. “Oh dear not 
Poor fellow, you quite mistake him. If he had his own way, 
he wouldn’t be here.” 

“T wonder where he would be!*? Edwin thought. But he 
only thought it, because Mr. Grewgious came and stood him- 
self with his back to the corner of the fire, and his shoulder- 
blades against the chimney-piece, and collected his skirts for 
easy conversation. x 
“J take it, without having the gift of prophecy, that you 

have done me the favour of looking in to mention that you 
are going down yonder—where, I can tell you, you are ex- 
pected—and to offer to execute any little commission from me 
to my charming ward, and perhaps to sharpen me up a bit 
in any proceedings? Eh, Mr. Edwin?” 

“T called, sir, ‘before going down, as an act of attention.” 

“Of attention!” said Mr. Grewgious. ‘‘Ah! of course, not 
of impatience?” 

‘Impatience, sir?” 

Mr. Grewgious had meant to be arch—not that he in the 

’ yemotest degree expressed that meaning—and had brought 

himself into scarcely supportable proximity with the fire, as if 
to burn the fullest effect of his archness into himself, as other 
subtle impressions are burnt into hard metals. But his arch- 
ness suddenly flying before the composed face and manner of his 
visitor, andonly thefireremaining, hestartedand rubbed himself. 

“JT have lately been down yonder,” said Mr. Grewgious, 
rearranging. his. skirts; ‘“‘and that was. what I referred to 
when I said I could tell you you are expected.” - 
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“Indeed, sir! Yes; I knew that Pussy was looking out 
for me.” 

“Do you keep a cat down there?” asked Mr. Grewgious. 

Edwin coloured a little as he explained: “I call Rosa Pussy.” 

“Oh! really,” said Mr. Grewgious, smoothing down his 
head; “that’s very affable.” 

Edwin glanced at his face, uncertain whether or no he 
seriously objected to the appellation. But Edwin might as 
weil have glanced at the face of a clock. 

“A pet name, sir,” he explained again. 

““Umps!"? said Mr. Grewgious with a nod. But with such 
an extraordinary compromise between an unqualified assent 
and a qualified dissent, that his visitor was much disconcerted. 

“Did PRosa—”’ Edwin began by way of recovering himself, 

““PRosa?” repeated Mr. Grewgious. 

“T was going to say Pussy, and changed my mind. —Did 
she tell you anything about the Landlesses?” 

“No,” said Mr. Grewgious. ‘‘ What is the Landlesses? An 
estate? A villa? A farm?” 

‘‘A brother and sister. The sister is at the Nuns’ House, 
and has become a great friend of P——” 

“PRosa’s,” Mr. Grewgious struck in with a fixed face. 

“She is a strikingly handsome girl, sir, and I thought 
she might have been described to you or presented to you, 
perhaps?” 

“Neither,” said Mr. Grewgious. ‘But here is Bazzard.” 

Bazzard returned, accompanied by two waiters—an 
immovable waiter and a flying waiter; and the three brought 
in with them as much fog as gave a new roar to the fire. The 
flying waiter, who had brought everything on his shoulders, 
laid the cloth with amazing rapidity and dexterity; while the 
immovable waiter, who had brought nothing, found fault with 
him. The flying waiter then highly polished all the glasses he 
had brought, and the immovable waiter looked through tiem. 
The flying waiter then flew across Holborn for the soup, and 
flew back again, and then took another flight for the made- 
dish, and flew back again, and then took another flight for the 
joint and poultry, and flew back again, and between-whiles 
took supplementary flights for a great variety of articles, as 
it was discovered from time to time that the immovable 
waiter had forgotten them all. But let the flying waiter 
cleave the air as he might, he was always reproached on his 
return by the immovable waiter for bringing fog with him, and 
being out of breath. At the conclusion of the repast, by which 
time the flying waiter was severely blown, the immovable 
waiter gathered up the table-cloth under his arm with a grand 
air, and, having sternly (not to say with indignation) looked 
on at the flying waiter while he set the clean glasses round, 
directed a valedictory glance towards Mr. Grewgious, con- 
veying: ‘‘Let it be clearly understood between us that the 
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reward is mine, and that Nil is the elaim of this slave,” and’ 
pushed the flying waiter before him out of the room, - 

It was like a highly-finished miniature painting representing ~ 
My Lords of the Circumlocution Department, Commander- © 
ship-in-Chief of any sort, Government. It was quite an edify- ~ 
ing little picture to be hung on the line in the National Gallery. 

As the fog had been the proximate cause of this sumptuous © 
repast, so the fog served for its general sauce. To hear the 
outdoor clerks sneezing, wheezing, and beating their feet on © 
the gravel was a zest far surpassing Doctor Kitchener’s. To ° 
bid, with’a shiver, the unfortunate flying waiter shut the door ~ 
before he had opened it, was a condiment of a profounder © 
flavour than Harvey. And here let it be noticed, parentheti- 
cally, that the leg of this young man, in its application to the 
door, evinced the finest sense of touch; always preceding 
himself and tray (with something of an angling air about it), ~ 
by some seconds: and always lingering after he and the tray 
had disappeared, like Macbeth’s leg when accompanying him 
off the stage with reluctance to the assassination of Duncan. =~ 

The host had goné below to the cellar, and had brought up 
bottles of ruby, straw-coloured, and golden drinks, which had - 
ripened long ago in lands where no fogs are, and had since lain 
slumbering in the shade. Sparkling and tingling after so long ~ 
a nap, they pushed at their corks to help the corkscrews (like ~ 
prisoners helpiny rioters to force their gates), and danced out 
gaily. If P. J. T. in seventeen-forty-seven, or in any other 
year of this period, drank such wines—then, for a certainty, 
P. J. T. was Pretty Jolly Too. 

Externally, Mr. Grewgious showed no signs of being mel- 
lowed by these glowing vintages. Instead of his drinking 
them, they might have been poured over him in his high-dried 
snuff form, and run to waste, for any lights and shades they 
eaused to flicker over his face. Neither was his manner 
influenced. But, in his wooden way, he had observant eyes 
for Edwin; and when, at the end of dinner, he motioned Edwin 
back to his own easy-chair in the fireside corner, and Edwii 
sank luxuriously into it after very brief remonstrance, Mr. 
Grewgious, as he turned his seat round towards the fire too, 
and smoothed his head and face, might have been seen looking 
at his visitor between his smoothing fingers. 

“‘Bazzard!’’ said Mr. Grewgious, suddenly turning to him. 

“I follow you, sir,” returned Bazzard; who had done his 
work of consuming meat and drink in a workmanlike manner, 
though mostly in speechlessness. 

“T drink to you, Bazzard; Mr. Edwin, success to Mr. 
Bazzard!” : 

“Success to Mr. Bazzard!” echoed Edwin with a totally 
unfounded appearance of enthusiasm, and with the unspoken 
addition: ‘‘ What in, I wonder?” 

“And May!” pursued Mr. Grewgious—*I am not at liberty 
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to be definite—May!—my conversational powers are so very 
limited, that I know I shall not come well out of this—Mayt 
—it ought to be put imaginatively, but I have no imagina- 
tion—May !—the thorn of anxiety is as nearly the mark as I 
am likely to get—May it come out at last!” 

Mr. Bazzard, with a frowning smile at the fire, put a hand 
into his tangled locks, as if the thorn of anxiety were there; 
then into his waistcoat, as if it were there; then into his 
pockets,-as if it were there. In all these movements he was 
closely followed by the eyes of Edwin, as if that young gentle- 
man expected to see the thorn inaction. It was not produced, 
however, and Mr. Bazzard merely said: “I follow you, sir, and 
I thank you.” ; 

“T am going,” said Mr. Grewgious, jingling his glass on the 
table with one hand, and bending aside under cover of the 
other, to whisper to Edwin, “to drink to my ward. But I put 
Bazzard first. He mightn’t like it else.” 

This was said with a mysterious wink; or what would have 
been a wink if, in Mr. Grewgious’s hands, it could have been 
quick enough. So Edwin winked responsively, without the 
least idea what he meant by doing so. 

“And now,” said Mr. Grewgious, “I devote a bumper to the 
fair and. fascinating Miss Rosa. Bazzard, the fair and fascina- 
ting Miss Rosa!’” 

“T follow you, sir,” said Bazzard, “‘and I pledge you!” 

‘And so do I!” said Edwin. 

**Lord bless me!”’ cried Mr. Grewgious, breaking the blank 
silence which of course ensued: though why these pauses 
should come upon us when we have performed any small social 
rite, not directly inducive of self-examination or mental des- 
pondency, who can tell?” I ama particularly Angular man, 
and yet I fancy (if I may use the word, not having a morsel of 
fancy), that I could draw a picture of a true lover’ 8 state of 
mind to-night.” 

“Let us follow you, sir,” said Bazzard, “and have the 
picture.” 

“Mr. .Edwin will correct it where it’s wrong,’’ resumed Mr. 
Grewgious, “and will throw in a few touches from the life. 
I dare say it is wrong in many particulars, and wants many 
touches from the life, for I was born a Chip, and have neither 
soft sympathies nor. soft experiences. Well! I hazard the 
guess that the true lover’s mind is completely permeated by 
the beloved object of his affections. I hazard the guess that 
her dear name is precious to him, cannot be heard or repeated 
without emotion, and is preserved sacred. If he has any 
distinguishing appellation of fondness for her, it is reserved for 
her, and is not for common ears. A name that it would be a 
privilege to call her by, being alone with her own bright self, 
it would be a liberty, a coldness, an nee eae a 
breach of good faith, to flaunt elsewhere.” 
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_ It was wonderful to see Mr. Grewgious sitting bolt upright, 
with his hands on his knees, continuously chopping this dis- 
course out of himself: much as a charity boy with a very good 
memory might get his catechism said: and evincing no corres- 
pondent emotion whatever, unless in a certain occasional little 
tingling perceptible at the end of his nose. 

“My picture,’ Mr. Grewgious proceeded, “‘goes on to rep- 
resent (under correction from you, Mr. Edwin) the true lover 
as ever impatient to be in the presence or vicinity of the be- 
loved object of his affections; as caring very little for his ease 
in any other society; and as constantly seeking that. If i 
was to say seeking that as a bird seeks its nest, I should make 
an ass of myself, because that would trench upon what I 
understand to be poetry; and I am so far from trenching upon 
poetry at any time, that I never, to my knowledge, got within 
ten thousand miles of it. And I am, besides, totally unac- 
quainted with the habits of birds, except the birds of Staple 
Inn, who seek their nests on ledges, and in gutter-pipes, and 
ehimney-pots, not constructed for them by the beneficent hand 
of Nature. I beg, therefore, to be understood as foregoing the 
bird’s nest. But my picture does represent the true lover as 
having no existence separable from that of the beloved object 
of his affections, and as living at once a doubled and a halved 
life. And, if I do not clearly express what I mean by that, it is 
either for the reason that, having no conversational powers, I 
cannot express what I mean, or that, having no meaning, I do 
not mean what I fail to express. Which, to the best of my 
belief, is not the case.”’ 

Edwin had turned red and turned white as certain points of 
this picture came into the light. He now sat looking at the 
fire, and bit his lip. 

“The speculations of an Angular man,’”’ resumed Mr. Grew- 
gious, still sitting and speaking exactly as before, “‘are prob- 
ably erroneous on so globular a topic. But I figure to myself 
(subject, as before, to Mr. Edwin’s correction), that there can 
be no coolness, no lassitude, no doubt, no indifference, no 
half fire and half smoke state of mind, in a real lover. Pray 
am I at all near the mark in my picture?” 


As abrupt in his conclusion as in his commencement and ‘| 


progress, he jerked this inquiry at Edwin, and stopped 
when one might have supposed him in the middle of his 
oration. 

“T should say, sir,’ stammered Edwin, “as you refer the 
question to me——” 

“Yes,” said Mr. Grewgious, “I refer it to you, as an 
authority.” 

“__¥ should say, then, sir,’? Edwin went on, embarrassed, 
“that the picture you have drawn is generally correct; but 
I submit that perhaps you may be rather hard upon the 


unlucky lgver.” 
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hard man in the grain.” : 

“He may not show,”’ said Edwin, “all he feels; or he may 
not: ”» 

There he stopped so long to find the rest of his sentence, that 
Mr. Grewgious rendered his difficulty a thousand times the 
greater by unexpectedly striking in with: 

*‘No, to be sure; he may not!” 

After that, they all sat silent; the silence of Mr. Bazzard 
being occasioned by slumber. 

“His responsibility is very great, though,” said Mr. Grew- 
gious at length, with his eyes on the fire. 

Edwin nodded assent, with his eyes on the fire. 

‘‘And let him be sure that he trifies with no one,” said Mr. 
Grewgious: “neither with himself nor with any other.”’ 

Edwin bit his lip again, and still sat looking at the fire. 

**He must not make a plaything ofatreasure. Woe betidehim 
if he does! Let him take that well to heart,”’ said Mr. Grewgious. 

Though he said these things in short sentences, much as the 
supposititious charity boy just now referred to might have 
repeated a verse or two from the Book of Proverbs, there was 
something dreamy (for so literal a man) in the way in which 
he now shook his right forefinger at the live coals in the grate, 
and again fell silent. 

But notforlong. Ashe sat upright and stiff in his chair, he 
suddenly rapped his knees, like the carved image of some queer 
Joss or other coming out of his reverie, and said: ‘*We must 
finish this bottle, Mr. Edwin. Let me help you. Ill help 
Bazzard too, theugh he 7s asleep. He mightn’t like it else.”’ 

He helped them both, and helped himself, and drained his 
glass, and stood it bottom upward on the table, as though he 
had just caught a blue-bottle in it. 

“And now, Mr. Edwin,’’ he proceeded, wiping his mouth 
and hands upon his handkerchief: “‘to a little piece of business, 
You received from me, the other day, a certified copy of Miss 
Rosa’s father’s will. You knew its contents before, but you 
received it from me as a matter of business. I should have 
sent it to Mr. Jasper, but for Miss Rosa’s wishing it to come 
straight to you in preference. You received it?” 

“ Quite safely, sir.’’ 

“You should have acknowledged its receipt,’’? said Mr, 
Grewgious; “business being business ali the world over. How- 
ever, you did not.” 

“T meant to have acknowledged it when I first came in this 
evening, sir.” 

“Not a business-like acknowledgment,’ returned Mr. 
Grewgious: “however, let that pass. Now, in that document, 
you have observed a few words of kindly allusion to its being 
jeft to me to discharge a little trust, confided to me in conversa- 
tion, at such time as I in my discretion may think best.” 
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“Yes, sir.” ‘ a ee . aa, tage 

“Mr. Edwin, it came into my mind just now, when I was 
looking at the fire, that I could, in my discretion, acquit myself 
of that trust at no better time than the present. Favour me 
with your attention half a minute.” 

He took a bunch of keys from his pocket, singled out by the 
eandle-light the key he wanted, and then, with a candle in his 
hand, went to a bureau or escritoire, unlocked it, touched the 
spring of a little secret drawer, and took from it an ordinary 
ring-case made for a single ring. With this in his hand, he 
returned to his chair. As he held it up for the young man to 
see, his hand trembled. 

“Mr, Edwin, this rose of diamonds and rubies, delicately 
set in gold, was a ring belonging to Miss Rosa’s mother. It 
was removed from her dead hand, in my presence, with such 
distracted grief as I hope it may never be my lot to contem- 
plate again, _Hard man as I am, I am not hard enough for 
that. See how bright these stones shine!’ opening the case. 
“And yet the eyes that were so much brighter, and that so 
often looked upon them with a light and a proud heart, have 
been ashes among ashes, and dust among dust, some years! 
If I had any imagination (which it is needless to say I have 
not), I might imagine that the lasting beauty of these stones 
was almost cruel.” 

He closed the case again as he spoke. 

“This ring was given to the young lady who was drowned so 
early in her beautiful and happy career, by her husband, when 
they first plighted their faith to one another. It was he who 
removed it from her unconscious hand, and it was he who, 
when his death drew very near, placed it in mine. ‘The trust 
in which I received it was, that, you and Miss Rosa growing to 
manhood and womanhood, and your betrothal prospering and 
coming to maturity, I should give it to you to place upon her 
finger. Failing those desired results, it was to remain in my 
possession.” 

Some trouble was in the young man’s face, and some inde- 
eision was in thé action of his hand, as Mr. Grewgious, looking 
steadfastly at him, gave him the ring. 

“Your placing it on her finger,” said Mr. Grewgious, “will 
be the solemn seal upon your strict fidelity to the living and 
the dead. You are going to her, to make the last irrevocable 
preparations for your marriage. Take it with you.” 

The young man took the little case, and placed it in his breast. 

“Tf anything should be amiss, if anything should be even 
slightly wrong, between you; if you should have any secret 
eonsciousness that you are committing yourself to this step 

‘for no higher reason than because you have long been aceus~ 
tomed to look forward to it; then,” said Mr. Grewgious, “I 
charge you once more, by the living and by the dead, to bring 
that ring back to me!” 
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Here Bazzard awoke himself by his own snoring; and, as is 


* usual-in such cases, sat apoplectically staring at vacancy, as 


defying vacancy to accuse him of having been asleep. 

‘“Bazzard!’? said Mr. Grewgious, harder than ever. 

a! follow you, sir,” said Bazzard, ‘‘and I have been follow- 
ing you.’ 

“Tn discharge of a trust, I have handed Mr. Edwin Drood a 
ring of diamonds and rubies. You see?” 

Edwin reproduced the little case, and Bpcaed it; and 
Bazzard looked into it. 

“¥ follow you both, sir,” returned Bazzard, “and I witness 
the transaction.” 

Evidently anxious to get away and be alone, Edwin Drood 
now resumed his outer clothing, muttering something about 
time and appointments. The fog was reported-no clearer (by 
the flying waiter, who alighted from a specuiative flight in the 
coffee interest), but he went out into it; and Bazzard, after 
his manner, ‘‘followed” him. - 

Mr. Grewgious, left alone, walked softly and slowly to and 
fro for an hour and more. He was restless to-night, and 
seemed dispirited. 

“T hope I have done right,” he said. ‘‘The appeal to him 
seemed necessary. It was hard to lose the ring, and yet it 
must have gone from me very soon.’ 

He closed the empty little drawer with a sigh, and shut and 
locked the escritoire, and came back to the solitary fireside. 

“Her ring,” he went on. ‘Will it come back tome? My 
mind hangs about her ring very uneasily to-night. But that 
is explainable. I have had it so long, and I have prized it so 
much! I wonder. 

He was in a wondering mood as well as a restless; for, though 
he checked himself at that point, and took another walk, he 
resumed his wondering when he sat down again. 

“*T wonder (for the ten thousandth time, and what a weak 
fool I, for what can it signify now?) whether he confided the 
charge of their orphan child to me, because he knew. 
Good God, how like her mother she has become! 

**I wonder whether he ever so much as suspected that some 
one doted on her, at a hopeless, speechless distance, when he 
struck in and won her! I-wonder whether it ever crept into 
his mind who that unfortunate some one was! 

“TI wonder whether I shall sleep to-night! At all events, I 
will shut out the world with the bedclothes, and try.” 

Mr Grewgious crossed the staircase to his raw and foggy 
bedroom, and was soon ready for bed. Dimly catching sight 
of his face in the misty looking-glass, he held his candle to it 
for a moment. 

“A likely some one, you, to come into anybody’s thoughts 
in such an aspect!” he exclaimed. ‘There! there! there! 
Get to bed, poor man, and cease to jabber!”’ 
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With that, he extinguished his light, pulled up the bed- 
clothes around him, and with another sigh shut out the world. 
And yet there are such unexplored romantic nooks in the 
unlikeliest men, that even old tinderous and. touchwoody 
P. J. T. Possibly Jabbered Thus, at some odd times, in or about 
seventeen-forty-seven. 


CHAPTER XII: A Night with Durdies 

WueEn Mr. Sapsea has nothing better to do towards evening, 
and finds the contemplation of his own profundity becoming 
a little monotonous in spite of the vastness of the subject, he 
often takes an airing in the Cathedral Close and thereabout. 
He likes to pass the churchyard with a swelling air of pro- 
prictorship, and to encourage in his breast a sort of benignant- 
landlord feeling, in that he has been bountiful towards that 
meritorious tenant, Mrs. Sapsea, and has publicly given her 2 
prize. He likes to see a stray face or two looking in through 
the railings, and perhaps reading his inscription. Should he 
meet a stranger coming from the churchyard with a quick step, 
he is morally convinced that the stranger is “with a blush 
retiring,” as monumentally directed. 

Mr. Sapsea’s importance has received enhancement, for he 
has become Mayor of Cloisterham. Without mayors, and 
many of them, it cannot be disputed that the whole framework 
of society—Mr. Sapsea is confident that he invented that 
forcible figure—would fall to pieces. Mayors have becn 
knighted for “going up” with addresses: explosive machines 
intrepidly discharging shot and shell into the English Gram- 
mar. Mr. Sapsea may ‘“‘go up” with an address. Rise, Sic 
Thomas Sapsea! Of such is the salt of the earth. 

Mr. Sapsea has improved the acquaintance of Mr. Jasper 
since their first meeting to partake of port, epitaph, back- 
gammon, beef, and salad. Mr. Sapsea has been received at 
the gatehouse with kindred hospitality; and on that occasion 
Mr, Jasper seated himself at the piano, and sang to him, tick- 
ling his ears—figuratively—long enough to present a consider- 
able area for tickling. What Mr. Sapsea likes in that young 
man is, that he is always ready to profit by the wisdom of his 
elders, and tkat he is sound, sir, at ths core. In proof of 
which, he sang to Mr. Sapsea, that evening, no kickshaw 
ditties, favourites with national enemies, but gaye him the 
genuine George the Third home-brewed; exhorting him (as “my 
brave boys’’) to reduce to a smashed condition all other islands 
but this island, and all continents, peninsulas, isthmuses, 
promontories, and other geographical forms of land so ever, 
besides sweeping the seas in all directions. In short, he ren- 
dered it pretty clear that Providence made a distinct mistake 
in originating so small a nation of hearts of oak, and so many 
other verminous peoples, 
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Mr. Sapsea, walking slowly this moist evening near the 
ehurehyard with his hands behind him, on the look-out for a 
blushing and retiring stranger, turns a corner, and comes 
instead into the goodly presence of the Dean, conversing with 
the verger and Mr. Jasper. Mr, Sapsea makes his obeisance, 
and is instantly stricken far more ecclesiastical than any 
Archbishop of York or Canterbury. : 

“You are evidently going to write a book about us, Mr. 
Jasper,” quoth the Dean; ‘‘to write a book about us. Well! 
We are very ancient, and we ought to make a good book. We 
are not so richly endowed in possessions as in age; but perhaps 
you will put that in your book, among other things, and call 
attention to our wrongs.” 

Mr. Tope, as in duty bound, is greatly entertained by this. 

“T really have no intention at all, sir,’’ replies Jasper, “of 
turning author or archeologist. It is but a whim of mine. 
And even for my whim Mr. Sapsea here is more accountable 
than I am.”’ 

‘“How so, Mr. Mayor?” says the Dean, with a nod of gcod- 
natured recognition of his Fetch. ‘‘Howis that, Mr. Mayor?” 

“T am not aware,’’ Mr. Sapsea remarks, looking about him 
for information, ‘“‘to what the Very Reverend the Dean does 
me the honour of referring.’” And then falls to studying his 
original in minute points of detail. 

“Durdles,’? Mr. Tope hints. 

“Ay!”? the Dean echoes; ‘‘Durdles, Durdles!’’ 

“The truth is, sir,’”? explains Jasper, ‘that my curiosity in 
the man was first really stimulated by Mr. Sapsea. Mr. 
Sapsea’s knowledge of mankind, and power of drawing out 
whatever is recluse or odd around him, first led to my bestow- 
ing a second thought upon the man; though of course I had 
met him constantly about. You would not be surprised by 
this, Mr. Dean, if you had seen Mr. Sapsea deal with him in his 
own parlour, as I did.”’ 

“Oh!” cries Sapsea, picking up the ball thrown to him 
with ineffable complacency and pomposity; “‘yes, yes. The 
Very Reverend the Dean refers to that? Yes. I happened 
to bring Durdles and Mr. Jasper together. I regard Durdles 
as a Character.”’ 

“A Character, Mr. Sapsea, that with a few skilful touches 
you turn inside out,”’ says Jasper. 

“Nay, not quite that,’’ returns the lumbering auctioneer. 
‘I may have a little influence over him, perhaps; and a little 
insight into his character, perhaps. The Very Reverend the 
Dean will please to bear in mind that I have seen the world.”’ 
Here Mr. Sapsea gets a little behind the Dean, to inspect his 
eoat buttons. 

‘“Welll”? says the Dean, looking sbout him to see what has 
become of his copyist; “I hope, Mr. Mayor, you will use your 
study and knowledge of Durdles to the good purpose of 
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exhorting him not to break our worthy and respected choir- 
master’s neck; we cannot afford it; his head and voice are 
much too valuable to us.”’ ; 

Mr. Tope is again highly entertained, and, having fallen into 
respectful convulsions of laughter, subsides into a deferential 
murmur, importing that surely any gentleman would deem it 
a pleasure and an honour to have his neck broken, in return 
for such a compliment from such a source. 

“J will take it upon myself, sir,’? observes Sapsea loftily, 
“to answer for Mr. Jasper’s neck. I will tell Durdles to be 
careful of it. He will mind what I say. How is it at present 
endangered ?”’ he inquires, looking about him with magnificent 
patronage. ‘ 

“Only by my making a moonlight expedition with Durdles 
among the tombs, vaults, towers, and ruins,”’ returns Jasper. 
“You remember suggesting, when you brought us together, 
that, as a lover of the picturesque, it might be worth my 
while?” 

“7 remember!” replies the auctioneer. And the solemn 
idiot really believes that he does remember. 

“Profiting by your hint,” pursues Jasper, “I have had some 
day rambles with the extraordinary old fellow, and we are to 
make a moonlight hole-and-corner exploration to-night.” 

“ And here he is,’’ says the Dean. 

Durdles, with his dinner-bundle in his hand, is indeed be- 
held slouching towards them. Slouching nearer, and per- 
ceiving the Dean, he pulls off his hat, and is slouching away 
with it under his arm, when Mr. Sapsea stops him. : 

“Mind you take care of my friend,” is the injunction Mr. 
Sapsea lays upon him. 

‘“* What friend o’ yourn is dead?’’ asks Durdles. ‘‘ No orders 
has come in for any friend o’ yourn.”’ 

‘J mean my live friend there.’’ 

“Oh! him?” says Durdles. ‘He can take care of himself, 
can Mister Jarsper,”’ ; 

“But do you take care of him, too,’’ says Sapsea. 

Whom Durdles (there being command in his tone) surlily 
surveys from head to foot. 

“With submission to his Reverence the Dean, if you'll 
mind what concerns you, Mr. Sapsea, Durdles he’ll mind 
what concerns him.”’ 

“You’re out of temper,’ says Mr. Sapsea, winking to the 
company to observe how smoothly he will manage him. “My 
friend concerns me, and Mr. Jasper is my friend. And you 
are my friend.’’ fi ; 

“Don’t you get into a bad habit of boasting,” retorts Durdles 
with a grave cautionary nod. ‘“‘It’ll grow upon you.”” 

“You are out of temper,’’ says Sapsea again; reddening, 
but again winking to the company. 

“J own to it,’’ returns Durdles; “I don’t like liberties." 
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Mr. Sapsea winks a third wink to the company, as whoshould - 
say: “I think you will agree with me that I have settled his 
business ;** and stalks out of the controversy. 

Durdles then gives the Dean a good evening, and adding, as 
he puts his hat on, “You'll find me at home, Mr. Jarsper, as 
agreed, when you want me; I’m a-going home to clean myself,” 
soon slouches out of sight. This going home to clean himself 
is one of the man’s incomprehensible compromises with in- 
exorable facts; he, and his hat, and his boots, and his clothes, 
never showing any trace of cleaning, but being uniformly in 
One condition of dust and grit. - 

The lamp-lighter now dotting the quiet Close with specks 
of light, and running at a great rate up and down his little 
ladder with that object—his little ladder under the sacred 
shadow of whose inconvenience generations had grown up, 
and which all Cloisterham would have stood aghast at the 
idea of abolishing—the Dean withdraws to his dinner, Mr. 
Tope to his tea, and Mr. Jasper to his piano. There, with no 
light but that of the fire, he sits chanting choir music in a low 
and beautiful voice for two or three hours; in short, until it 
has been for some time dark, and the moon is about to rise. 

Then he closes his piano softly, softly changes his coat for a 
pea-jacket, with a goodly wicker-cased bottle in its largest 
pocket, and putting on a low-crowned flat-brimmed hat, goes 
softly out.. Why. does he move so softly to-night? No out- 
ward reason is apparent for it. Can there be any sympathetic 
reason crouching darkly within him? ; 

Repairing to Durdles’s unfinished house, or hole in the city 
wall, and seeing a light within it, he softly picks his course 
among the gravestones, monuments, and stony lumber of 
the yard, already touched here and there, sidewise, by the 
rising moon. The two journeymen have left their two great 
saws sticking in their blocks of stone; and two skeleton 
journeymen out of the Dance of Death might be grinning in 
the shadow of their sheltering sentry-boxes, about to slash 
away at cutting out the gravestones of the next two people 
destined to die in Cloisterham. Likely enough, the two think 
little of that now, being alive, and perhaps merry. Curious, 
to make a guess at the two; or say one of the two! 

“Ho! Durdles!” 

The light moves, and he appears with it at the door. He 
would seem to have been “cleaning himself’’ with the aid of 
a bottle, jug, and tumbler; for no other cleansing instruments 
are visible in the bare brick room, with rafters overhead and 
no plastered ceiling into which he shows his visitor. 

“Are you ready?” 

“T am ready, Mister Jarsper. Let the old ’uns come out if 
they dare, when we go among their tombs, My spirit is 
ready for ’em.” 

Do you mean animal spirits, or ardent?” 
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“Phe one’s the t’other,”’ answers Durdles, “‘and I mean ’em 
both.”” ; 

He takes a lantern from a hook; puts a match or two in his 
pocket wherewith to light it, should there be need; and they 
go out together, dinner-bundle and all. 

Surely an unaccountable sort of expedition! That Durdles 
himself, who is always prowling among old graves and 
ruins, like a Ghoule—that he should be stealing forth to climb, 
and dive, and wander without an object, is nothing extra- 
ordinary, but that the choir-master or any one else should hold 
it worth his while to be with him, and to study moonlight 
effects in such company, is another affair, Surely an un- 
accountable sort of expedition, therefore! 

‘Ware that there mound by the yard-gate, Mister Jarsper.” 

“T see it, What is it?” 

Ty Lime.” 

Mr. Jasper stops, and waits for him to come up, for he lags 
behind. ‘‘What you call quicklime?”’ 

“Ay!” says Durdles; **quick enough to eat your boots. 
With a little handy stirring, quick enough to eat your bones.” 

They go on, presently passing the red windows of the 
Travellers’ Twopenny, and emerging into the clear moonlight 
of the Monks’ Vineyard. This crossed, they come to Minor 
Canon Corner: of which the greater part lies in shadow until 
the moon shall rise higher in the sky. : 

The sound of a closing house-door strikes their ears, and two 
men come out. These are Mr. Crisparkle and Neville. Jasper, 
with a strange and sudden smile upon his face, lays the palm 
of his hand upon the breast of Durdles, stopping him where 
he stands. 

At that end of Minor Canon Corner the shadow is profound 
in the existing state of the light: at that end, too, there is 
a piece of old dwarf wall, breast high, the only remaining 
boundary of what was once a garden, but is now the thor- 
oughfare. Jasper and Durdles would have turned this wall in 
another instant; but, stopping so short, stand behind it. 

“Those two are only sauntering,’ Jasper whispers; “they 
will go out into the moonlight soon, Let us keep quiet here, 
or they will detain us, or want to join us, or what not.” 

Durdles nods assent, and falls to munching some fragments 
from his bundle. Jasper folds his arms upon the top of the 
wall, and, with his chin resting on them, watches. He takes 
no note whatever of the Minor Canon, but watches Neville as 
though his eye were at the trigger of a loaded rifie, and he had 
covered him, and were going to fire. A sense of destructive 
power is so expressed in his face, that even Durdles pauses in 
his munching, and looks at him, with an unmunched something 
in his cheek. _ p ; 

Meanwhile Mr. Crisparkle and Neville walk to and fro, 
quictly talking together. What they say cannot be heard 
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consecutively; but Mr. Jasper has already distinguished his 
own name more than once. 

“This is the first day of the week,” Mr. Crisparkle can be 
distinctly heard to observe as they turn back; “‘and the last 
day of the week is Christmas-eve.” 

“You may be certain of me, sir.” 

The echoes were favourable at those points, but, as the two 
approach, the sound of their talking becomes confused again. 
The word “confidence,” shattered by the echoes, but still 
capable of being pieced together, is uttered by Mr. Crisparkle. 
As they draw still nearer, this fragment of a reply is heard: 
“Not deserved yet, but shall be, sir.’ As they turn away 
again, Jasper again hears his own name, in connection with the 
words from Mr, Crisparkle: ‘‘ Remember that I said I answered 
for you confidently.” Then the sound of their talk becomes 
confused again; they halting for a little while, and some earnest 
action on the part of Neville succeeding. When they move 
once more, Mr. Crisparkle is seen to look up at the sky, 
and to point before him. They then slowly disappear; 
passing out into the moonlight at the opposite end of the 
Corner. 

It is not until they are gone that Mr. Jasper moves. But 
then he turns to Durdles, and bursts into a fit of laughter. 
Durdles, who still has that suspended something in his cheek, 
and who sees nothing to laugh at, stares at him until Mr. 
Jasper lays his face down on his arms to have his laugh out, 
Then Durdles bolts the something, as if desperately resigning 
himself to indigestion. 

Among those secluded nooks there is very little stir or 
movement after dark, There is little enough in the high tide 
of the day, but there is next to none at night. Besides that 
the cheerfully-frequented High Street lies nearly parallel to 
the spot (the old cathedral rising between the two), and is the 
natural channel in which the Cloisterham traflic flows, a 
certain awful hush pervades the ancient pile, the cloisters, 
and the churehyard after dark, which not many people care 
to encounter. Ask the first hundred citizens of Cloisterham, 
met at random in the streets at noon, if they believed in Ghosts, 
they would teil you no; but put them to choose at night 
between these eerie Precincts and the thoroughfare of shops, 
and you would find that ninety-nine declared for the longer 
round and the more-frequented way. The cause of this is not to 
be found in any local superstition that attaches to the Precincts 
—albeit a mysterious lady, with a child in her arms and a rope 
dangling from her neck, has been seen flitting about there by 
sundry witnesses as intangible as herself—but it is to be sought, 
in the innate shrinking of dust with the breath of life in it from 
dust out of which the breath of life has passed; also, in the 
widely diffused, and almost as widely unacknowledged, re- 
fiection: ‘If the dead do, under any circumstances, become 
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visible to the living, these are such likely surroundings for the 
purpose, that I, the living, will get out of them as soon as I 
can.” 


Hence, when Mr. Jasper and Durdles pause to glance around 
them, before descending into the erypt by a small side-door, 
of which the latter has a key, the whole expanse of moonlight 
in their view is utterly deserted. One might fancy that the 
tide of life was stemmed by Mr. Jasper’s own gatehouse. The 
murmur of the tide is heard beyond; but no wave passes the 
archway, over which his lamp burns red behind his curtain, 
as if the building were a Lighthouse. 

They enter, locking themselves in, descend the rugged steps, 
and are down in the crypt. The lantern is not wanted, for the 
moonlight strikes in at the groined windows, bare of glass, the 
broken frames for which cast patterns on the ground. The 
heavy pillars which support the roof engender masses of black 
shade, but between them there are lanes of light. Up and 
down these lanes they walk, Durdles discoursing of the ‘old 
uns”? he yet counts on disinterring, and slapping a wall in 
which he considers ‘‘a whole family on em” to be stoned and 
carthed up, just as if he were a familiar friend of the family. 
The taciturnity of Durdles is for the time overcome by Mr. 
Jasper’s wicker bottle, which circulates freely; in the sense, 
that is to say, that its contents enter freely into Durdles’s 
circulation, while Mr. Jasper only rinses his mouth once, and 
casts forth the rinsing. 

They are to ascend the great Tower. On the steps by which 
they rise to the cathedral, Durdles pauses for new store of 
breath. The steps are very dark, but out of the darkness they 
ean see the lanes of light they have traversed. Durdles seats 
himself upon a step. Mr. Jasper seats himself upon another. 
The odour from the wicker bottle (which has somehow passed 
into Durdles’s keeping) soon intimates that the cork has been 
taken out; but this is not ascertainable through the sense of 
sight, since neither can descry the other. And yet, in talking, 
they turn to one another, as though their faces could commune 
together. 

“This is good stuff, Mister Jarsper!” 

“It is very good stuff, I hope. I bought it on purpose.” 

“They don’t show, you see, the old *uns don’t, Mr. Jarsper!” 

yt eee be a more confused world than it is, if they- 
could.” 

“Well, it would lead towards a mixing of things,” Durdles 
aequiesces : pausing on the remark, as if the idea of ghosts had 
not previously presented itself to him in a merely inconvenient . 
light, domestically or chronologically. ‘‘But do you think. 
there may be Ghosts of other things, though not of men and 
women ?”? 

“What things? Flower-beds and watering-pots? horses 
and barness?” ‘ Se 
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» “No. - Sounds.” 

“What sounds?” 

“Cries.” 

“What cries do you mean? Chairs to mend?” 

“No. I mean sereeches. Now I'll tell you, Mr, Jarspers 
Wait a bit till I put the bottle right.” Here the cork is evi- 
dently taken out again, and replaced again. “There! Now: 
it’s right! This time last year, only a few days later, I hap-- 
pened to have been doing what was correct by the season, in 
the way of giving it the welcome it had right to expect, when 
them town boys set on me at their worst. At length I gave 
*em the slip, and turned in here. And here I fellasleep, And 
what woke me? The ghostofacry. The ghost of one terrific 
shriek, which shriek was followed by the ghost of the howl of: 
a deg: a long, dismal, woeful howl, such as a dog gives when a 
person’s dead. That was my last Christmas-eve.” : 

“What do you mean? i is the very abrupt, and, one might 
say, fierce retort. , 

“T mean that I made inquiries everywhere about, and that 
no living ears but mine heard either that ery or that howl. 
So I say they was both ghosts; though why they came to me, 
I’ve never made out.” ; 

“T thought you were another kind of man,” says Jasper 
scornfully. 

“So I thought myself,” answers Durdles with his usual 
composure; “‘and yet I was picked out for it.” 

. Jasper had risen suddenly when he asked him what he 
meant, and he now says, “Come, we shall freeze here; lead 
the way.” 

Durdles complies, not over-steadily; opens the door at the 
top of the steps with the key he has already used; and so 
emerges on the cathedral level, in a passage at the side of the 
chaneel. Here the moonlight is so very bright again, that the 
colours of the nearest stained-glass window are thrown upon 
their faces. The appearance of the unconscious Durdles, 
holding the door open for his companion to follow, as if from 
the grave, is ghastly enough, with a purple band across his 
face, and 2 yellow splash upon his brow: but he bears the close 
scrutiny of his companion in an insensible way, although it is 
prolonged while the latter fumbles among his pockets for a 
key confided to him that will open an iron gate, so to enable 
them to pass to the staircase of the great tower. 

“That and the bottle are enough for you to carry,” he says, 
giving it to. Durdles; “hand your bundle to me; I am younger 
and longer-winded than eeohe 2 Durdles hesitates for a moment 
between bundle and bottle; but gives the preference to the ° 
bottle, as being by far the better company, and consigns the 
dry weight to his fellow-explorer, 

‘Then they go up the winding staircase of the great tower 
toilsomely, turning and turning, and lowering their heads te ¢ 
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avoid the stairs above, or the rough stone pivot around which 
they twist. Durdles has lighted his lantern, by drawing from 
the cold hard wall a spark of that mysterious fire which lurks 
in everything, and, guided by this speck, they clamber up 
among the cobwebs and the dust. Their way lies through 
strange places. Twice or thrice they emerge into level low- 
arched galleries, whence they can look down into the moonlit 
nave: and where Durdles, waving his lantern, waves the dim 
angels’ heads upon the corbels of the roof, seeming to watch 
their progress. Anon they turn into narrower and steeper 
staircases, and the night air begins to blow upon them, and the 
chirp of some startled jackdaw or frightened rook precedes 
the heavy beating of wings in a confined space, and the beating 
down of dust and straws upon their heads. Ai last, leaving 
their light behind a stair—for it blows fresb up here—they 
look down on Cloisterham, fair to see in the moonlight: its 
ruined habitations and sanctuaries of the dead, at the tower’s 
base: its moss-softened red-tiled roofs and red-brick houses of 
the living, clustered beyond: its river winding down from the 
mist on the horizon, as though that were its source, and already 
heaving with a restless knowledge of its approach towards the 
sea. 

Once again, an unaccountable expedition this! Jasper 
(always moving softly with no visible reason) contemplates 
the scene, and especially that stillest part of it which the 
cathedral overshadows. But he contemplates Durdles quite 
as curiously, and Durdles is by times conscious of his watchful 
eyes. 

Only by times, because Durdles is growing drowsy. As 
aeronauts lighten the load they carry when they wish to rise, 
similarly Durdles has lightened the wicker bottle in coming up. 
Snatches of sleep surprise him on his legs, and stop him in his 
talk. A mild fit of calenture seizes him, in which he deems 
that the ground so far below is on a level with the tower, and 
would as lief walk off the tower into the air as not. Such is 
his state when they begin to come down. And as aeronauts 
take themselves heavier when they wish to descend, similarly 
Durdles charges himself with more liquid from the wicker 
bottle, that he may come down the better. 

The iron gate attained and locked—but not before Durdles 
has tumbled twice, and cut an eyebrow open once—they 
descend into the crypt again, with the intent of issuing forth 
as they entered. But, while returning among those lanes of 
light, Durdles becomes so very uncertain, both of foot and 
speech, that he half drops, half throws himself down, by one 
of the heavy pillars, scarcely less heavy than itself, and 
indistinctly appeals to his companion for forty winks of a 
second each. 

“If you will have it so, or must have itso,” replies Jasper, 
*T'llnot leave youhere. Take them, while I walk to and fro,’ 
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Durdies is asleep at once; and in his sleep he dreams a 


It is not mucb of a dream, considering the vast extent of the 
domains of dreamland, and their wonderful productions; it is 
only remarkable for being unusually restless and unusually 
real. He dreams of lying there asleep, and yet counting his 
companion’s footsteps as he walks to and fro. He dreams 
that the footsteps die away into distance of time and of space, 
and that something touches him, and that something falls 
from his hand. Then something clinks and gropes about, and 
he dreams that he is alone for so long a time, that the lanes 
of light take new directions as the moon advances in her course. 
From succeeding unconsciousness he passes into a dream of 
slow uneasiness from cold; and painfully awakes to a percep- 
tion of the lanes of light—really changed, much as he had 
dreamed—and Jasper walking among them, beating his hands 
and feet. 

‘““Holloa!” Durdles cries out, unmeaningly alarmed. : 

“Awake at last?” says Jasper, coming up to him. “Do 
you know that your forties haye stretched into eee iy 

“No.” 

“They have, though.” 

“What's the time?” 

“Hark! The bells are going in the tower!” 

They strike four quarters, and then the great bell strikes, 

“wo!” cried Durdles, scrambling up. ‘‘ Why didn’t you 
try to wake me, Mr. Jarsper?” 

“T did. I might as well have tried to wake the dead—your 
own family of dead, up in the corner there.” 

“Did you touch me?” 

“Touch you! Yes. Shook you.” 

As Durdles recalls that touching something in his dream he 
looks down on the pavement, and sees the key of the erypt 
door lying close to where he himself lay. 

“I dropped you, did I?” he says, picking it up, and recalling 
that part of his dream. As he gathers himself up again into 
an upright position, or into a position as nearly upright as he 
ever maintains, he is again conscious of being watched by his 
companion. 

‘“Welll” says Jasper, smiling, ‘“‘are you quite ready? Pray 
don’t hurry.” 

“Let me get my bundle right, Mister Jarsper, and I’m with 

” 


As he ties it afresh, he is once more conscious that he is very 
narrowly observed. 

“What do you suspect me of, Mr. Jarsper?”’ he asks with 
drunken displeasure. ‘‘Let them as has. any: suspicions of 
Durdles name ’em.” 

“ve no suspicions of you, my good Mr. Durdles; but I have 
guspicions that my bottle was filled with something stiffer 
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than either of us supposed... And I also have suspicions,” 


Jasper adds, taking it from the pavement and turning it 
bottom upwards, “that it’s empty.” . 

Durdles condescends to laugh at this. Continuing to 
chuckle when his laugh is over, as though remonstrant with 
himself on his drinking powers, he rolls to the door and unlocks 
it. They both pass out, and Durdles relocks it, and pockets 
his key. 

“Al thousand thanks for a curious and interesting night,” 
says Jasper, giving him his hand. ‘ You can make your own 
way home?” 

“T should think so!’ answers Durdles. “If you was to 
offer Durdles the affront to show him his way home, he 
wouldn’t go home. 


‘Durdles wouldn’t go home till morning 3 
And then Durdles wouldn’t go home,’ 


Durdles wouldn’t.” This with the utmost defiance, 

“Good night, then.” 

“Good night, Mr. Jarsper.”” 

Each is turning his own way, when a sharp whistle reads 
the silence, and the jargon is yelped out: 


* Widdy widdy wen ! 
I—Kket—ches—Im—out—arter—ten, 
Widdy widdy wy ! 
Then—E—don’t—go—then—I—-shy—= 
Widdy Widdy Wake-cock warning !” 


Instantly afterwards, a rapid fire of stones rattles at the 
cathedral wall, and the hideous small boy is beheld opposite, 
dancing in the moonlight. 

“What! Is that baby-devil on the watch there?” cries 
Jasper in a fury: so quickly roused, and so violent, that he 
seems an older devil himself. ‘‘I shall shed the blood of that 
impish wretch! I know I shall do it!’ Regardless of the fire, 
though it hits him more than once, he rushes at Deputy, collars 
him, and tries to bring him across. But Deputy is not be so 
easily brought across. With a diabolical insight into the 
strongest part of his position, he is no sooner taken by the 
throat than he curls up his legs, forces his assailant to hang 
him, as it were, and gurgles. in his throat, and screws his 
body, and twists, as already undergoing the first agonies of 
strangulation. There is nothing for it but to drop him. He 
instantly gets himself together, backs over to Durdles, and 
cries to his assailant, gnashing the great gap in front of his 
mouth with rage.and malice: - . 

“I'll blind yer, s’elp me! Ill stone yer eyes out, s’elp met 
If I don’t have yer eyesight, bellows me!”’ At the same time 


dodging behind Durdles, and snarling at Jasper, now from | 
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this side of him, and now from that: prepared, if pounced upon, 
to dart away in all manner of curviliiear directions, and, if 
run down after all, to grovel in the dust, and cry: “Now, hit 
me when ’m down! Do it!” — 

“Don’t hurt the boy, Mister Jarsper,” urges Durdles, shield- 
ing him. “Recollect yourself.” : 

‘He followed us to-night, when we first came here!” 

“Yer lie, I didn’t!” replies Deputy in his one form of polite 
contradiction. 

“He has been prowling near us ever since!” 

“Yer lie, I haven’t!” returns Deputy. ‘I'd only jist come 
out for my ’elth when I see you two a-coming out of the 
Kinfreederel. If 


*I—ket—ches—Im—out—ar—ter—ten !””” 


(with the usual rhythm and dance, though dodging behind 
Durdles), “it ain’t my fault, is it?” 

“Take him home, then,” retorts Jasper ferociously, though 
with a strong check upon himself, ‘‘and let my eyes be rid of 
the sight of you!” 

Deputy, with another sharp whistle, at once expressing his 
relief, and his commencement of a milder stoning of Mr. 
Durdles, begins stoning that respectable gentleman home, as 
if he were a reluctant ox. Mr. Jasper goes to his gatehouse, 
brooding. And thus, as everything comes to an end, the 
unaccountable expedition comes to an end—for the time. 


CHAPTER XIII: Both at their best 

Miss TwinkiETon’s establishment was about to undergo a 
serene hush. The Christmas recess was at hand. What had 
once, and at no remote period, been called, even by the erudite 
Miss Twinkleton herself, “‘the half,’’ but what was now called, 
as being more elegant, and more strictly collegiate, ‘‘the term,” 
would expire to-morrow. A noticeable relaxation of discipline 
had for some few days pervaded the Nuns’ Hotise. Club 
suppers had occurred in the bedrooms, and a dressed tongue 
had been carved with a pair of scissors, and handed round with 
the curling-tongs. Portions of marmalade had likewise been 
distributed on aservice of plates constructed of curl-paper; and 
cowslip wine had been quaffed from the small squat measuring 
glass in which little Rickitts (a junior of weakly constitution) 
took her steel drops daily. The housemaids had been bribed 
with various fragments of riband and sundry pairs of shoes 
more or less down at heel, to make no mention of crumbs in 
the beds; the airiest costumes had been worn on these festive 
occasions; and the daring Miss Ferdinand had even surprised 
the company with a sprightly solo on the comb-and-curl- 
paper, until suffocated in her own pillow by two flowing-haired 
executioners, 
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Nor were these the only tokens of dispersal. Boxes appeared 
in the bedrooms (where they were capital at other times), and 
a surprising amount of packing took place, out of all propor- 
tion to the amount packed. Largess, in the form of odds and 
ends of cold cream and pomatum, and also of hair-pins, was 
freely distributed among the attendants. On charges of 
inviolable secrecy, confidences were interchanged respecting 
golden youth of England expected to call, “at home,” ou the 
first opportunity. Miss Giggles (deficient in sentiment) did, 
indeed, profess that she, for her part, acknowledged such 
homage by making faces at the golden youth; but this young 
lady was outvoted by an immense majority. 

On the last night before a recess, it was always expressly 
made a point of honour that nobody should go to sleep, and 
that Ghosts should be encouraged by all possible means. This 
eompact invariably broke down, and all the young ladies 
went to sleep very soon, and got up very early. 

The concluding ceremony came off at twelve o’elock on the 
day of departure; when Miss Twinkleton, supported by Mrs. 
Tisher, held a drawing-room in her own apartment (the globes 
already covered with brown holland), where glasses of white 
wine and plates of cut pound-cake were discovered on the 
table. Miss Twinkleton then said: Ladies, another revolving 
year had brought us round to that festive period at which the 
first feelings of our nature bounded in our—Miss Twinkleton 
was annually going to add ‘‘bosoms,” but anuaily stopped on 
the brink of that expression, and substituted “hearts.” 
Hearts; our hearts. Hem! Again a revolving year, ladies, 
had brought us to a pause in our studies—let us hope our 
greatly-advanced studies—and, like the mariner in his bark, 
the warrior in his tent, the captive in his dungeon, and the 
traveller in his various conveyances, we yearned for home. 
Did we say, on such an occasion, in the opening words of 
Mr, Addison’s impressive tragedy: 


“The dawn is overcast, the morning lowers, 
And heavily in clouds brings on the day, 
The great, th’ important day ?” 


Not so. From horizon to zenith all was couleur de rose, for all 
was redolent of our relations and friends. Might we find then 


prospering as we expected; might they find us prospering as 
they expected! Ladies, we would now, with our love to one 
another, wish one another good-bye, and happiness, until we 
met again. And when the time should come for our resump- 
tion of those pursuits which (here a general depression set in 
all round), pursuits which, pursuits which ;—then let us ever 
remember what was said by the Spartan General, in words too 
trite for repetition, at the battle it were superfluous to specify. 

‘The handmaidens of the establishment, in their best caps, 
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then handed the trays, and the young ladies sipped and 
crumbled, and the bespoken coaches began to choke the street. 
Then leave-taking was not long about; and Miss Twinkleton, 
in saluting each young lady’s cheek, confided to her an exceed- 
ingly neat letter, addressed to her next friend at law, “with 
Miss Twinkleton’s best compliments” in the corner. This 
missive she banded with an air as if it had not the least 
connexion with the Lill, but were something in the nature 
of a delicate and joyfui surprise. 

So many times had Rosa seen such dispersals, and so very 
little did she know of any other Home, that she was con- 
tented to remain where she was, and was even better contented 
than ever before, having her latest friend with her. And yet 
her latest friendship had a blank place in it of which she could 
not fail to be sensible. Helena Landless, having been a parity 
to her brother’s revelation about Rosa, and having entered 
into that compact of silence with Mr. Crisparkle, shrank from 
any allusion to Edwin Drood’s name. Why she so avoided it 
was mysterious to Rosa, but she perfectly perceived the fact. 
But for the fact, she might have relieved her own little per- 
plexed heart of some of its doubts and hesitations by taking 
Helena into her confidence. As it was, she had no such vent: 
she could only ponder on her own difficulties, and wonder more 
and more why this avoidance of Edwin’s name should last, 
now that she knew—for so much Helena had told her—that a 
good understanding was to be re-established between the 
two young men when Edwin came down. 

It would have made a pretty picture, so many pretty girls 
kissing Rosa in the cold porch of the Nun’s House, and that 
sunny little creature peeping out of it (unconscious of sly 
faces carved on spout and gable peeping at her), and waving 
farewells to the departing coaches, as if she represented the. 
spirit of rosy youth abiding in the place to keep it bright and 
warm inits desertion. The hoarse High Street became musical 
with the cry, in various silvery voices, ‘Good-bye, Rosebud 
darling!” and the effigy of Mr, Sapsea’s father over the 
opposite doorway seemed to say to mankind: “‘Gentlemen, 
favour me with your attention to this charming little last lot 
left behind, and bid with a spirit worthy of the occasion!” 
Then the staid street, so unwontedly sparkling, youthful, and 
fresh for a few rippling moments, ran dry, and Cloisterham 
was itself again. i : 

If Rosebud in her bower now waited Edwin Drood’s coming 
with an uneasy heart, Edwin for his part was uneasy too. 
With far less force of purpose in his composition than the 
childish beauty, crowned by acclamation fairy queen of Miss 
Twinkleton’s establishment, he had a conscience, and Mr. 
Grewgious had pricked it. That gentleman’s steady convic- 
tions of what was right and what was wrong, in such a case as 
this, were neither to be frowned aside nor laughed aside.- They 
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woutd not be moved. But, for the dinner in Staple Inn, and 
but for the ring he carried in the breast pocket of his coat, he 
would have drifted into their wedding-day without another 
pause for real thought, loosely trusting that all would go well, 
left alone. But that serious putting him on his truth to the 
living and the dead had brought him toa check, He must 
either give the ring to Rosa, or he must take it back. Once 
put into this narrowed way of action, it was curious that he 
began to consider Rosa’s claims upon him more unselfishly 
than he had ever considered them before, and began to be less 
sure of himself than he had ever been in all his easy-going days. 

“T will be guided by what she says, and by how we get on,” 
was his decision, walking from the gatehouse to the Nuns’ 
House. ‘‘ Whatever comes of it, I will bear his words in mind, 
and try to be true to the living and the dead.” . 

Rosa was dressed for walking. She expected him. It was 
a bright frosty day, and Miss Twinkleton had already graci- 
ously sanctioned fresh air. Thus they got out together before 
it became necessary for either Miss Twinkleton, or the deputy 
high-priest Mrs. Tisher, to lay even so much as one of those 
usual offerings on the shrine of Propriety. 

“My dear Eddy,” said Rosa when they had turned out of 
the High Street, and had got among the quiet walks in the 
neighbourhood of the cathedral and the river, ““I want to say 
something very serious to you. I have been thinking about 
it for a long, long time.” 

“I want to be serious with you too, Rosa dear. I mean to 
be ‘serious and earnest.” 

“Thank you, Eddy. And you will not think me unkind 
because I begin, will you? You will not think I speak 
for myself only, because I speak first? That would not be 
generous, would it? And I know you are generous!” 

He said, “I hope I am not ungenerous to you, Rosa.” He 
called her Pussy no more. Never again. 

“And there is no fear,” pursued Rosa, “of our quarrelling, 
isthere? Because, Eddy,” clasping her hand on his arm, ‘“‘we 
have so much reason to be very lenient to each other!” 

**We will be, Rosa.” 

“That’s a dear good boy! Eddy, let us be courageous, 
Let us change to brother and sister from this day forth.” 

‘Never be husband and wife?” 

“Never!” 

Neither spoke again for a little while. But after that pause 
he said, with some effort: ‘‘ Of course I know that this has been 
in both our minds, Rosa, and of course I am in honour bound 
to confess freely that it does not originate with you.” 

“No, nor with you, dear,” she returned with pathetic 
earnestness. ‘That sprung up between us. You are not trul 
happy in our engagement; I am not truly happy in it. Ob, 
am so sorry!’? And there she broke into tears. 
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“Tam deeply sorry too, Rosa. Deeply sorry for you.” 

“And I for you, poor boy! And I for you!” .This pure 
young feeling, this gentle and forbearing feeling of each 
towards the other, brought with it its reward in a softening 
light that seemed to shine on their position. ‘The relations 
between them did not look wilful, or capricious, or a failure, 
in such a light; they became elevated into something more 
self-denying, honourable, affectionate, and true. 

“If we knew yesterday,” said Rosa as she dried her eyes, 
**and we did know yesterday, and on many, many yesterdays, 
that we were far from right together in those relations which 
were not of our own choosing, what better could we do to-day 
than change them? It’is natural that we should be sorry, and 
you see how sorry we both are; but how much better to be 
sorry now than then!” 

“When, Rosa?” 

‘When it would be too late. And then we should be angry, 
besides.” 

Another silence fell upon them. 

““And you know,” said Rosa innocently, ‘‘you couldn’t lilke 
me then; and you can always like me now, for I shall not 
be a drag upon you, or a worry to you. And I can always like 
you now, and your sister will not tease or trifle with you, I often 
did when I was not your sister, and I beg your pardon for it.” 

“Don’t let us come to that, Rosa, or I shall want more 
pardoning than [I like to think of.” 

“No, indeed, Eddy; you are too hard, my generous boy, 
upon yourself. Let us sit down, brother, on these ruins, and 
let me tell you how it was with us. I think I know, for I have 
considered about it very much since you were here last time. 
You liked me, didn’t you? You thought I was a nice little 
thing?” 

“Kiverybody thinks that, Rosa.’’ 

“Do they?” She knitted her brow musingly for a moment, 
and then flashed out with the bright little induction: ‘“ Weil, 
but say they do. Surely it was not enough that you should 
think of me only as other people did; now, was it?” 

The point was not to be got over. It was not enough. 

“And that is just what I mean; that is just how it was with 
us,”’ said Rosa. ‘You liked me very well, and you had 
grown used to me, and had grown used to the idea of our being 
married. You accepted the situation as an inevitable kind of 
thing, didn’t you? It was to be, you thought, and why discuss 
or dispute it?” 

It was new and strange to him to have himself presented to 
himself so clearly, in a glass of her holding up. He had always 
patronised her, in his superiority to her share of woman’s wit 
Was that but another instance of something radically amiss 
in th terms on which they had been gliding towards a lifelong 
bondage? 
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“AN this that I say of you is true of me as well, Eddy. 
Unless it was, I might not be bold enough to say it. Only the 
difference between us was, that by little and little there crept 
into my mind a habit of thinking about it, instead of dismissing 
it. My life is not so busy as yours, you see, and I have not 
so many things to think of. So I thought about it very much, 
and I cried about it very much too (though that was not your 
fault, poor boy); when all at once my guardian came down, to 
prepare for my leaving the Nuns’ House. I tried to hint to 
him that I was not quite settled in my mind, but I hesitated 
and failed, and he didn’t understand me. But he is a good, 
good man. And he put before me so kindly, and yet so 
strongly, how seriously we ought to consider in our circum- 
stances, that I resolved to speak to you the next moment we 
were alone and grave. And if I seemed to come to it easily 
just now, because I came to it all at once, don’t think it was so 
really, Eddy, for oh! it was very, very hard, and oh! I am very, 
very sorry!’’ 

Her full heart broke into tears again. He put his arm about 
her waist, and they walked by the river-side together. 

“Your guardian has spoken to me too, Rosa dear. I saw 
him before I left London.’’ His right hand was in his breast, 
seeking the ring; but he checked it as he thought: “If I am to 
take it back, why should I tell her of it?”’ 

“And that made you more serious about it, didn’t it, Eddy? 
And if I had not spoken to you as I have, you would have 
spoken tome? I hope you can tell meso? I don’t like it to 
be all my doing, though it és so much better for us.” : 

“Yes, I should have spoken; I should have put everything 
before you; I came intending to doit. But I never could have 
spoken to you as you have spoken to me, Rosa.”’ 

“Don’t say you mean so coldly or unkindly, Eddy, please, 
if you can help it.” 

*I mean so sensibly and delicately, so wisely and affec- 
tionately.”’ 

“That’s my dear*brother!’”? She kissed his hand in a little 
rapture. ‘The dear girls will be dreadfully disappointed,” 
added Rosa, laughing with the dewdrops glistening in her 
bright eyes. ‘They have looked forward to it so, poor pets!” 

“Ah! but I fear it will be a worse disappointment to Jack,” 
said Edwin Drood with a start. ‘I never thought of Jack!” 

Her swift and intent look at him as he said the words could 
no more be recalled than a flash of lightning can. But it 
appeared as though she would have instantly recalled it, if she 
could; for she looked down, confused, and breathed quickly. 

“You don’t doubt its being a blow to Jack, Rosa?” 

She merely replied, and that evasively and hurriedly: Why 
should she? She had not thought about it. He seemed, to 
her, to have so little to do with it. 

“My dear child! can you suppose that any one so wrapped 
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up in another—Mrs. Tope’s expression: not mine—as Jacek is 
in me, could fail to be struck all of a heap by such a sudden and. 
complete change in my life? I say sudden, because it will be 
sudden to him, you know.”’ 

She nodded twice or thrice, and her lips parted as if she 
would have assented. But she uttered no sound, and her 
breathing was no slower. 

“How shall I tell Jack?” said Edwin, ruminating. If he 
had been less occupied with the thought, he must have seen 
her singular emotion. ‘I never thought of Jack. It must 
be broken to him before the town-crier knows it. I dine with 
the dear fellow to-morrow and next day—Christmas-eve and 
Christmas-day—but it would never do to spoil his feast-days. 
He always worries about me, and moddley-coddleys in the 
merest. trifle. The news is sure to overset him. How on 
earth shall this be broken to Jack?”’ 

‘*He must be told, I suppose?”’ said Rosa. 

“My dear Rosa! who ought to be in our confidence, if not 
Jack?” 

“My guardian promised to come down, if I should write and 
ask him. Iam going to do so. Would you like to leave it to 
him?”? 

“A bright idea!” cried Edwin. “The other trustee. 
Nothing more natural. He comes down, he goes to Jack, he 
relates what we have agreed upon, and he states our case 
better than we could. He has already spoken feelingly to 
you, he has already spoken feelingly to me, and he’ll put the 
whole thing feelingly to Jack. That’sit! Iam not a coward, 
Rosa, but, to tell you a secret, I am a little afraid of Jack.’’ 

“No, no! you are not afraid of him!’’ cried Rosa, turning 
white, and clasping her hands,. : 

“Why, sister Rosa, sister Rosa, what do you see from the 
turret?” said Edwin, rallying her. ‘‘My dear girl!” 

“You frightened me.”’ 

“Most unintentionally, but I am as sorry as if I had meant 
to do it. Could you possibly suppose for a moment, from any 
loose way of speaking of mine, that I was literally afraid of the 
dear fond fellow? What I mean is, that he is subject to a kind 
of paroxysm, or fit—I saw him in it once—and I don’t know 
but that so great a surprise, coming upon him direct from me 
whom he is so wrapped up in, might bring it on, perhaps. Which 
—and this is the secret I was going to tell you—is another 
reason for your guardian’s making the communication. He 
is so steady, precise, and exact, that he will talk Jack’s thoughts 
into shape in no time; whereas with me Jack is always im- 
pulsive and hurried, and I may say, almost womanish,” 

Rosa seemed convinced. Perhaps, from her own very 
different point of view of “Jack,” she felt comforted and 
protected by the interposition of Mr. Grewgious between her- 
self and him, } 5 2 
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And now, Edwin Drood’s right hand closed again upen the 
ring in its little case, and again was checked by the considera- 
tion: “It is certain, now, that I am to give it back to him;- 
then why should I tell her of it?” That pretty sympathetic 
nature which could be so sorry for him in the blight of their 
childish hopes of happiness together, and could so quietly find 
itself alone in a new world to weave fresh wreaths of such 
flowers as it might prove to bear, the old world’s flowers being 
withered, would be grieved by those sorrowful jewels; and to 
what purpose? Why should it be? They were but a sign of 
broken joys and baseless projects; in their very beauty they 
were (as the unlikeliest of men had said), almost a cruel satire 
on the loves, hopes, plans, of humanity, which are able to fore- 
cast nothing, and are so much brittle dust. Letthembe. He 
would restore them to her guardian when he came down; he, 
in his turn, would restore them to the cabinet from which he 
had unwillingly taken them; and there, like old letters or old 
vows, or other records of old aspirations come to nothing, they 
would be disregarded, until, being valuable, they were sold 
into circulation again, to repeat their former round. 

Let them be. Let them lie unspoken of in his breast. How- 
ever distinctly or indistinctly he entertained these thoughts, .. 
he arrived at the conclusion, Let them be. Among the mighty 
store of wonderful chains that are for ever forging, day and 
night, in the vast iron-works of time and circumstance, there 
was one chain forged in the moment of that small conclusion, 
riveted to the foundations of heaven and earth, and gifted 
with invincible force to hold and. drag. 

They walked on by the river. They began to speak of their 
separate plans. He would quicken his departure from Eng- 
land, and she would remain where she was, at least as long as 
Helena remained. The poor dear girls should have their 
disappointment broken to -them gently, and, as the first 
preliminary, Miss Twinkleton should be confided in by Rosa, 
even in advance of the reappearance of Mr. Grewgious. It 
should be made clear in all quarters that she and Edwin were 
the best of friends.. There had never been so serene an under- 
standing between them since they were first affianced. And 
yet there was one reservation on each side: on hers, that she 
intended, through her guardian, to withdraw herself immedi- 
ately from the tuition of her music-master; on his, that he did 
already entertain some wandering speculations whether it 
might ever come to pass that he would know more of Miss 
Landless. 

The bright frosty day declined as they walked and spoke 
together. The sun dipped in the river far behind them, and 
the old city lay red before them, as their walk drew to a close. 
‘The moaning water cast its seaweed duskily at their feetawhen . 
they turned to leave its margin; and the rooks hovered above ~ 
them with hoarse cries, darker splashes in the darkening air... 
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“J will prepare Jack for my flitting soon,” said Edwin in a 
low voice, “and I will but see your guardian when he comes, 
and then go before they speak together. It will be better done 
without my being by. Don’t you think so?” 

os Yes.” 

**We know we have done right, Rosa?” 

os Yes.”’ 

**We know we are better so, even now?” 

** And shall be far, far better so by-and-by.”” 

Still there was that lingering tenderness in their- hearts 
towards the old positions they were relinquishing, that they 
prolonged their parting. When they came among the elm- 
trees by the cathedral, where they had last sat together, they 
stopped as by consent, and Rosa raised her face to his, as she 
had never raised it in the old days; for they were old already. — 

“God bless you, dear! Good-bye!” 

“*God bless you, dear! Good- “bye!” 

They kissed each other fervently. 

“Now please take me home, Eddy, and let me be by 
myself.”’ 

““Don’t look round, Rosa,’ he cautioned her as he drew her 
arm through his, and led her away. ‘‘Didn’t you see Jack?” 

“No! Where?” 

“*Under the trees. He saw us as we took leave of each 
other. Poor fellow! he little thinks we have parted. This 
will be a blow to him, I am much afraid!”’ 

She hurried on without resting, and hurried on until they 
had passed under the gatehouse into the street. Once there, 
she asked: 

“Has he followed us? You can look without seeming to. 
Is he behind?” 

“No. Yes, he is! He has just passed out under the gate- 
way. The dear sympathetic old fellow likes to keep us in 
sight. I am afraid he will be bitterly disappointed!” 

“She pulled hurriedly at the handle of the hoarse old bell, 
and the gate soon opened. Before going in, she gave him one 
Jast wide-wondering look, as if she would have asked him, with 
imploring emphasis: ‘‘Oh! don’t you understand?” And out 
of that look he vanished from her view. — 


CHAPTER XIV: When shall these three meet again 

CHRISTMAS-EVE in Cloisterham. A few strange faces in the 
streets; a few other faces, half strange and half familiar, once 
the faces of Cloisterham children, now the faces of men and 
women who come back from the outer world at long intervals 
to find the city wonderfully shrunken in size, as if it had not. 
washed by any means well in the meanwhile. To these, the 
striking of the cathedral clock, and the cawing of the rooks 
from the cathedral tower, are like noises of their nursery-time. 
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‘To such as these it has happened, in their dying hours afar off, 
that they have imagined their chamber floor to be strewn with 
the autumnal leaves fallen from the elm-trees in the Close: so 
have the rustling sounds and fresh scents of their earliest 
impressions revived when the circle of their lives was very 
nearly traced, and the beginning and the end were drawing 
elose together. 

Seasonable tokens are about. Red berries shine here and 
there in the lattices of Minor Canon Corner; Mr. and Mrs. Tope 
are daintily sticking sprigs of holly into the carvings and 
sconces of the cathedral stalls, as ifthey were sticking them 
into the coat button-holes of the Dean and Chapter. Lavish 
profusion is in the shops: particularly in the articles of currants, 
raisins, spices, candied peel, and moist sugar. An unusual air 
of gallantry and dissipation is abroad; evinced in an immense 
buach of mistletoe hanging in the greengrocer’s shop door- 
way, and a poor little Twelfth Cake, culminating in the 
of a Harlequin—such a very poor little Twelfth Cake, that one 
would rather call it a Twenty-fourth Cake ora Forty-eighth 
Cake—to be raffled for at the pastry-cook’s, terms one shilling 
per member. Public amusements are not wanting. The Wax- 
work which made so deep an impression on the reflective mind 
of the Emperor of China is to be seen by particular desire, 
during Christmas Week only, on the premises of the bankrupt 
livery-stable keeper up the lane; and a new grand comie 
Christmas Pantomime is to be produced at the Theatre: the 
latter heralded by the portrait of Signor Jacksonini the clown, 
saying, ‘‘How do you do to-morrow?”’ quite as large as life, 
and almost as miserably. In short, Cloisterham is up and 
doing: though from this description the High School and Miss 
Twinkleton’s are to be excluded. From the former establish- 
ment the scholars have gone home, every one of them in love 
with one of Miss Twinkleton’s young ladies (whe knows nothing 
about it); and-only the handmaidens flutter oceasionally in 
the windows of the latter. It is noticed, by-the-bye, that 
these damsels hecome, within the limits of decorum, more 
skittish when thus entrusted with the concrete representation 
of their sex than when dividing the representation with Miss 
Twinkleton’s young ladies. 

Three are to meet at the gatehouse to-night. How does 
each one of the three get through the day? 

Neville Landless, though absolved from his books for the 
time by Mr. Crisparkle—whose fresh nature is by no means 
insensible to the charms of a holiday—reads and writes in his 
quiet room, with a concentrated air, until it is two hours past 
noon. He then sets himself to clearing his table, to arranging 
his books, and to tearing up and burning his stray papers. He 
makes a clean sweep of all untidy accumulations, puts all his 
drawers in order, and leaves no note or scrap of paper un- 
destroyed, save such memoranda as bear directly on his studies. 
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This done, he turns to his wardrobe, selects a few articles of 
ordinary wear—among them, change of stout shoes and socks 
for walking—and packs these in a knapsack. - This knapsack 
is. new, and he bought it in the High Street yesterday. He 
also purchased, at the same time and at the same place, a heavy 
walking-stick: strong in the handle for the grip of the hand, 
and iron-shod, He tries this, swings it, poises it, and lays it 
by, with the knapsack, on a window-seat. By this time his 
arrangements are complete. 

He dresses for going out, and is in the act of going—indeed, 
has left his room, and has met the Minor Canon on the stair- 
case, coming out of his bedroom upon the same story—when 
he turns back again for his walking-stick, thinking he will 
carry it now. Mr. Crisparkle, who has paused on the stair- 
case, sees it in his hand on his immediately reappearing, takes 
it from him, and asks him with a smile how he chooses a stick? 

‘Really I don’t know that I understand the subject,’’ he 
answers. “I chose it for its weight.” 

“Much too heavy, Neville; much too heavy.” 

“To rest upon in a long walk, sir?”? 

“Rest upon!’? repeats Mr. Crisparkle, throwing himself into 
pedestrian form. ‘You don’t rest upon it; you merely 
balance with it,”’ 

“1 shall know better with practice, sir, I have not lived 
in a walking country, you know.”’ 

“True,”’ says Mr. Crisparkle. ‘Get into a little training, 
and we will have a few score miles together. I should leave 
you nowhere now. Do you come back before dinner?” 

“T think not, as we dine early.”’ 

Mr. Crisparkle gives him a bright nod and a cheerful good- 
bye; expressing (not without intention) absolute confidence 
and ease. 

Neville repairs to the Nuns’ House, and requests that Miss 
Landless may be informed that her brother is there by appoint- 
ment. He waits at the gate, not even crossing the threshold ; 
for he is on his parole not to put himself in Rosa’s way. 

His sister is at least as mindful of the obligation they have 
taken on themselves as he can be, and loses not a moment in 
joining him. ‘They meet affectionately, avoid lingering there, 
and walk towards the upper inland country. 

“JT am not going to tread upon forbidden ground, Helena,”’ 
says Neville, when they have waiked some distance and are 
turning; “you will understand in another moment that I can- 
not help referring to—what shall I say ?—imy infatuation.”’ 

“Wad you not better avoid it, Neville? You know that I 
can hear nothing.’’ 

“You can hear, my dear, what Mr. Crisparkle has heard, 
and heard with approval.” 

“Yes; I can hear so much.” 

“Well, it is this, I am not only unsettled and unhappy 
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myself, but I am conscious of unsettling and interfering with 
other people. How do I know that, but for my unfortunate: 
Presence, you, and—and—the rest of that former party, our 
engaging guardian excepted, might be dining cheerfully in. 
Minor Canon Corner to-morrow? Indeed, it probably would 
beso. I can see too well that I am not high in the old lady’s 
opinion, and it is easy to understand what an irksome clog I 
must be upon the hospitalities of her orderly house—especially 
at this time of year—when I must. be kept asunder from this 
person, and there is such a reason for my not being brought 
into contact with that person, and an unfavourable reputation: 
has preceded me with such another person, and soon. I have. 
put this very gently to Mr. Crisparkle, for you know his self- 
denying ways; but still I have putit. What I have laid much 
greater stress upon, at the same time, is that I am engaged in a 
miserable struggle with myself, and that a little change and. 
absence may. enable me to come through it the better. So, 
the weather being bright and hard, I am going on-a walking: 
expedition, and intend taking myself out of everybody’s way 
(my own included, I hope) to-morrow morning,”? 

“When to come back?” 

“In a fortnight.” 

“And going quite alone?” 

“Tam much better without company, even if there were any 
one but you to bear me company, my dear Helena.” 2 

“Mr. Crisparkle entirely agrees, you say?” 

“Entirely. I am not sure but that at first he was inclined 
to think it rather a moody scheme, and one that might do a: 
brooding mind harm. But we took a moonlight walk last 
Monday night, to talk it over at leisure, and I represented the 
case to him as it really is. I showed him that I do want to” 
conquer myself, and that, this evening well got over, it is 
surely better that I should be away from here just now than 
here. I could hardly help meeting certain people walking 
together here, and that could do no good, and is certainly not 
the way to forget. A fortnight hence that chance will prob- 
ably be over for the time; and when it again arises for the last 
time, why, I can again go away. Farther, I really do feel” 
hopeful of bracing exercise and wholesome fatigue. You know _ 
that Mr. Crisparkle allows such things their full weight in the » 
preservation of his own sound mind in his own sound body, 
and that his own just spirit is not likely to maintain one set 
of natural laws for himself and another forme. He yielded to 
my view of the matter, when convinced that: I was honestly 
in earnest; and so, with his full consent, I start to-morrow 
morning. Early enough to be not only out of the streets, but , 
out of hearing of the bells, when the good people go to 
ehurch.” : 

Helena thinks it over, and thinks well of it. Mr. Crisparkle 
doing so, she would do so; but she does originally, out @ her 
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own mind, think well of it, as a healthy project, denoting a 
sincere endeavour and an active attempt at self-correction. 
She is inclined to pity him, poor fellow, for going away solitary 
on the great Christmas festival; but she feels it much more to 
the purpose to encourage him. And she does encourage him. 

He will write to her? 

He will write to her every alternate day, and tell her all his 
adventures. , : 

Does he send clothes on in advance of him? 

“My dear Helena, no. Travel like a pilgrim, with wallet 
and staff. My wallet—or my knapsack—is packed, and ready 
for strapping on; and here is my staff!” 

He hands it.to her; she makes the same remark as Mr, 
Crisparkle, that it is very heavy; and gives it back to him, 
asking what wood it is? Iron-wood. : 

Up to this point he has been extremely cheerful. Perhaps 
the having to carry his case with her, and therefore to present 
it in its brighest aspect, has roused his spirits. Perhaps the 
having done so with success is followed by a revulsion. As 
the day closes in, and the city lights begin to spring up before — 
them, he grows depressed. 

“I wish I were not going to this dinner, Helena.’’ 

*Dear Neville, is it worth while to care much about it? 
‘Think how soon it will be over.”’ 

“How soon it will be over!” he repeats gloomily. ‘Yes. . 
But I don’t like it.” 

There may be a moment’s awkwardness, she cheeringly 
represents to him, but it can only last a moment. He is 
quite sure of himself? 

“T wish I felt as sure of everything else as I feel of myself,”* 
he answers her. 

“How strangely you speak, dear! What do you mean?” 

“Helena, I don’t know. I only know that I don’t like it. 
What a strange dead weight there is in the air!”’ 

She ealls his attention to those copperous clouds beyond the 
river, and says that the wind isrising. Hescarcely speaks again 
until he takes leave of her at the gate of the Nuns’ House, 
She does not immediately enter when they have parted, 
but remains looking after him along the street. Twice he passes 
the gatehouse, reluctant to enter. At length the cathedral 
clock chiming one quarter, with a rapid turn he hurries in. 

And so he goes up the postern stair. 


Edwin Drood passes a solitary day. Something of deeper 
meoment than he had thought has gone out of his life; and 
in the silence of his own chamber he wept for it last night. 
Though the image of Miss Landless still hovers in the back- 
-ground of his mind, the pretty little affectionate creature, so 
much firmer and wiser than he had supposed, occupies its 
stronghold, It is with some misgiving of his own unworthi- 
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ness that he thinks of her, and of what they might have been 
to one another, if he had been more in earnest some time ago; 
if he had set a higher value on her; if, instead of accepting 
his lot in life as an inheritance of course, he had studied the 
right way to its appreciation .and enhancement. And still, 
for all this, and though there is a sharp heartache in all this, 
the vanity and caprice of youth sustain that handsome figure 
of Miss Landless in the background of his mind. - : 

That was a curious look of Rosa’s when they parted at ihe 
gate. Did it mean that she saw below the surface of his 
thoughts, and down into their twilight depths? Scarcely 
that, for it was a look of astonished and keen inquiry. He 
decides that he cannot understand it, though it was remark- 
ably expressive. 

As he only waits for Mr. Grewgious now, and will depart 
immediately after having seen him, he takes a sauntering 
leave of the ancient city and its neighbourhood. He recalls 
the time when Rosa and he walked here or there, meze 
children, full of the dignity of being engaged. Poor children! 
he thinks with a pitying sadness. 

Finding that his watch had stopped, he turns into the 
jeweller’s shop, to have it wound and set. The jeweller is 
knowing on the subject of a bracelet, which he begs leave to 
submit in a general and quite aimless way. It would suit (he 
considers) a young bride to perfection; especially if of a 
rather diminutive style of beauty. Finding the bracelet 
but coldly looked at, the jeweller invites attention to a tray 
of rings for gentlemen; here is a style of ring, now, he remarks 
—a very chasie signet—which gentlemen are much given to 
purchasing when changing their condition. A ring of a very 
responsible appearance. With the date of their wedding-day 
engraved inside, several gentlemen have preferred it to any 
other kind of memento. 

The rings are as coldly viewed as the bracelet. Edwin 
tells the tempter that he wears no jewellery but his watch 
and chain, which were his father’s, and his shirt-pin. 

“That I was aware of,” is the jeweller’s reply, “for Mr. 
Jasper dropped in for a watch-glass the other day, and, in 
fact, I showed these articles to him, remarking that if he 
should wish to make a present to a gentleman relative, on any 
particular occasion— But he said with a smile that he had 
an inventory in his mind of all the jewellery his gentleman 
relative ever wore; namely, his watch and chain, and his 
shirt-pin.” Still (the jeweller considers) that might not 
apply to all times, though applying to the present time. 
“Twenty minutes past two, Mr. Drood, I set your watch at. 
Let me recommend you not to let it run down, sir.” 

Edwin takes his watch, puts it on, and goes out, thinking; 
Dear old Jack! If I were to make an extra crease in my 
neckcloth, he would think it worth noticing!” 4 
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- He strolls about and about, to pass the time until the dinner 
hour. It somehow happens that Cloisterham seems re- 
proachful to him to-day; has fault to find with him, as if he 
had not used it well; but is far more pensive with him than 
angry. His wonted carelessness is replaced by a wistful 
leoking at, and dwelling upon, all the old landmarks. He 
will soon be far away, and may never see them again, he 
thinks. Poor youth! poor youth! 

As dusk draws on, he paces the Monks’ Vineyard. He has 
walked to and fro full half an hour by the cathedral chimes, 
and it has closed in dark, before he becomes quite aware of a 
woman crouching on the ground near a wicket-gate in a 
corner. The gate commands a cross by-path, little used in 
the gloaming, and the figure must have been there all the 
time, though he has but gradually and lately made it out. 

He strikes into that path, and walks up to the wicket. By 
the light of a lamp near it, he sees that the woman is of a 
haggard appearance, and that her weazen chin is resting on 
her hands, and that her eyes are staring—with an unwinking, 
blind sort of steadfastness—before her. 

Always kindly, but moved to be unusually kind this evening, 
and having bestowed kind words on most of the children and. 
aged people he has met, he at once bends down, and speaks 
to this woman. } 

“Are you ill?” : 

“No, deary,”’ she answers without looking at him, and with 
no departure from her strange blind stare. 

“Are you blind?” 

“No, deary.” 

“Are you lost, homeless, faint? What is the matter, that 
you stay here in the cold so long, without moving?” 

By slow and stiff efforts, she appears to contract her vision 
until it can rest upon him; and then a curious film passes over 
her, and she begins to shake. 

He straightens himself, recoils a step, and looks down at her 
in a dread amazement; for he seems to know her. 

“Good Heavens!” he thinks next moment. “Like Jack 
that night!” 

. As he looks down at her, she looks up at him, and whimpers: 
“My lungs is weakly; my lungs is dreffle bad. Poor me, 
poor me, my. cough is rattling dry!” and coughs in con- 
firmation. horribly. ua 

‘““Where do you come from?” 

“Come from London, deary.” (Her cough still rending 
her). 

«Where are you going to?” 

“Back to London, deary. I came here, looking for a needle. 
in a haystack, and I ain’t found it. Lookee, deary; give 
me three-and-sixpence, and don’t you be afeared forme. T'll 
get back to London then, and trouble no one. I’m ina 
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business.—Ah me! It’s slack, it’s slack, and times is very 
bad; but I can make a shift to live by it.” ; a 

“Do you eat opium?” 

“Smokes it,” she replies with difficulty, still racked by her 
cough. ‘‘Give me three-and-sixpence, and I'll lay it out. weil, 
and get back. If you don’t give me three-and-sixpence, don’t 
give me a brass farden. And if you give me three-and-six- 
pence, deary, I’ll tell you something.” 

He counts the money from his pocket, and puts it in her 
hand. She instantly clutches it tight, and rises to her feet 
with a croaking laugh of satisfaction. 

“Bless ye! Harkee, dear gen’Im’n, What's your Chris’n 
name?” 

*“* Edwin.” 

“Edwin, Edwin, Edwin,” she repeats, trailing off into a 
drowsy repetition of the word; and then asks suddenly: “Is 
the short of that name Eddy?” 

“It is sometimes called so,” he replies with the colour 
starting to his face. 

“Don’t sweethearts call it so?’’ she asks, pondering. 

“How should I know?” 

“Haven’t you a sweetheart, upon your soul?” 

“None.” 

She is moving away, with another “Bless ye, and thankee, 
deary!”’ when he adds: ‘‘You were to tell me something; 
you may as well dv so.” j 

“So I was, so I was. Well, then. Whisper. You be 
thankful that your name ain’t Ned.” 

He looks at her quite steadily as he asks: ‘‘ Why?” 

“‘Because it’s a bad name to have just now.” 

“How a bad name?” 

“A threatened name. A dangerous name.” 

“The proverb says that threatened men live Jong,” he tells 
her lightly. 

“Then Ned—so threatened is he, wherever he may be while 
I am talking to you, deary—should live to all eternity!” 
replies the woman. 

She has leaned forward to say it in his ear, with her fore- 
finger shaking before his eves, and now huddles herself to- 
gether, and with another “Bless ye, and thankee!"’ goes away 
in the direction of the Travellers’ Lodging-House. 

This is not an inspiriting close to a dull day. Alone, in a 
sequestered place, surrounded by vestiges of old time and 
decay, it rather has a tendency to call a shudder into being. 
He makes for the better-lighted streets, and resolves, as he 
walks on, to say nothing of this to-night, but to mention it 
to Jack (who alone calls him Ned) as an odd coincidence, 
to-morrow; of course only as a coincidence, and not as any= 
thing better worth remembering. 

_ Still. it holds to him, as many things much better worth 
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remembering never did. He has another mile or so, to linger 
out before the dinner hour; and, when he walks over the bridge 
and by the river, the woman’s words are in the rising wind, 
in the angry sky, in the troubled water, in the flickering 
lights. There is some solemn echo of them even in the cathe- 
dra] chime, which strikes a sudden surprise to his heart as he 
turns in under the archway of the gatehouse. 
And so he goes up the postern stair. 


John Jasper passes a more agreeable and cheerful day than 
cither of his guests. Having no music-lessons to give in the 
holiday season, his time is his own, but for the cathedral 
services. He is early among the shop-keepers, ordering little 
table luxuries that his nephew likes. His nephew will not be 
with him long, he tells his provision dealers, and so must be 
petted and made much of. While out on his hospitable pre- 
parations, he looks in on Mr. Sapsea; and mentions that dear 
Ned, and that inflammable young spark of Mr. Crisparkle’s, 
are to dine at the gatehouse to-day, and make up their 
difference. Mr. Sapsea is by no means friendly towards the 
inflammable young spark. He says that his complexion is 
“Un-English.” And, when Mr. Sapsea has once declared 
anything to be Un-English, he considers that thing ever- 
lastingly sunk in the bottomless pit. 

John Jasper is truly sorry to hear Mr. Sapsea speak thus, 
for he knows right well that Mr. Sapsea never speaks without 
@ Meaning, and that he has a subtle trick of being right. 
Mr. Sapsea (by a very remarkable coincidence) is of exactly 
that opinion. 

Mr. Jasper is in beautiful voice this day. In the pathetic 
supplication to have his heart inclined to keep this law, he 
quite astonishes his fellows by his melodious power. He has 
never sung difficult music with such skill and harmony as in 
this day’s Anthem. His nervous temperament is occasionaily 
prone to take difficult musie a little too quickly; to-day his 
time is perfect. 

These results are probably attained through a grand com- 
posure of the spirits. The mere mechanism of his throat is a 
little tender, for he wears. both with his singing-robe and with 
his ordinary dress, a large black scarf of strong close-woven 
silk, slung loosely round his neck. But his composure is so 
noticeable, that Mr. Crisparkle speaks of it as they come out 
from Vespers. 

“*] must thank you, Jasper, for the pleasure with which I 
have heard you to-day. Beautiful! Delightful! You could not 
have so outdone yourself, I hope, without being wonderfully 
well.” 

“I am wonderfully well.” : 

“Nothing unequal,” says the Minor Canon with a. smooth 

motion of his. hand; ‘nothing unsteady, nothing forced, 
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nothing avoided; all thoroughly done in a masterly manner, 
with perfect self-command.” : 

“Thank you. I hope so, if it is not too much to say.” 

“One would think, Jasper, you had been trying a new medi- 
cine for that occasional indisposition of yours.” 

“No, really? That’s well observed; for I have.” 

“Then stick to it, my good fellow,” says Mr. Crisparkle, 
clapping him on the shoulder with friendly encouragement, 
“stick to it.” 

US fi will.”’ 

“T congratulate you,” Mr. Crisparkle pursues as they come 
out of the cathedral, ‘‘on all accounts.”’ 

‘Thank you again. I will walk round to the Corner with 
you, if you don’t object; I have plenty of time before my 
company come; and I want to say a word to you, which I 
think you will not be displeased to hear.” 

“What is it?” 

“Well! We were speaking, the other evening, of my black 
humours.” 

Mr. Crisparkle’s face falls, and he shakes his head deploringly. 

“IT said, you know, that I should make you an antidote to 
those black humours; and you said you hoped I would consign 
them to the fiames.”’ 

“And I still hope so, Jasper.’? 

“With the best reason in the world! I mean to burn this 
year’s Diary at the year’s end.” 

. ‘Because you—” Mr. Crisparkle brightens greatly as he thus 
egins. 

“You anticipate me. Because I feel that I have been out of 
sorts, gloomy, bilious, brain-oppressed, whatever it may be. 
You said I had been exaggerative. So I have.” 

Mr. Crisparkle’s brightened face brightens still more. 

“T couldn’t see it then, because I was out of sorts; but I am 
in a healthier state now, and I acknowledge it with genuine 
pleasure. I made a great deal of a very littie; that’s the fact.” 
es does me good,” cries Mr. Crisparkle, ‘‘to hear you say 
it be) 

“A man leading a monotonous life,” Jasper proceeds, ‘‘and 
getting his nerves, or his stomach, out of order, dwells upon 
an idea until it loses its proportions. That was my case with 
the idea in question. So I shall burn the evidence of my case 
when the book is full, and begin the next volume with a clearer 
vision.” 

“This is better,” says Mr. Crisparkle, stopping at the steps 
of his own door to shake hands, ’‘than I could have hoped.’? 

“Why, naturally,” returns Jasper. ‘You had but little 
reason to hope that I should become more like yourself. You 
are always training yourself to be, mind and body, as clear 
as crystal, and you always are, and never change; whereas I 
am a muddy, solitary, moping weed. However, I have got 
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over that mope. Shall I wait while you ask, if Mr. Neville has 
left for my place? If not, he and I may walk round together.” 

“*T think,” says Mr. Crisparkle, opening the entrance-door 
with his key, “that he left some time ago; at least, I know 
he left, and I think he has not come back. But VU i inquire. 
‘You won’t come in?” 

“My company wait,” said Jasper with a smile. 

The Minor Canon disappears, and in a few moments returns. 
As he thought, Mr. Neville has not come back; indeed, as he 
remembers now, Mr. Neville said he would probably go straight 
to the gatehouse. 

“Bad manners in a host!” says Jasper. ‘““My company will 
be there before me! What will you bet that I don’t find my 
company embracing?”’ 

“T will bet—or I would, if ever I did bet,’? returns Mr. 
Crisparkle, “that your company will have a gay entertainer 
this evening.” 

Jasper nods, and laughs good night! 

He retraces his steps to the cathedral door, and turns down 
past it to the gatehouse. He sings, im a low voice and with 
delicate expression, as he walks along. It still seems as if a 
false note were not within his power to-night, and as if nothing 
could hurry or retard him. Arriving thus under the arched 
entrance of his dwelling, he pauses for an instant in the shelter 
to pull off that great black scarf, and hang it in a loop upon his 
arm. For that brief time his face is knitted and stern. But 
it immediately clears as he resumes his singing, and his way. 

And so he goes up the postern stair. 


The red light burns steadily all the evening in the lighthouse 
on the margin of the tide of busy life. Softened sounds and 
hum of traffic pass it and flow on irregularly into the lonely 
Precincts; but very little else goes by, save violent rushes of 
wind. It comes on to blow a boisterous gale. 

The Precincts are never particularly well lighted; but the 
strong blasts of wind blowing out many of the lamps (in 
some instances shattering the frames too, and bringing the 
glass rattling to the ground), they are unusually dark to-night. 
The darkness is augmented and confused by flying dust from 
the earth, dry twigs from the trees, and great ragged fragments 
from the rooks’ nests up in the tower. ‘The trees themselves 
so toss and creak, as this tangible part of the darkness madly 
whirls about, that they seem in peril of being torn out of the 
earth; while ever and again a crack, and a rushing fali, 
denote that some large branch has yielded to the storm. 

No su h power of wind has blown for many a winter night. 
Chimneys topple in the streets, and people hold to posts and 
eorners, and to one another, to keep themselves upon their 
_ feet. The violent rushes abate not, but increase in frequency 
and fury until at midnight, when the streets are empty, the 
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storm goes thundering along them, rattling at all the latches, 
and tearing at all the shutters, as if warning the people to get 
up and fly with it, rather than have the roofs brought down 
upon their brains. — ~ 

Still, the red light burns steadily. Nothing is steady but 
the red light. 

All through the night the wind blows, and abates not. But 
early in the morning, when there is barely enough light in the 
east to dim the stars, it begins to lull. From that time, with 
occasional wild charges, like a wounded monster dying, it 
drops and sinks; and at full daylight it is dead. 

It is then seen that the hands of the cathedral clock are 
torn off; that lead from the roof has been stripped away, 
rolled up, and blown into the Close; and that some stones 
have been displaced from the summit of the great tower. 
Christmas morning though it be, it is necessary to send up 
workmen to ascertain the extent of the damage done. These, 
led by Durdles, go aloft; while Mr. Tope and a crowd of early 
idlers gather down in Minor Canon Corner, shading their 
eyes and watching for their appearance up there. 

This cluster is suddenly broken and put aside by the hands of 
Mr. Jasper. All the gazing eyes are brought down to the earth 
by his loudly inquiring of Mr. Crisparkle, at an open window: 

“Where is my nephew?” 

*“He has not been here. Is he not with you?’* 

“No. He went down to the river last night, with Mr. 
Neville, to look at the storm, and has not been back, Call 
Mr. Neville!” 

“He left this morning early.” 

“Left this morning early? Let me in! let me in!” 

There is no more looking up at the tower now. All the 
assembled eyes are turned on Mr. Jasper, white, half-dressed, 
panting, and clinging to the rail before the Minor Canon’s house. 


CHAPTER XV* Impeached 
Nevitte LANDLESS had started so early and walked at so 
good a pace that when the church bells began to ting in 
Cloisterham for morning service, he was eight miles away. As 
he wanted his breakfast by that time, having set forth on a crust 
of bread, he stopped at the next roadside tavern to refresh. 

Visitors in want of breakfast—unless they were horses or 
cattle, for which class of guests there was preparation enough 
in the way of water trough and hay—were so unusual at the 
sign of the Tilted Waggon, that it took a long time to get the 
waggon into the track of tea and toast and bacon; Neville, 
in the interval, sitting in a sanded parlour, wondering in how 
long a time after he had gone the sneezy fire of damp faggots 
would begin to make somebody else warm. 

Indeed, the Tilted Waggon, as a cool establishment on the 
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top of a hill, where the ground before the door was -puddled 
with damp hoofs and trodden straw; where a scolding land- 
‘lady slapped a moist baby (with one red sock on, and’ one 
wanting) in the bar; where the cheese was cast aground upon 
a shelf, in company with a mouldy table-cloth and a green- 
handled knife, in a sort of cast-iron canoe; where the pale- 
faced bread shed tears of crumb over its shipwreck in 
another canoe; where the family-linen, half washed and half 
dried, led a public life of lying about; where everything to 
drink was drunk out of mugs, and everything else was sug- 
gestive of a rhyme to mugs; the Tilted Waggon, all these 
things considered, hardly kept its painted promise of pro- 
viding good entertainment for Man and Beast. However, 
Man, in the present case, was not critical, but took what 
entertainment he could get, and went on again after a longer 
rest than he needed. 

He stopped at some quarter of a mile from the house, 
hesitating whether to pursue the road, or to follow a cart 
track between two high hedgerows, which led across the slope 
of a breezy heath, and evidently struck into the road again 
by and by. He decided in favour of this latter track, and 
pursued it with some toil; the rise being steep, and the way 
worn into deep ruts. ' 

He was labouring along, when he became aware of some 
other pedestrians behind him. As they were coming up at a 
faster pace than his, he stood aside, against one of the high 
banks, to let them pass. But their manner was very curious. 
Only four of them passed. Other four slackened speed, and 
loitered as intending to follow him when he should go on. 
The remainder of the party (half-a-dozen, perhaps) turned, 
and went back at a great rate. 

He looked at the four behind him, and he looked at the four 
before him. They all returned his look. He resumed his 
way. The four in advance went on, constantly looking back; 
the four in the rear came closing up. 

When they all ranged out from the narrow track upon 
the open slope of the heath, and this order was maintained, 
let him diverge as he would to either side, there was no longer 
room to doubt that he was beset by these fellows. He 
stopped, as a last test; and they all stopped. 

“Why do you attend upon me in this way?’’ he asked the 
whole body. “Are you a pack of thieves?” 

“Don’t answer him,’’ said one of the number; he did not 
see which. “Better be quict.’’ 

“Better be quiet?’’ repeated Neville. ‘‘Who said so?” 

Nobody replied. 

“Tis good advice, whichever of you skulkers gave it,” he 
went on angrily. “I will not submit to be penned in between 
four men there, and four men there, I wish to pass, and I 

_ mean to pass, those four in front,’? 
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They were all standing still; himself included. 

“If eight men, or four men, or two men, set upon one,” he 

proceeded, growing more enraged, “‘the one has no chance 
but to set his mark upon some of them. And, by the Lord, 
Tl do it, if I am interrupted any farther!”’ 
- S.ouldering his heavy stick, and quickening his pace, he 
shot on to pass the four ahead. The largest and strongest 
man of the number changed swiftly to the side on which he 
came up, and dexterously closed with him and went down with 
him; but not before the heavy stick had descended smartly. 

“Let him be!”* said this man in a suppressed voice, as they 
struggled together on the grass. “Fair play! His is the 
build of a girl to mine, and he’s got a weight strapped to his 
back besides. Let him alone. [ll manage him.” 

After a little rolling about in a close scuffle which caused 
the faces of both to be besmeared with blood, the man took 
his knee from Neville’s chest, and rose, saying: ‘*There! Now 
take him arm-in-arm, any two of you!” 

it was immediately done. 

“As to our being a pack of thieves, Mr. Landless,”’ said the 
man as he spat out some blood, and wiped more from his 
face, “you know better than that at mid-day. We wouldn’t 
have touched you if you hadn’t forced us. We're going to 
take you round to the high-road, anyhow, and you’ll find 
help enough against thieves there, if you want it.—Wipe his 
face, somebody; see how it’s a trickling down him!” 

When his face was cleansed, Neville recognised in the 
speaker Joe, driver of the Cloisterham omnibus, whom he had 
seen but once, and that on the day of his arrival. 

“And what I recommend you for the present is, don’t talk, 
Mr. Landiess. You'll find a friend waiting for you at the 
high-road—gone ahead by the other way when we split into 
two parties—and you had much better say nothing till you 
come up with him. Bring that stick along, somebody else, 
and let’s be moving!” 

Utterly bewildered, Neville stared around him and said not 
a word. Walking between his two conductors, who held his 
arms in theirs, he went on, as in a dream, until they came 
again into the high-road, and into the midst of a little 
group of people. The men who had turned back were among 
the group; and its central figures were Mr. Jasper and Mr. 
Crisparkle. Neville’s conductors took him up to the Minor 
Canon, and there released him, as an act of deference to that 
gentleman. j 

“What is all this, sir? What is the matter? I feel as if 1 
had lost my senses!” cried Neville, the group closing in 
around him. 

‘Where is my nephew?” asked Mr. Jasper wildly. 

_ “Where is your nephew?” repeated Neville. “Why do 
you ask me?” 
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“T ask you,” retorted Jasper, ‘‘because you were the last 
_ person in his company, and he is not to be found.” 

““Not to be found!”’ cried Neville, aghast. 

“Stay, stay!’ said Mr. Crisparkle. ‘‘ Permit me, Jasper. 
Mr. Neville, you are confounded; collect your thoughts; it is 
of great importance that you should. collect your thoughts; 
attend to me.” 

“YT will try, sir, but I seem mad.” 

“You left Mr. Jasper last night with Edwin Drood?” 

ee Yes. 

“At what hour?” 

“Was it at twelve o’clock?” asked Neville, with his hand 
to his confused head, and appealing to Jasper. 

“Quite right,”” said Mr. Crisparkle; “‘the hour Mr. Jasper 
has already named to me. You went down to the river 
together ?”’ 

“Undoubtedly. To see the action of the wind there.” 

“What followed? How long did you stay there?” 

“About ten minutes; I should say not more. We then 
walked Poeether to your house, and he took leave of me at 
the door.” 

“Did he say ‘that he was doing down to the river again?” 

“No. He said that he was going straight back.” 

The bystanders looked at one another, and at Mr. Cris- 
parkle. To whom Mr. Jasper, who had been intensely 
watching Neville, said in a low, distinct, suspicious voice: 
“What are those stains upon his dress?’” 

All eyes were turned towards the blood upon his clothes. 

“* And here are the same stains upon this stick!” said Jasper, 
taking it from the hand of the man who held it. ‘‘I know the 
stick to be his, and he carried it last night. What does this 
mean?” 

“In the name of God, say what it means, Neville!’ urged 
Mr. Crisparkle. 

“That man and I,” said Neville, pointing out his late 
adversary, ‘had a struggle for the stick just now, and you 
may see the same marks on him, sir. What was I to suppose 
when I found myself molested by eight people? Could I 
dream of the true reason, when they would give me none at 
all?” 

They admitted that they had thought it discreet to be 
silent, and that the struggle had taken place. And yet the 
very men who had seen it looked darkly at the smears which 
the bright cold air had already dried. 

“We must return, Neville,” said Mr. Crisparkle. ‘Of 
course you will be glad to come back to clear yourself ?’” 

**Of course, sir.” 

“Mr. Landless will walk at my side,” the Minor Canon 
eontinued, looking around him. ‘‘Come, Neville!” 

They set forth on the walk back; and the others, with one. 
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exception, straggled after them at various distances. Jasper 
walked on the other side of Neville, and never quitted that _ 
position. He was silent, while Mr. Crisparkle more than 
once repeated his former questions, and while Neville repeated 
his former answers; also, while they both hazarded some 
explanatory conjectures. He was obstinately silent, because 
Mr. Crisparkle’s manner directly appealed to him to take 
some part in the discussion, and no appeal would move his 
fixed face. When they drew near to the city, and it was 
suggested by the Minor Canon that they might do well in 
calling on the Mayor at once, he assented with a stern nod; 
but he spake no word until they stood in Mr. Sapsea’s parlour. 

Mr. Sapsea -being informed by Mr. Crisparkle of the cir- 
cumstances under which they desired to make a voluntary 
statement before him, Mr. Jasper broke silence by declaring 
that he placed his whole reliance, humanly speaking, on Mr. 
Sapsea’s penetration. There was no conceivable reason why 
his nephew should have suddenly absconded, unless Mr. 
Sapsea could suggest one, and then he would defer. There 
was no intelligible likelihood of his having returned to the 
river, and been accidentally drowned in the dark, unless it 
should appear likely to Mr. Sapsea, and then again he would 
defer. He washed his hands as clean as he could of all horrible 
suspicions, unless it should appear to Mr. Sapsea that some 
such were inseparable from his last companion before his 
disappearance (not on good terms with previously), and then, 
once more, he would defer. His own state of mind, he being 
distracted with doubts, and labouring under dismal appre- 
hensions, was not to be safely trusted; but Mr. Sapsea’s was. 

Mr. Sapsea expressed his opinion that the case had a dark 
look; in short (and here his eyes rested full on Neville’s 
countenance), an Un-English complexion. Having made this 
grand point, he wandered into a denser haze and maze of 
nonsense than even a mayor might have been expected to 
disport himself in, and came out of it with the brilliant 
discovery that to take the life of a fellow-creature was to take 
something that didn’t belong to you. He wavered whether 
or no he should at once issue his warrant for the committal of 
Neville Landless to gaol, under circumstances of grave sus- 
picion; and he might have gone so far as to do it but for the 
indignant protest of the Minor Canon: who undertook for the 
young man’s remaining in his own house, and being produced 
by his own hands, whenever demanded. Mr. Jasper then 
understood Mr. Sapsea to suggest that the river should be 
dragged, that its banks should be rigidly examined, that 
particulars of the disappearance should be sent to all outlying 
places and to London, and that placards and advertisements 
should be widely circulated imploring Edwin Drood, if for any 
unknown reason he had withdrawn himself from his uncle’s 
home and society, to take pity on that loving kinsman’s sora 
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Beréavement and distress, and somehow inform him that he 
‘was yet alive. Mr. Sapsea was perfectly understood, for this 
was exactly his meaning (though he had said nothing about 
it); and measures were taken towards all these ends im- 
mediately. 

It would be difficult to determine which was the more 
oppressed with horror and amazement: Neville Landless or 
John Jasper. But that Jasper’s position forced him to be 
active, while Neville’s forced him to be passive, there would 
have been nothing to choose between them. Each was bowed 
down and broken. 

With the earliest light of the next morning, men were at 
work upon the river, and other men—most of whom volun- 
teered for the service—were examining the banks. All the 
livelong day the search went on; upon the river, with barge 
and pole; and drag and net; upon the muddy and rushy shore, 
with jack-boots, hatchet, spade, rope, dogs, and all imaginable 
appliances. Even at night the river was specked with lanterns, 
and lurid with fires; far-off creeks, into which the tide washed 
as it changed, had their knots of watchers, listening to the 
lapping of the stream, and looking out for any burden it 
might bear; remote shingly causeways near the sea, and lonely 
points off which there was a race of water, had their unwonted 
flaring cressets and rough-coated figures when the next day 
dawned; but no trace of Edwin Drood revisited the light of 
the sun. 

All that day, again, the search went on. Now in barge and 
boat; and now ashore among the osiers, or tramping amidst 
noud and stakes and jagged stones in low-lying places, where 
solitary water-marks and signals of strange shapes showed like 
gpectres, John Jasper worked and toiled. But to no purpose; 
for stili no trace of Edwin Drood revisited the light of the sun. 

Setting his watches for that night again, so that vigilant 
eyes should be kept on every change of tide, he went home 
exhausted. Unkempt and disordered, bedaubed with mud 
that had dried upon him, and with much of his clothing torn 
in rags, he had but just dropped into his easy-chair, when Mr, 
Grewgious stood before him. 

“This is strange news,”’ said Mr. Grewgious. 

**Strange and fearful news.” 

Jasper had merely lifted up his heavy eyes to say it, and 
now dropped them again as he drooped, worn out, over one 
side of his easy-chair. 

Mr. Grewgious smoothed his head and face, and stood 
looking at the fire. 

“How is your ward?” asked Jasper after a time, in a faint, 
fatigued voice. 

“Poor little thing! You may imagine her condition.” 

“Have you seen his sister?” inquired Jasper as before, 

Whose?” 
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The curtness of the counter-question, and the cool slow 
manner in which, as he put it, Mr. Grewgious moved his eyes 
from the fire to his companion’s face, might at any other time 
have been exasperating. In his depression and exhaustion, 
Jasper merely opened his eyes to say: ‘‘The suspected young 
man’s.’’ . F . 9 z , . & - : 4 a 

“Do you suspect him?” asked Mr. Grewgious. ° . 

“T don’t know what to think. I cannot make up my mind.” 

“Nor_I,” said Mr. Grewgious. ‘But, as you spoke of him as 
the suspected young man, I thought, you had made up your 
mind.—I have just left Miss Landless.”’ 3 

“What is her state?” - aie 1 : 

“Defiance of all suspicion, and unbounded faith inher 
brother.” . é 

“Poor thing!” 

“However,” pursued Mr. Grewgious, “‘it is not of her that 
I came to speak. It is of my ward. I have a communication 
to make that will surprise you. At least, it. has surprised me.” 

Jasper, with a groaning sigh, turned wearily in his chair. . 

“Shall I put it off till to-morrow?” said Mr. Grewgious. 
“Mind, I warn you that I think it will surprise you!” - ° 

More attention and concentration came into John Jasper’s 
eyes as they caught sight of Mr. Grewgious smoothing his 
head again, and again looking at the fire; but now with 
a compressed and determined mouth, 

“What is it?’? demanded Jasper, becoming upright in his 
chair. bs : 3% ib Ai : 

“To be sure,” said Mr. Grewgious, provokingly slowly and 
internally, as he kept his eyes on the fire, ““I might have known 
it sooner; she gave me the opening; but I am such an exceed- 
ingly Angular man, that it never occurred to me; I took all 
for granted.” ; ; 

‘What. is it?” demanded Jasper once more. 

Mr. Grewgious, alternately opening and shutting the palms 
of his hands as he warmed them at the fire, and looking 
fixedly at him sideways, and never changing either his action 
or his look in all that followed, went on to reply. } 

“This young couple, the lost youth and Miss Rosa, my 
ward, though so Jong betrothed, and so long recognising their 
betrothal, and so near being married ae : 

Mr. Grewgious saw a staring white face, and two quivering 
white lips, in the easy-chair, and saw two muddy hands 
gripping its sides. But for the hands, he might haye thought 
he had never.seen the face. jig 

“—This young couple came gradually to the discovery 
(made on. both sides pretty equally, I think) that they would 
be happier and better, both in their present and their future 
lives, as affectionate friends, or say rather as brother and 
sister, than as husband and wife.” 

Mr. Grewgious saw a lead-coloured face in the easy-chair, 
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pra its surface dreadful starting drops or bubbles, as if of 
steel. 

-“This young couple formed at length the healthy resolu- 
tion of interchanging their discoveries openly, sensibly, and 
tenderly. They met for that purpose. After some innocent and: 
generous tall, they agreed to dissolve their existing, and their 
intended relations, for ever and ever.” 

Mr.. Grewgious saw a ghastly figure rise, open-mouthed, 
| trom the easy-chair, and lift its outspread hands towards 


| its head. 


“One of this young couple, and that one your nephew, 
fearful, however, that in the tenderness of your affection for 
him you would be bitterly disappointed by so wide a depar- 
ture from his projected life, forbore to tell you the secret 
| for a few days, and left it to be disclosed by me, when I should 
| come down to speak to you, and he would be gone. I speak 
| to you, and he is gone.” ae 
Mr. Grewgious saw the ghastly figure throw back its head, 
| clutch its hair with its hands, and turn with a writhing action 


) from him. 


“T have now said all I have to say: except that this young 
| couple parted firmly, though not without tears and sorrow, 
| on the evening when you last saw them together.” 

| Mr. Grewgious heard a terrible shriek, and saw no ghastly 
| figure, sitting or standing; saw nothing but a heap of torn and 
| miry clothes upon the floor. Not changing his action even 
| then, he opened and shut the palms of his hands as he warmed 

them, and looked down at it. 


CHAPTER XVI: Devoted 
| Waen John Jasper recovered from his fit or swoon, he found 
| himself being tended by Mr. and Mrs. Tope, whom his visitor 
| had summoned for the purpose. His visitor, wooden of aspect, 
sat stiffly in a chair, with his hands upon his knees, watching 
his recovery. 

“There! You’ve come to nicely now, sir,’ said the 
tearful Mrs. Tope; **you were thoroughly worn out, and 
no wonder!” ; 

‘“‘A man,” said Mr. Grewgious, with his usual air of repeating 
|) a lesson, “cannot have his rest broken, and his mind cruelly 
| tormented, and his body overtaxed by fatigue, without being 
| thoroughly worn out.” 

“T fear I have alarmed you?’ Jasper apologised faintly 
| when he was helped into his easy-chair. 

“Not at all, I thank you,’’ answered Mr. Grewgious. 

‘*You are too considerate.”” 

“Not at all, I thank you,” answered Grewgious again. 

|. “You must take some wine, sir,’’ said Mrs. Tope, ‘‘and the 
‘felly that I had ready for you, and that you wouldn’t put 
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your lips to at noon, though I warned you what would come 
of it, you know, and you not breakfasted; and you must have 
a wing of the roast fowl that has been put back twenty times, 
if it’s been put back once. It shall all be on table in five 
minutes, and this good gentleman belike will stop and see 
you take it.” 

This good gentleman replied with a snort, which might 
Mean yes or no, or anything or nothing, and which Mrs. Tope 
would have found highly mystifying, ‘but her attention wags 
divided by the service of the table. 

“You will take something with me?” said Jasper as the 
cloth was laid. 

“T couldn’t get a morsel down my throat, I thank you,”* 
answered Mr. Grewgious. 

Jasper both ate and drank almost voraciously. Combined 
with the hurry in his mode of doing it, was an evident in- 
difference to the taste of what he took, suggesting that he ate 
and drank to fortify himself against any other failure of the 
spirits, far more than to gratify his palate. Mr. Grewgious, 
in the meantime, sat upright, with no expression in his face, 
and a hard kind of imperturbably polite protest all over him: 
as though he would have said, in reply to some invitation to 
discourse: ‘I couldn’t originate the faintest approach to an 
observation on any subject whatever, I thank you.” 

“Do you know,’’ said Jasper, when he had pushed away his 
plate and glass, and had sat meditating for a few minutes: “do 
you know that I find some crumbs of comfort in the communi- 
cation with which you have so much amazed me?” 

“Do you?” returned Mr. Grewgious; pretty plainly adding 
the unspoken clause: “I don’t, I thank you!” 

“After recovering from ihe shock of a piece of news of my 
dear boy so entirely unexpected, and so destructive of all the 
castles I had built for him; and after having had time to 
think of it; yes.” 

“TI shall be glad to pick up your crumbs,” said Mr. Grewe 
gious drily. 

“Ts there not, or is there—if I deceive myself, tell me so, 
and shorten my pain—is there not, or is there, hope that, 
finding himself in this new position, and becoming sensitively, 
alive to the awkward burden of explanation, in this quarter 
and that, and the other, with which it would load him, he 
avoided the awkwardness, and took to flight?” 

“Such a thing might be,” said Mr. Grewgious pondering. 

. “Such a thing has been: I have read of cases in which 
people, rather than face a seven days’ wonder, and have to 
account for themselves to the idle and impertinent, have 
taken themselves away, and been long unheard of.” 

“I believe such things have happened,” said Mr, Grew- 
gious, pondering still. 

“When I had, and could have, no suspicion,’”? pursued 
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Jasper, eagerly following the new track, “‘that the dear lost boy 
had withheld anything from me—most of all, such a leading 
matter as this—what gleam of light was there for me in the 
whole black sky? When I supposed that his intended wife 
was here, and his marriage close at hand, how could I enter- 
tain the possibility of his voluntarily leaving this place in a 
manner that would be so unaccountable, capricious, and 
exuel? But now that I know what you have told me, is there 
no little chink through which day pierces? Supposing him 
to have disappeared of his own act, is not his disappearance 
more accountable and less cruel? The fact of his having just 
parted from your ward is in itself a sort of reason for his going 
away. It does not make his mysterious departure the less 
czuel to me, it is true; but it relieves it of cruelty to her.” 

Mr. Grewgious could not but assent to this. * 

“And even as to me,”’ continued Jasper, stili pursuing the 
new track with ardour, and, as he did so, brightening with 
hope: “he knew that you were coming to me; he knew that 
you were intrusted to tell me what you have told me; if your 
doing so has awakened a new train of thought in my perplexed 
mind, it reasonably follows that, from the same premises, he 
might have foreseen the inferences that I should draw. 
Grant that he did foresee them; and even the cruelty to me 
—and who am I?—John Jasper, Music Master, vanishes!”’ 

Once more, Mr. Grewgious could not but assent to this. 

“TI have had my distrusts, and terrible distrusts they have 
been,” said Jasper; ‘“‘but your disclosure, overpowering as it 
was at first—showing me that my own dear boy had had a 
great disappointing reservation from me, who so fondly 
loved him, kindles hope within me. You do not extinguish it 
when I state it, but admit it to be a reasonable hope. I begin 
to believe it possible’’: here he clasped his hands: ‘that he 
may have disappeared from among us of his own accord, and 
that he may yet be alive and well.” 

Mr. Crisparkle came in at the moment. To whom Mr. 
Jasper repeated: 

“I begin to believe it possible that he may have disappeared 
of his own accord, and may yet be alive and well.’’. 

Mr. Crisparkle taking a seat, and inquiring, “‘Why so?” 
Mr. Jasper repeated the arguments he had just set forth. If 
they had been less plausible than they were, the good Minor 
Canon’s mind would have been in a state of preparation to 
receive them, as exculpatory of his unfortunate pupil. But 
he, too, did really attach great importance to the lost young 
man’s having been, so immediately before his disappearance, 
placed in a new and embarrassing relation towards every one 
aequainted with his projects and affairs; and the fact seemed 
to him to present the question in a new light. 

“TI stated to Mr. Sapsea, when we waited on him,” said. 
Jasper; as he really had done: “that there was no quarrel 
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or difference between the two young men at their last meeting. 
We all know that their first meeting was unfortunately very 
far from amicable; but all went smoothly and quietly when 
they were last together at my house. My dear boy was not 
in his usual spirits; he was depressed—I noticed that—and 
i am bound henceforth to dwell upon the circumstance the 
more, now that I know there was a special reason for his being 
depressed: a reason, moreover, which may possibly have 
induced him to absent himself.’’ ‘ 

“I pray to Heaven it may turn out so!” exclaimed Mr. 
Crisparkle. 

““T pray to Heaven it may turn out so!” repeated Jasper. 
“You know—and Mr. Grewgious should now know likewise— 
that I took a great prepossession against Mr. Neville Landless, 
arising out of his furious conduct on that first occasion. You 
know that I came to you, extremely apprehensive, on my 
dear boy’s behalf, of his mad violence. You know that I 
even entered in my Diary, and showed the entry to you, that 
I had dark forebodings against him. Mr. Grewgious ought 
to be possessed of the whole case. He shall not, through any 
suppression of mine, be informed of a part of it, and kept in 
ignorance of another part of it. I wish him to be good 
enough to understand that the communication he has made 
to me has hopefully influenced my mind, in spite of its having 
been, before this mysterious occurrence took place, profoundly 
impressed against young Landless.”’ 

This fairness troubled the Minor Canon much. He felt 
that he was not as open in his own dealing. He charged 
against himself reproachfully that he had suppressed, so far, 
the two points of a second strong outbreak of temper against 
Edwin Drood on the part of Neville, and of the passion of 
jealousy having, to his own certain knowledge, flamed up in 
Neville’s breast against him. He was convinced of Neville’s~ 
innocence of any part in the ugly disappearance: and yet so 
many little circumstances combined so woefully against him, 
that he dreaded to add two more to their cumulative weight. 
He was among the truest of men; but he had been balancing 
in his mind, much to his distress, whether his volunteering to 
tell these two fragments of truth, at this time, would not be 
eel to a piecing together of falsehood in the place of 
truth. 

However, here was a model before him. He hesitated no 
longer. Addressing Mr. Grewgious, as one placed in authority 
by the revelation he had brought to bear on the mystery — 
(and surpassingly Angular Mr. Grewgious became when he 
found himself in that unexpected position), Mr. Crisparkle 
bore his testimony to Mr, Jasper’s strict sense of justice, 
and, expressing his absolute confidence in the complete 
Clearance of his pupil from the least taint of suspicion, sooner 
or later, avowed that his confidence in that young gentleman — 
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_had been formed, in spite of his confidential knowledge that 
his temper was of the hottest and fiercest, and that it was 
directly incensed against Mr. Jasper’s nephew by the circum- 
stance of his romantically supposing himself tu be enamoured 
of the same young lady. The sanguine reaction manifest in 
Mr, Jasper was proof even against this unlooked-for declara- 
tion. It turned him paler: but he repeated that he would cling 
to the hope he had derived from Mr. Grewgious; and that if 
no trace of his dear boy were found, leading to the dreadful 
inference that he had been made away with, be would cherish 
unto the last stretch of possibility the idea that he might have 
absconded of his own wild will. 

Now, it fell out that Mr. Crisparkle, going away from this 
conference still very uneasy in his mind, and very much 
troubled on behalf of the young man whom he held as a kind 
of prisoner in his own house, took a memorable night walk. 

He walked to Cloisterham Weir. 

He often did so, and consequently there was nothing re- 
markable in his footsteps tending that way. But the pre- 
occupation of his mind so hindered him from planning any 

‘walk, or taking. heed of the objects be passed, that bis first 
consciousness of being near the Weir was derived from the 
sound of the falling water close at band. 

“How did I come here ?*’ was his first thought as he stopped. 

**Why did I come here?” was his second. 

Then he stood intently listening to the water. A familiar 
passage in his reading, about airy tongues that syllable men’s 
names, rose so unbidden to his ear, that he put it from him 
with his hand, as if it were tangible. 

Tt was starlight. The Weir was full two miles above the spot 
to which the young men had repaired to watch the storm, 
No search had been made up here, for the tide had been 
running strongly down at that time of the night of Christmas- 
eve, and the likeliest places for the discovery of a body, ifa 
fatal accident had happened under such circumstances, all 
lay—botb when the tide ebbed, and when it flowed again— 
between that spot and the sea. The water came over the Weir 
witb its usual sound on a cold starlight nigbt, and little could 
be seen of it; yet Mr. Crisparkle had a strange idea that some- 
thing unusual bung about the place. 

He reasoned witb himself: What was it? Where was it? 
Put it to the proof. Which sense did it address? 

No sense reported anything unusual there. He listened 
again, and his sense of hearing again checked the water coming 
over the Weir with its usual sound on a cold starlight night, 

Knowing very well that the mystery with which his mind 
was occupied might of itself give the place this haunted air, 
he strained those hawk’s eyes of his for the correction of his 
sight. He got closer to the Weir, and peered at its well-known 
posts and timbers, Nothing in the least unusual was remotely 
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shadowed forth. But he resolved that he would come back 
early in the morning. 

The Weir ran through his broken sleep all night, and he was 

back again at sunrise. It was a bright frosty morning. The 
whole composition before him, when he stood where he had 
stood last night, was clearly discernible in its minutest details. 
He had surveyed it closely for some minutes, and was about 
to withdraw his eyes, when they were attracted keenly to one 
spot. 
He turned his back upon the Weir, and looked far away at 
the sky, and at the earth, and then looked at that one spot. 
It caught his sight again immediately, and he concentrated 
his vision upon it. He could not lose it now, though it was but 
such a speck in the landscape. It fascinated his sight. His 
hands began plucking off his coat. For it struck him that at 
that spot—a corner of the Weir—something glistened, which 
did not move and come over with the glistening water drops, 
but remained stationary. é ; 

He assured himself of this, he threw off his clothes, he 
plunged into the icy water, and swam for the spot. Climbing 
the timbers, he took from them, caught among their interstices, 
by its chain, a gold watch, bearing engraved upon its back 
E. D. 5 

He brought the watch to the bank, swam to the Weir again, 
climbed it, and dived off. He knew every hole and corner of 
ull the depths, and dived and dived and dived, until he could 
bear the cold no more. His notion was, that he would find the 
body; he only found a chirt-pin sticking in some mud and 
ooze. 

With these discoveries he returned to Cloisterham, and, 
taking Neville Landless with him, went straight to the Mayor. 
Mr. Jasper was sent for, the watch and shirt-pin were identi- 
fied, Neville was detained, and the wildest frenzy and fatuity 
of evil report rose against him. He was of that vindictive and 
violent nature, that but for his poor sister, who alone had in- 
fluence over him). and out of whose sight he was never to be 
trusted, he would be in the daily commission of murder. 
Before coming to England he had caused to be whipped to 
death sundry “ Natives”—nomadic persons, encamping now 
in Asia, now in Africa, now in the West Indies, and now at 
the North Pole—vaguely supposed in Cloisterham to be 
always black, always of great virtue, always calling them- 
selves Me, and everybody else Massa or Missie (according 
to sex), and always reading tracts of the obscurest 
meaning, in broken English, but always accurately under- 
standing them in the purest mother tongue. He had 
nearly brought Mrs. Crisparkle’s grey hairs with sorrow to the 
grave. (Those original expressions were Mr. Sapsea’s.) He 
had repeatedly said he would have Mr, Crisparkle’s life. He 
had repeatedly said he would have eVerybody’s life, and 
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become, in effect, the last man. He had been brought down to 
Cloisterham, from London, by an eminent Philanthropist, 
and why? Because that Philanthropist had expressly de- 
clared: “I owe it to my fellow-creatures that he should be, 
in the words of Bentuam, where he is the cause of the greatest 
danger to the smallest number.” 

These dropping shots from the blunderbusses of blunder- 
headedness might not have hit him in a vital place. But he 
had to stand against a trained and well-directed fire of arms 
of precision too. He had notoriously threatened the lost 
young man, and had. according to the showing of his own faith- 
ful friend and tutor who strove so hard for him, a cause of 
bitter animosity (created by himself, and stated by himself) 
against that ill-starred fellow. He had armed bimself with 
an offensive weapon for the fatal night, and he bad gone off 
early in the morning, after-making preparations for departure. 
He had been found witb traces of blood on him; truly, they 
might have been wholly caused as he represented, but they 
might not, also, On a search-warrant being issued for the 
examination of his room, clothes, and so forth, it was dis- 
covered that he had destroyed all his papers, and re-arranged 
all his possessions, on the very afternoon of the disappearance. 
The watch found at the Weir was challenged by the jeweller 
as one he had wound and set for Edwin Drood, at twenty 
minutes past two on that same afternoon; and it had run 
down before being cast into the water; and it was the jeweller’s 
positive opinion that it had never been rewound. This would 
justify the hypothesis that the watch was taken from him 
not long after he left Mr. Jasper’s house at midnight in com- 
pany with the last person seen with him, and that it had been 
thrown away after being retained some hours. Why throwa 
away? If be had been murdered, and so artfully disfigured, or 
concealed, or both, as that the murderer hoped identification 
to be impossible, except from something that he wore, 
assuredly the murderer would seek to remove from the body 
the most lasting, the best known, and the most easily recog- 
nisable things upon it. Those things would be the watch and 
shirt-pin. As to his opportunities of casting them into the 
river, if he were the object of these suspicions, they were easy. 
For, he had been seen by many persons wandering about on 
that side of the city—indeed, on all sides of it—in a miserable 
and seemingly half-distracted manner. As to the choice of the 
spot, obviously such criminating evidence had better take its 
chance of being found anywhere, rather than upon himself, 
or in his possession. Concerning the reconciliatory nature of 
the appointed meeting between the two young men, very 
little could be made of that in young Landless’s favour; for 
it distinctly appeared that the meeting originated, not with 
him, but with Mr. Crisparkle, and that it had been urged 01. 
by Mr. Crisparkle: and who could say how unwillingly, or ia 
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what ill-conditioned mood. his enforced pupil had gone to it? 
The more his case was looked into, the weaker it became in 
every point. Even the broad suggestion that the lost young 
man had absconded was rendered additionally improbable on 
the showing of the young lady from whom he had so lately 
parted: for, what did she say, with great earnestness and 
sorrow, when interrogated? ‘That he had expressly and enthu- 
siastically planned with her that he would await the arrival of 
her guardian, Mr. Grewgious. And yet, be it observed, he 
disappeared before that gentleman appeared. 

On the suspicions thus urged and supported Neville was 
detained, and re-detained. and the search was pressed on 
every hand, and Jasper laboured night and day. But nothing 
more was found. No discovery being made which proved the 
lost man to be dead, it at length became necessary to release 
the person suspected of having made away with him. Neville 
was set at large. Then, a consequence ensued which Mr. 
Crisparkle had too well foreseen. Neville must leave the 
place, for the place shunned him and cast him out. Even had 
it not been so. the dear old china shepherdess would have 
worried herself to death with fears for her son, and with general 
trepidation occasioned by their having such an inmate, Even 
had that not been so, the authority to which the Minor Cano 
deferred officially would have settled the point. ; 

“Mr. Crisparkle,” quoth the Dean, “human justice may 
err, but it must act according to its lights. The days of taking 
sanctuary are past. This young man must not take sanctuary 
with us.” 

““You mean that he must leave my house, sir?” 

“Mr. Crisparkle,” returned the prudent Dean, “T claim no 
authority in your house. I merely confer with you on the 
painful necessity you find yourself under of depriving this 
young man of the great advantages of your counsel and in- 
struction.” 

“It is very lamentable. sir.” Mr. Crisparkle represented, 

““Very much so." the Dean assented. 

“And if it be a necessity—“ Mr. Crisparkle faltered. 

“As you unfortunately find it to be,” returned the Dean: 

Mr. Crisparkle bowed submissively. “Tt is hard to prejudge 
his case, sir, but: 1 am sensible that——” 

“ Just so. Perfectly. As you say. Mr. Crisparkle,” interposed 
the Dean, nodding his head smoothly, ~there is nothing else 
to be done. No doubt, no doubt. There is no alternative, as 
your good sense has discovered.” 

“TI am entirely satisfied of bis perfect innocence, sir, never- 

theless.” 
. “We-e-ell!” said the Dean in a more confidential tone, and 
slightly glancing around him. ‘TI would not say so, generally. 
Not generally. Enough of suspicion attaches to him to—No, 
I think I would not say so, generally.” 


seine, 
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Mr, Crisparkle bowed again. 

“It does not become us, perhaps,” pursued the Dean, ‘to 
be-partisans. Not partisans. We clergy keep our hearts warm 
and our heads cool, und we hold a judicious middle course.” 

“I hope you do aot object, sir, to.my having. stated in 
public, emphatically, that he. will reappear here whenever 
any new suspicion may be awakened, or any new circumstance 
may come to light in this extraordinary matter?” 

**Not at.all,” returned the Dean. ‘And yet, do you know, 
I don’t think,” with a very nice and neat emphasis on those 
two. words: “I! don’t think | would state it emphatically. 
State it? .¥e-e-es!.: But emphatically? No-o-o. 1 think not. 
In point of fact, Mr, Crisparkle. keeping our hearts warm and 
our heads cool, we clergy need do nothing emphatically.” 

So Minor Canon Row knew Neville Landless no more; and. 

he went whithersoever he would, or could, with a blight upon 
his name and fame. 
_ It was not until then that John Jasper silently resumed 
his place in the choir. Haggard and red-eyed, his hopes 
plainly had deserted him, his sanguine mood was gone, and 
all his worst misgivings bad come back. A day or two after- 
wards, while unrobing, be took his Diary from a pocket of 
his coat, turned the leaves, and with an impressive look, and 
without one spoken word, handed this entry to Mr. Crisparkle 
to read: i 


“My dear boy is murdered. The discovery of the watch and 
shirt-pin convinces me that he was murdered that night, and that 
his jewellery was taken from him to prevent identification by its 
means. All the delusive hopes I had founded on his separation 
from his betrothed wife I give to the winds. They perish before 
this fatal disenvery. I now swear, and record the oath on this 
page. That { never more will discuss this mystery with any human 
creature until 1 hold the clue to it in my hand. That I never will 
relax in my secrecy ar in my search. That [ will fasten the crime 
of the murder of my dear dead boy upon the murderer. And, 
That 1 devote myself w his destruction,” 


CHAPTER XVII: Philanthropy, Professional and Unpro- 
fessional 

Futt half a year had come and gone, and Mr. Crisparkle sat 

in a waiting-room in the London chief offices of the Haven 

of Philantbropy until he could have audience of Mr. Honey- 

thunder. 

In his college days of athletic exercises Mr. Crisparkle had 
known professors of the Noble Art of fisticuffs,and had attended 
two or three of their gloved gatherings. He had now an oppor- 
tunity of observing that as to the phrenological formation 
of the backs of their heads, the Professing Philanthropists 
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were uncommonly like the Pugilists. In the development of 
all those organs which constitute, or attend, a propensity to 
“pitch into” your fellow-creatures, the Philanthropists were 
remarkably favoured. There were several Professors passing 
in and out, with exactly the aggressive air upon them of being 
ready for a turn-up with any Novice who might happen to 
be on hand, that Mr. Crisparkle well remembered in the circles 
of the Fancy. Preparations were in progress for a moral little 
Mill somewhere on the rural circuit, and other Professors were 
backing this or that Heavy-Weight as good for such or such 
speech-making hits, so very much after the manner of the 
sporting publicans, that the intended Resolutions might have 
been Rounds. In an official manager of these displays much 
celebrated for his platform tactics, Mr. Crisparkle recognised 
(in a suit of black) the counterpart of a deceased benefactor 
of his species, an eminent public character, once known to 
fame as Frosty-faced Wogo, who, in days of yore superin- 
tended the formation of the magic circle with tne ropes and 
stakes. There were only three conditions of resemblance 
wanting between these Professors and those. Firstly, the 
Philanthropists were in very bad training: much too fleshy, 
and presenting, both in face and figure, a superabundance of 
what is known to Pugilistie Experts as Suet Pudding. 
Secondly, the Philanthropists had not the good temper of the 
Pugilists, and used worse language. Thirdly, their fighting 
code stood in great need of revision, as empowering them not 
only to bore their man to the ropes, but to bore him to the 
confines of distraction; also to hit him when he was down, hit 
him anywhere and anyhow, kick him, stamp upon him, gouge 
him, and maul him behind his back without mercy. In 
these last particulars the Professors of the Noble Art werc 
auch nobler than the Professors of Philanthropy. 

Mr. Crisparkle was so completely lost in musing on these 
similarities and dissimilarities, at the same time watching the 
crowd which came and went by, always, as it seemed, on 
errands of antagonistically snatching something from some- 
body, and never giving anything to anybody, that his name 
was called before he heard it. On his at length responding, 
he was shown by a miserably shabby and under-paid stipen- 
diary Philanthropist (who could hardly have done worse if he 
had taken service with a declared enemy of the human race) 
to Mr. Honeythunder’s room, 

“Sir,” said Mr. Honeythunder in his tremendous voice, like 
a schoolmaster issuing orders to a boy of whom he had a bad 
opinion, “sit down.” 

Mr. Crisparkle seated himself. 


Mr. Honeythunder having signed the remaining few score. 


of a few thousand circulars, calling upon a corresponding 
number of families without means to come forward, stump up 


instantly, and be Philanthropists, or to go to the Devil, - 
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another shabby stipendiary Philanthropist (highly dis- 
interested, if in earnest) gathered these into a basket and 
walked off with them. . 

“Now, Mr. Crisparkle,”’ said Mr. Honeythunder, turning his 
chair half round towards him when they were alone, and 
squaring his arms with his hands on his knees, and his brows 
knitted, as if he added, I am going to make short work of you : 

“now, Mr, Crisparkle, we entertain different views, you and I, 
sir, of the sanctity of human life.” 

“Do we?” returned the Minor Canon. 

‘“We do,, sit.” 

“Might I ask you,” said the Minor Canon, “what are your 
views on that subject?” 

“That human life is a thing to be held sacred, sir.” 

“Might I ask you,” pursued the Minor Canon as before, 
“what you suppose to be my views on that subject?” 

“By George, sir!” returned the Philanthropist, squaring his 
arms still more, as he frowned on Mr. Crisparkle, “they are 
known to yourself.” 

“Readily admitted. But you began by saying that we took 
different views, you know. Therefore (or you could not say 
50) you must have set up some views as mine. Pray what 
views have you set up as mine?” 

“Here is a man—and a young man,” said Mr. Honey- 
thunder, as if that made the maiter infinitely worse, and he 
eould have easily borne the loss of an old one, “swept off the 
face of the earth by a deed of violence. What do you call 
that?” 

“Nurder,” said the Minor Canon. 

“What do you call the doer of that deed, sir?” 

“A murderer,” said the Minor Canon. 

“JT am glad to hear you admit so much, sir,” retorted Mr. 
Honeythunder in his most offensive manner; ‘‘and I candidly 
tell you that I didn’t expect it.” Here he lowered heavily at 
Mr. Crisparkle again. 

“Be so good as to explain what you mean by those very 
unjustifiable expressions.” 

“T don’t sit here, sir,” returned the Philanthropist, raising 
his voice to a roar, “‘to be browbeaten.” 

‘* As the only other person present, no one can possibly know 
that better than I do,” returned the Minor Canon very quietly. 
“But I interrupt your explanation.” 

“Murder!” proceeded Mr. Honeythunder, in a kind of 
boisterous reverie, with his platform folding of his arms, and 
his platform nod of abhorrent reflection after each short senti- 
ment of a word. “Bloodshed! Abel! Cain! I hold no 
terms with Cain. I repudiate with a shudder the red hand 
when it is offered me.’ 

Instead of instantly leaping into his chair and cheermg 
himself hoarse, as the Brotherhood in public meeting 
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assembled would infallibly have done on this cue, Mr. Cris- 
parkle merely reversed the quiet crossing of his legs, and said 
mildly: ** Don’t let me interrupt your explanation—when you 
begin it.” oer 

othe Commandments say, n0 murder. NO murder, sir!” 
proceeded Mr. Honeythunder, platformally pausing as if he 
took Mr. Crisparkle to task for having distinctly asserted that 
they said: You may do a little murder, and then leave off. 

“And they also say, you shall bear no false witness,” 
observed Mr. Crisparkle. 

“Enough!” bellowed Mr. Honeythunder with a solemnity 
and severity that would have broughi the house down at a 
meeting. “E—e—nough! My late wards being now of age, 
and I being released from a trust which I cannot contemplate 
without a thrill of horror, there are the accounts which you 
have undertaken to accept on their behalf, and there is a 
statement of the balance which you have undertaken to receive 
and which you cannot receive too soon. And let me tell you, 
sir, | wish that, as a man and a Minor Canon, you were better 
employed.” with a nod. ‘Better employed.” with another 
nod. ‘Bet—ter em—ployed!™ with another and the three 
nods added up. Mr. Crisparkle rose; a little heated in the face, 
but with perfect command of himself. 

“Mr. Honeythunder,”™ he said, taking up the papers referred 
to, “my being better or worse employed than I am at present 
is a matter of taste and opinion. You might think me better 
employed in enrolling myself a member of your Society.” 

“Ay, indeed, sir!” retorted Mr. Honeythunder, shaking his 
head in a threatening manner. “11 would have been better 
for you if you had done that long ago!” 

“I think otherwise.” 2 

“Or,” said Mr. Honeythunder, shaking his head again, “I 
might think one of yous profession better employed in 
devoting himself to the discovery and punishment of guilt than 
in leaving that duty to be undertaken by a layman.” 

“I may regard my profession from a point of view which 
teaches me that\its first duty is towards those who are in 
necessity and tribulation, who are desolate and oppressed,” 
said Mr. Crisparkle. ‘* However, as I have quite clearly satis- 
fied myself that it is no part of my profession to make pro- 
fessions, I say no more of that. But I owe it to Mr. Neville, 
and to Mr. Neville’s sister (and in a much lower degree to 
myself), to say to you that J know I was in the full possession 
and understanding of Mr. Neville’s mind and heart at the time 


of this occurrence; and that. without in the least colouring or. 
concealing what was to be deplored in him and required to be. 


corrected, I feel certain that his tale is true. Feeling that 
certainty, I befriend him. As long as that certainty shall last, 
I will befriend him. And, if any consideration could shake 


me.in this resolve, I should be so ashamed of myself for my. 
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meanness, that no man’s good opinion—no, nor no woman’s 
—so gained, could compensate me for the loss of my own.” 

Good fellow! manly fellow! And he was so modest, too. 
There was no more self-assertion in the Minor Canon than in 
the school-boy who had stood in the breezy playing-ficlds 
keeping a wicket. He was simply and staunchly true to his 
duty alike in the large case and in the small. ' So all true souls 
ever are. So every true soul ever was, ever is, and ever will! 
be. There is nothing little to the really great in spirit. - 

“Then who do you make out did the deed?”’ bette Mr. 
Honeythunder, turning on him abruptly. 

“Heaven forbid,” said Mr. Crisparkle, “that in my desire 
to clear one man I should lightly criminate another! I accuse 
no one.” 

“Teha!” ejaculated Mr. Honeythunder with great disgust; 
for this was by no means the principle on which the Philan- 
thropie Brotherhood usually proceeded. ‘*And, sir, you are 
not a disinterested witness, we must bear in mind.” 

“How am I an interested one?’’ inquired Mr. Soe, 
smiling innocently, at a loss to imagine. 

“There was a certain stipend, sir, paid to you for your 
pupil, which may have warped your judgment a bit,” said 
Mr. Honeythunder coarsely. 

“Perhaps I expect to retain it still?” Mr. Crisparkle 
returned, enlightened. ‘‘Do you mean that too?” 

“Well, sir,” returned the professional Philanthropist. 
getting up and thrusting his hands down into his trousers 
pockets, “I don’t go about measuring people for caps. If 
people find I have any about me that fit "em, they can put 
"em on and wear ’em, if they like. That’s their lookout: not 
mine.’ 

Mr Crisparkle eyed him with a just indignation, and took 
him to task thus: 

““Mr. Honeythunder, I hoped when I came in here that I 
might be under no necessity of commenting on the intro- 
duction of platform manners or platform manceuvres among 
the decent forbearances of private life. But you have 
given me such a specimen of both, that I should be a ‘fit 
subject for both if I remained silent respecting them. They 
are detestable.” 

“They don’t suit you, I dare say, sir.’ 

“They are,” repeated Mr. Gee aie, without noticing the 
interruption, “detestable. They violate equally the justice 
that should belong to Christians, and the restraints that 
should belong to gentlemen. You assume a great crime to 
have been committed by one whom I, acquainted with the 
attendant circumstances, and having numerous reasons on 
my side, devoutly believe to be innocent of it. Because I differ 
from you on that vital point, what is your platform resource? 
Tostantly to turn upon me, charging that I have no sense of 
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the enormity of the crime itself, but.am its aider and abettor! 
So, another time—taking me as representing your opponent 
in other eases—you set up a platform credulity; a moved and 
seconded and carried-unanimously profession of faith in some 
ridiculous delusion or mischievous imposition. I decline to 
believe it, and you fall back upon your platform resource of 
proclaming that I believe nothing; that because I will not 
bow down to a false god of your making, I deny the true God! 
Another time you make the platform discovery that war is a 
calamity, and you propose to abolish it by a string of twisted 
resolutions tossed into the air like the tail of a kite. I do not 
admit the discovery to be yours in the least, and I have not 
a grain of faith in your remedy. Again, your platform 
resource of representing me as revelling in the horrors of a 
battle-field like a fiend incarnate! Another time, in another 
of your indiseriminating platform rushes, you would punish 
the sober for the drunken. I claim consideration for the 
comfort, convenience, and refreshment of the sober; and you 
presently make platform proclamation that I have a depraved 
desire to turn Heaven’s creatures into swine and wild beasts! 
Tn all such cases your movers, and your seconders, and your 
supporters—your regular Professors of all degrees, run amuck 
like so many mad Malays; habitually attributing the lowest 
and basest motives with the utmost recklessness (let me call 
your attention to a recent instance in yourself for which you 
should blush), and quoting figures which you know to be as 
wilfully one-sided as a statement of any complicated account 
that should be.all Creditor side and no Debtor, or all Debtor 
side and no Creditor. Therefore it is, Mr. Honeythunder, 
that I consider the platform a sufficiently bad. example and 
a sufficiently bad school, even in public life; but hold that, 
carried into private life, it becomes an unendurable nuisance.” 

“These are strong words, sir!” exclaimed the Philan- 
thropist. : 

“I hope so,” said Mr. Crisparkle. “Good morning.” 

He walked out of the Haven at a great rate, but soon fell 
into his regular brisk pace, and soon had a smile upon his 
face as he went along, wondering what the china shepherdess 
would have said if she had seen him pounding Mr. Honey- 
thunder in the late little lively affair. For Mr. Crisparkle 
had just enough of harmless vanity to hope that he had hit 
hard, and to glow with the belief that he had trimmed the 
Philanthropic jacket pretty handsomely. 

He took himself to Staple Inn, but not to P. J. T. and Mr. 
Grewgious. Full many a creaking stair he climbed before he 
reached some attic rooms in-a corner, turned the latch of their 
unbolted door, and stood beside the table of Neville Landless. 

An air of retreat and solitude hung about the rooms and 
about their inhabitant. He was much worn, and so were 
they. Their sloping ceilings, cumbrous locks and grates, and_ 
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heavy wooden bins and beams, slowly mouldering withal, had 
@ prisonous look, and he had. the haggard face of a prisoner. 
Yet the sunlight shone in at the ugly garret window, which 
had a pent-house to itself thrust out among the tiles; and cn 
the cracked and smoke-blackened parapet beyond, some of the 
deluded sparrows of the place rheumatically hopped, like little 
feathered cripples who had left their crutches in their nests; 
and there was a play of living leaves at hand that changed the 
air, and made an imperfect sort of music in it that would have 
been melody in the country. 

The rooms were sparely furnished, but with good store of 
books. Everything expressed the abode of a poor student. 
That Mr. Crisparkle had been either chooser, lender, or dcnor 
of the books, or that he combined the three characters, might 
have been easily seen in the friendly beam of his eyes upon 
them as he entered. : 

“How goes it, Neville?” 

“T am in good heart, Mr.. Crisparkle, and working away.” 

“I wish your eyes were not quite so large and not quite so 
bright,” said the Minor Canon, slowly releasing the hand he 
had taken in his. 

“They brighten at the sight of you,” returned Neville. 
“If you were to fall away from me, they would scon be duil 
enough.” - - 

“Rally, rally!” urged the other in a stimulating tone. 
“Fight for it, Neville!” 

“Tf I were dying, I feel as if a word from you would rally 
me; if my pulse had stepped, I feel as if your teuch would 
make it beat again,” said Neville. ‘But I have rallied, and 
am doing famously.” 

Mr. Crisparkle turned him with his face a little more to- 
wards the light. 

“T want to see a ruddier touch here, Neville,” he said, 
indicating his own healthy cheek by way of pattern. “I 
want more sun to shine upon you.” ; 

Neville drooped suddenly as he replied, in a lowered voice; 
“JT am not hardy enough for that yet. I may become so, but 
I cannot bear it yet. If you had gone through those Cloister- 
ham streets as I did; if you had-seen, as. I did, those averted 
eyes, and the better sort of people silently giving me too much 
room to pass, that I might not touch them or come near them, 
you wouldn’t think it quite unreasonable that I cannot go 
about in the daylight.” : 

““My poor fellow!” said the Minor Canon in a tone so purely 
sympathetic that the young man caught his hand, ‘I never 
said it was unreasonable; never thought so. But I shou!d 
like you to do it.” 

“And that would give me the strongest motive to do it, 
But I cannot yet. I cannot persuade myself that tke eyes of 
even the stream of strangers I pass in this vast city look at me 
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without suspicion. I feel marked and tainted, even when 1} 
go out—as I do only—at night. But the darkness covers me 
then, and I take courage from it”? rv 

Mr. Crisparkle laid a hand upon his shoulder, and stood 
looking down at him. 

“If I could have changed my name,” said Neville, “I would 
have done so. But, as you wisely pointed out to me, I can’t 
do that, for it would look like guilt. If I could have gone to 
some distant place, I might have found relief in that, but the 
thing is not to be thought of, for the same reason. Hidi 
and escaping would be the construction in either case. It 
seems a little hard to be so tied to a stake, and innocent; but 
I don’t.complain,”” 

“And you must expect no miracle to help you, Neville,” 
said Mr. Crisparkle compassionately. ; 

“No, sir, I know that. The ordinary fulness of time and 
circumstances is all I have to trust to.” : 

“Tt will right you at last, Neville.’ ; 

“So I believe, and I hope I may live to know it.” A 

But perceiving that the despondent mood into which he was 
falling cast a shadow on the Minor Canon, and (it may be) 
feeling that the broad hand upon his shoulder was not then 
‘quite as steady as its own natural strength had rendered it 
when it first touched him just now, he brightened and 
said: 

“Excellent circumstances for study, anyhow; and you 
know, Mr. Crisparkle, what need I have of study in all ways. 
Not to mention that you have advised me to study for the 
difficult profession of the law, specially, and that of course I 
am guiding myself by the advice of such a friend and helper. 
Such a good friend and helper!”? 

He took the fortifying hand from his shoulder, and kissed it, 
Mr. Crisparkle beamed at the books, but not so brightly as 
when he had entered. 

“I gather from your silence on the subject that my late 
guardian is adverse, Mr. Crisparkle?” 

The Minor Canon answered: “Your late guardian is a—a 
Most unreasonable person, and it signifies nothing to any 
reasonable person whether he is adverse, or perverse, or the 
reverse.”’ 

“Well for me that I have enough with economy to live 
upon,” sighed Neville, half wearily and half cheerily, ‘while 
I wait to be learned, and wait to be righted. Else I might 
have proved the proverb, that while the grass grows the steed 
starves!”? 

He opened some books as he said it, and was soon immersed 
in their interleaved and annotated passages; while Mr. Cris- 
parkle sat beside him, expounding, correcting, and advising, 
The Minor Canon’s cathedral duties made these visits of his 
difficult to accomplish, and only to be compassed at intervals 
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of many weeks. But they were as serviceable as they were 
precious to Neville Landless. . . 

" When they had got through such studies as they had in 
hand, they stood leaning on the window-sill, and looking down 
upon the patch of garden: »::“‘Next week,” said. Mr.. Cris- 
parkle, ““you will cease to be alone, and will have a devoted 
eompanion.”’ 

“And yet,” returned Neville, ‘‘this seems an uncongenial 
place to. bring my sister to." 

“T don’t think so,” said the Minor Canon. ‘There is duty 
to be done here; and there are womanly feeling, sense, end 
courage wanted here. ae 

“T meant,” explained Neville, “that the surroundings are 
so dull and unwomanly, and that Helena can have no suitable 
friend or society here.”’ 

“You have only to remember,”’ said Mr. Crisparkle, “that 
you are here yourself, and that she has to draw you into the 
sunlight.”’ 

They were silent for a little while, and then Mr, Crisparkle 
began anew. 

“When we first spoke together, Neville, you told me that 
your sister had risen out of the disadvantages of your past 
lives as superior to you as the tower of Cloisterham Cathedral 
is higher than the chimneys of Minor Canon Corner. Do you 
remember that?” 

“Right well!” 

“I was inclined to think it at the time an enthusiastic 
flight. No matter what I think it now. What I would 
emphasize is, that under the head of Pride your sister is a 
great and opportune example to you.” 

“Under all heads that are included in the composition of a 
fine character, she is.’ 

“Say so; but take thisone. Your sister has learnt how to 
govern what is proud in her nature. She can dominate it 
even when it is wounded through her sympathy with you. No 
doubt she has suffered deeply in those same streets where you 
suffered deeply. No doubt her life is darkened by the cloud 
that darkens yours. But bending her pride into a grand com- 
posure that is not haughty or aggressive, but is a sustained 
confidence in you and in the truth, she has won her way 
through those streets until she passes ‘along them as high in the 
general respect as any one who treads them. Every day and 
hour of her life since Edwin Drood’s disappearance she has 
faced malignity and folly—for you—as only a brave nature 
well directed can. So it will be with her to the end. Another 
and weaker kind of pride might sink broken-hearted, but never 

such a pride as hers: which knows no shrinking, and can get 
no mastery over her.”’ 

The pale cheek beside him flushed under the Pop oy 
end the hint implied in it. 
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“T will do ali I can to imitate her,” said Neville. 

“Do so, and be a truly brave man, as she is a truly brave 
woman,” answered Mr. Crisparkle stoutly. “It is growing 
dark. Will you go my way with me when it is quite dark? 
Mind! it is not I who wait for darkness.”? 

Neville replied that he would accompany him directly. 
But Mr. Crisparkle said he had a moment’s call to make on 


Mr. Grewgious as an act of courtesy, and would run across to | 


that gentleman’s chambers, and rejoin Neville on his own 
door-step, if he would come down there to meet him. 

Mr. Grewgious, bolt upright as usual, sat taking his wine in 
the dusk at his open window; his wine-glass and decanter on 
the round table at his elbow; himself and his legs on the 
window-seat ; only one hinge in his whole body, like a bootjack. 

“How do you do, reverend sir?” said Mr. Grewgious with 
abundant offers of hospitality, which were as cordially de- 
clined as made. “And how is your charge getting on over the 
way in the set that I had the pleasure of recommending to 
you as vacant and eligible?” 

Mr. Crisparkle replied suitably. 

“Tam glad you approve of them,” said Mr. Grewgious, 
ecause I entertain a sort of fancy for having him under 
my eye.”’ 

As Mr. Grewgious had to turn his eye up considerably before 
he could see the chambers, the phrase was to be taken 
figuratively, and not literally. 

“And how did you leave Mr. Jasper, reverend sir?” said 
Mr. Grewgious. 

Mr. Crisparkle had left him pretty well, 

“And where did you leave Mr. Jasper, reverend sir?”? 

Mr. Crisparkle had left him at Cloisterham. 

“And when did you leave Mr. J. asper, reverend sir?’? 

That morning. : 

“Umps!” said Mr. Grewgious. “He didn’t say he was 
coming, perhaps?”? 

“Coming where?’? 

.. Anywhere, for instance?” said Mr, Grewgious. 

ee No, > 

“Because here he is,” said Mr. Grewgious, who had asked 
all these questions with his preoccupied glance directed out 
at window. ‘And he don’t look agreeable, does he?” 

Mr. Crisparkle was craning towards the window, when Mr, 
Grewgious added: 

“If you will kindly step round here behind me, in the gloom 
of the room, and will cast your eyes at the second-floor landing 
window in yonder house, I think you will hardly fail to see a 
slinking individual in whom I recognise our local friend.” 

“You are right!” cried Mr. Crisparkle. 

“Umps!” said Mr. Grewgious. Then he added, turning his 


oe 


face so abruptly that his head nearly came into collision with 
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Mr. Crisparkle’s; ‘‘ What should you say that our local friend 
was up to?” 

_ The last passage he had been shown in the Diary returned 
on Mr. Crisparkle’s mind with the force of a strong recoil, and 
he asked Mr. Grewgious if he thought it possible that Neville 
was to be harassed by the keeping of a watch upon him? 

“A watch?” repeated Mr. Grewgious musingly. ‘‘Ay!” 

“Which would not only of itself haunt and torture his life,” 
said Mr. Crisparkle warmly, “but would expose him to the 
torment of a perpetually-reviving suspicion, whatever he 
might do, or wherever he might go.” 

“Ay!” said Mr. Grewgious, musingly still. ‘‘Do I see him 
waiting for you?” 

“No doubt you do.” 

“Then would you have the goodness to excuse my getting 
up to see you out, and to go out to join him, and to go the way 
that you were going, and to take no notice of our local friend?” 
said Mr. Grewgious. ‘I entertain a sort of fancy for having 
him under my eye to-night, do you know.” 

Mr. Crisparkle, with a significant nod, complied; and, re- 
joining Neville, went away with him. They dined together, 
and parted at the yet unfinished and undeveloped railway 
station, Mr. Crisparkle to get home; Neville to walk the 
streets, cross the bridges, make a wide round of the city in the 
friendly darkness, and tire himself out. 

It was midnight when he returned from his solitary expe- 
dition and climbed his staircase. The night was hot, and the 
windows of the staircase were all wide open. Coming to the 
top, it gave him a passing chill of surprise (there being no 
rooms but his up there) to find a stranger sitting on the win- 
dow-sill, more after the manner of a venturesome glazier than 
an amateur ordinarily careful of his neck; in fact, so much 
more outside the window than inside as to suggest the thought 
that he must have come up by the water-spout instead 
of the stairs. 

The stranger said nothing until Neville put his key in his 
door; then, seeming to make sure of his identity from the 
action, he spoke: 

“I beg your pardon,” he said, coming from the window with 
a frank and smiling air, and a ap ag address; ‘‘the 
beans.” 

Neville was quite at a loss, 

“Runners,” said the visitor, ‘‘Scarlet. Next door at the 
back, 

“Qh!” returned Neville. “And the mignonette and wall- 
flower?” - 

“The same,” said the visitor, 

“Pray walk in.” ; 

‘Thank you.” 

Neville lighted his.candles, and_the visitor sat down. .A 
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handsome gentleman, with a young face, but with an older 
figure in its robustness and its breadth of shoulder; say a man 
of eight-and-twenty, or at the utmost thirty; so extremely 
sunburnt that the contrast between his brown visage and the 
white forehead shaded out of doors by his hat, and the glimpses 
of white throat below the neckerchief, would have been almost 
ludicrous but for his broad temples, bright blue eyes, clusteriag 
brown hair, and laughing teeth. 

“T have noticed—” said he. ‘My name is Tartar.” 

Neville inclined his head. 

““—-T have noticed (excuse me) that you shut yourself up a 
good deal, and that you seem to like my garden aloft here. If 
you would like a little more of it, I could throw out a few liaes 
and stays between my windows and yours, which the runners 
would take to directly. And I have some boxes, both of 
migaonette and wallflower, that I could shove on along the 
gutter (with a boat-hook I have by me) to your windows, and 
draw back again when they wanted watering or gardening, 
and shove on again when they were ship-shape; so that they 
would cause you no trouble. I coulda’t take this liberty 
without asking your permission, so I venture to ask it. Tartar, 
corresponding set, next door.” 

“You are very kind.” 

“Not at all. I ought to apologise for looking in so late. 
But, having noticed (excuse me) that you generally walk out 
at night, I thought I should inconvenience you least by await- 
ing your return. Iam always afraid of inconveniencing busy 
men, being an idle man.” 

“TI should not have thought so from your appearance,” 

“No? Itakeitasacompliment. In fact, I was bred in the 
Royal Navy, and was First Lieutenant when I quitted it. 
But, an uncle disappointed in the service leaving me his 
property on condition that I left the Navy, I accepted the 
fortune, and resigaed my commission.” 

“‘Lately, I presume.” 

“Well, I had had twelve or fifteen years knocking about 
first. I came here some nine months before you; I had had 
one crop before you came, I chose this place because, having 
served last in a little corvette, I knew I should feel more at 
home where I hada constant opportunity of knoeking my 
head against the ceiling. Besides, it would never do for a man 
who had been aboard ship from his boyhood to turn luxurious 
allatonce. Besides, again, having been accustomed to a very 
short allowance of land all my life, I thought I'd feel my way 
to the command of a landed estate by beginning in boxes.” 

Whimsically as this was said, there was a touch of merry 
earnestness in it that made it.doubly whimsical. 

“However,” said the Lieutenant, “I have talked quite 
enough about myself. It isnot my way, I hope; it has merely 
~ been to present myself to you naturally. If you will allow me 


THE MYSTERY OF EDWIN DROOD 161 


to take the liberty I have described, it will be a charity, for it 
will give me something more to do. And you are not to sup- 
pose that it will entail any interruption or intrusion on you, 
for that is far from my intention.” 

Neville replied that he was greatly obliged, and that he 
thankfully accepted the kind proposal. 

“IT am very glad to take your windows in tow,” said the 
Lieutenant. ‘‘Krom what I have seen of you when I have 
been gardening at mine, and you have been looking on, I have 
thought you (excuse me) rather too studious and delicate. 
May I ask, is your health at all affected?” 

“T have undergone some mental distress,” said Neville, 
confused, “which has stood me in the stead of illness.” 

““Pardon me,” said Mr. Tartar. 

With the greatest delicacy he shifted his ground to the win- 
dows again, and asked if he could look at one of them. On 
Neville’s opening it, he immediately sprang out, as if he were 
going aloft with a whole watch in an emergency, and were 
setting a bright example. 

“For Heaven's sake,” cried Neville, ‘don’t do that! Where 
are you going, Mr. Tartar? You'll be dashed to pieces!” 

‘All well!” said the Lieutenant, coolly looking about him 
on the housetop. “All taut and trim here. Those lines and 
stays shall be rigged before you turn out in the morning. 
May I take this short cut home, and say good night?” 

“Mr, Tarter!” urged Neville. “Pray! It makes me giddy 
to see you!” 

But Mr. Tartar, with a wave of his hand and the deftness 
of a cat had already dipped through his scuttle of scarlet- 
runners without breaking a leaf, and “‘gone below.” 

Mr. Grewgious, his bedroom window blind held aside with 
his hand, happened at that moment to have Neville’s chambers 
under his eye for the last time that night. Fortunately his 
eye was on the front of the house, and not the back, or this 
remarkable appearance and disappearance might have broken 
his rest as a phenomenon. But Mr. Grewgious seeing nothing 
there, not even a light in the windows, his gaze wandered from 
the windows to the stars, as if he would have read in them 
something that was hidden from him. Many of us would, if 
we could; but none of us so much as know our letters in the 
stars yet—or seem likely to do it in this state of existence— 
and few languages can be read until their alphabets are 
mastered. 


CHAPTER XVIII: A Seitler in Cloisterham 

Ar about this time a stranger appeared in Cloisterham; a 
. white-haired personage, with black eyebrows. Being but- 

toned up in a tightish blue surtout, with a buff waistcoat and 

grey trousers, he had something of a military air; but he 
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announced himself at the Crozier (the orthodox hotel, where 
he put up with a portmanteau) as an idle dog who lived upon 
his means; and he farther announced that he had a mind to 
take a lodging in the picturesque old city for a month or two, 
with a view of settling down there altogether. Both announce- 
ments were made in the coffee-room of the Crozier, to all whom 
it might or might not concern, by the stranger as he stood 
with his back to the empty fire-place, waiting for his fried sole, 
veal cutlet, and pint of sherry. And the waiter (business 
being chronically slack at the Crozier) represented all whom it 
might or might not concern, and absorbed the whole of the 
information. 

This gentleman’s white head was unusually large, and his 
shock of white hair was unusually thick and ample. “TI 
suppose, waiter,’” he said, shaking his shock of hair, as a New- 
foundland dog might shake his before sitting down to dinner, 
“that a fair lodging for a single buffer might be found in these 
parts, eh?” 

The waiter had no doubt of it. 

“Something old,” said the gentleman. “Take my hat 
down for a moment from that peg, will you? No, I don’t 
want it; look into it. What do you see written there?” 

The waiter read: ““Datchery.” 

“Now you know my name,” said the gentleman; “Dick 
Datchery. Hang it up again. I was saying something old 
is what I should prefer, something odd and out of the way; 
something venerable, architectural, and inconvenient.” 

“We have a good choice of inconvenient lodgings in the 
town, sir, I think,’’ replied the waiter, with modest confidence 
in its resources that way; “indeed, I have no doubt that we 
could suit you that far, however particular you might be. 
But a architectural lodging!”? That seemed to trouble the 
waiter’s head, and he shook it. 

“Anything Cathedraly, now,” Mr. Datchery suggested. 

“Mr. Tope,”’ said the waiter, brightening, as he rubbed his 
ehin with his hand, “would be the likeliest party to inform 
in that line.”’ i 

“Who is Mr. Tope?”’ inquired Dick Datchery. 

The waiter expiained that he was the verger, and that Mrs. 
Tope had, indeed, once upon a time let lodgings herself—or 
offered to let them; but that, as nobody had ever taken them, 
Mrs. Tope’s window-bill, long a Cloisterham Institution, had 
disappeared; probably had tumbled down one day, and never 
been put up again. 

“Tl call on Mrs. Tope,”’ said Mr. Datchery, ‘‘after dinner.’? 

So, when he had done his dinner, he was duly directed to the 
spot, and sallied out for it. But the Crozier being an hotel of 
a most retiring disposition, and the waiter’s directions being 
fatally precise, he soon became bewildered, and went boggling 
about and about the cathedral tower, whenever he could catelt 
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a glimpse of it, with a general impression on his mind that 
Mrs. Tope’s was somewhere very near it, and that, like the 
children in the game of hot boiled beans and very good butter, 
he was warm:in his search when he saw the tower, and cold 
when he didn’t see it. 

He was getting very cold indeed when he came upon a fone 
ment of burial-ground in which an unhappy sheep was grazing, 
Unhappy, because a hideous small boy was stoning it through 
the railings, and had already lamed it in one leg, and was much 
excited by the benevolent sportsmanlike purpose of breaking 
its other three legs, and bringing it down. 

“°Tt *im agin!’ eried the boy as the poor creature leaped; 
“and made a dint in his wool.’’ i 

“Let him be!” said Mr. Datchery. “Don’t you see you 
have lamed him?” 

“Yer lie!”’ returned the sportsman. ‘“E went and lamed 
isself. I see im do it, and I giv’ im a shy as a Widdy-warning 
to ’im not to go a bruisin’ ’is master’s mutton any more.” 

“Come here.’’ : 

*T won’t; Pll come when yer can ketch me.”’ 

. “Stay there, then, and show me which is Mr. Tope’s.’’ 

“°’Ow can I stay here and show you which is Topeseses, 
when Topeseses is t’other side the Kinfreederal, and over the 
crossings, and round ever so many corners? Stoo-pid! 
Ya-a-ah!” 

“Show me where it is, and I’ll give you something.” 

**Come on, then.’’ 

This brisk dialogue concluded, the boy led the way, and 
by-and-by stopped at some distance from an arched passage, 
pointing. 

“Lookie yonder. You see that there winder and door?” 

“'That’s Tope’s?’? 

“Yer lie; it ain’t. That’s Jarsper’s.” 

“Indeed?” said Mr. Datchery, with a second look of some 
interest. 

‘Yes, and I ain’t a-goin’ no nearer ’I, I tell yer.”’ 

“Why not?” 

“°Cos I ain’t a-goin’ to be lifted off my legs and ’aye my 
braces bust and be choked; not if I knows it, and not by ’Im. 
Wait till I set a jolly good flint a fiyin’ at the back o’ ’is jolly 
old ’ed some day! Now look t’other side the harch; not the 
side where Jarsper’s door is; t’other side.”’ 

“ I see.”’ 

“A little way in, o’ that side, there’s a low door, down 
two steps. That’s Topeseses, with *is name on a hoval 

late.”? 
yes Good! See here,” said Datchery, producing a shilling. 
£*You owe me half of this.’’ 

“Yer lie; I don’t owe yer nothing; I never seen yer.”* 

.*I tell you you owe me half of this, because I have no sixe- 
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pence in my pocket. So, the next time you meet : eu Si 


shall do something else for me, to pay me.” 
“All right, give us ’old.”* 
“What is your name, and where do you live?” 
“Deputy. Travellers’ Twopenny, ’cross the green.’ 
-The boy instantly darted off with the shilling, lest -Mr. 
Datchery should repent, but stopped at a safe distance, on the 
happy chance of his being uneasy in his mind about it, to 
goad him with a demon dance expressive of its irrevocability. 


Mr. Datchery, taking off his hat to give that shock of white’ 


hair of his another shake, seemed quite resigned, and betook 
himself whither he had been directed. 

Mr. Tope’s official dwelling, communicating by an upper 
stair with Mr. Jasper’s (hence Mrs. ‘Tope’s attendance on that. 
gentleman), was. of very modest proportions, and partook of 
the character of a cool dungeon. Its ancient walls were 
massive, and its rooms rather seemed to have been dug out of 
them than to have been designed beforehand with any refer- 
ence to them. The main door opened at once on a chamber 
of no describable shape, with a groined roof, which in its turn 
opened on another chamber of no describable shape, with 
another groined roof; their windows small, and in the thick- 
ness of the walls. These two chambers, close as to their atmo- 
sphere, and swarthy as to their illumination by natural light, 
were the apartments which Mrs. Tope had so long offered to 
an unappreciative city. Mr. Datchery, however, was more 
appreciative. He found that, if he sat with the main door 
open, he would enjoy the passing society of all comers to 
and fro by the gateway, and would have light enough. He 
found that if Mr. and Mrs. Tope, living overhead, used for their 
own egress and ingress a little side-stair that came plump into 
the Precincts by a door opening outward, to the surprise and 
inconvenience of a limited public of pedestrians in a narrow 
way, he would be alone, as in a separate residence. He found 
the rent moderate, and everything as quaintly inconvenient 
as he could desire, He agreed, therefore, to take the lodging 
then and there, and money down, possession to be had next 
evening, on condition that reference was permitted him to Mr. 
Jasper, as occupying the gatehouse, of which, on the other 
side of the gateway, the verger’s hole-in-the-wall was an 
appanage or subsidiary part. 

The poor dear gentleman was very solitary and very sad, 
Mrs. Tope said, but she had no doubt he would “speak for her.” 
Perhaps Mr. Datchery had heard something of what had 
occrred there last winter? 

Mr. Datchery had as confused a knowledge of the event in 
question on trying to recall it, as he well could have. He 
begged Mrs. Tope’s pardon when she found it incumbent on 
her to correct him in every detail of his summary of the facts, 
but pleaded that he was merely a single buffer getting through 
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life upon his means as idly as he could, and that so many 
people were so constantly making away with.so many other 
people, as to render it difficult for a buffer of an easy temper to 
preserve the circumstances of .the. several cases, unmixed in 
his mind. 

Mr. Jasper proving willing to speak for Mrs. Tope, Mr. 
Datchery, who had sent up his card, was invited to ascend the 
postern staircase. The Mayor.was there, Mr. Tope said; but 
he was not to be regarded in the light of company, as he and 
Mr. Jasper were.great friends. j 

“T beg pardon,” said Mr. Datchery, making a leg with his 
hat under his arm, as he addressed himself equally to both 
gentlemen; ‘“‘a selfish precaution on my part, and not person- 
ally interesting to anybody but myself. But as a buffer living 
on his means, and having an idea of doing it in this lovely 
place in peace and quiet, for remaining span of life, I beg to 
ask if the Tope family are quite respectable?” 

Mr. Jasper could answer for that without the slightest 
hesitation. : 

“Phat is enough, sir,”’ said Mr. Datchery. 

“My friend the Mayor,” added Mr. Jasper, presenting Mr. 
Datchery with a courtly motion of his hand towards that 
potentate, “whose recommendation is actually much more 
important to a stranger than that of an obscure person like 
myself, will testify in their behalf, I am sure.” 

“The Worshipful the Mayor,” said Mr. Datchery with a low 
bow, “places me under an infinite obligation.” 

“*Very good people, sir, Mr. and Mrs. Tope,” said Mr. Sapsea 
with condescension. ‘* Very good opinions. Very well behaved. 
Very respectful. Much approved by the Dean and Chapter.” 

“The Worshipful the Mayor gives them a character,” said 
Mr. Datchery, ‘‘of which they may indeed be proud. I would 
ask His Honour (if I might be permitted) whether there are 
not many objects of great interest in the city which is under 
his beneficent sway?” 

““We.are, sir,” returned Mr. Sapsea, ‘“‘an ancient city, and 
an ecclesiastical city. We are a constitutional city, as it 
becomes such a city to be, and we uphold and maintain our 
glorious privileges.” 

“His Honour,” said Mr. Datchery, bowing, ‘‘inspires me 
with a desire to know more of the city, and confirms me in my 
inclination to end my days in the city.” 

‘Retired from the Army, sir?’’ suggested Mr. Sapsea. 

‘‘Wis Honour the Mayor does me too much credit, 
turned Mr. Datchery. 

“Navy, sir?” suggested Mr. Sapsea. 

_ “Again,” repeated Mr. Datchery, ‘“‘His Honour the Mayor 
does me too much credit.” 

“Diplomacy is a fine profession,” said Mr. Sapsea as a 
general remark. 2 : Pie tS 


” re- 


166 THE MYSTERY OF EDWIN DROOD 


‘There, I confess, His Honour the Mayor is too many for 
me,” said Mr. Datchery with an ingenious smile and bow; 
‘“* even a diplomatic bird must fall to such a gun.” ~ 

Now this was very soothing. Here was a gentleman of a 
great, not to say a grand, address, accustomed to rank and 
dignity, really setting a fine example how to behave to a 
Mayor. ‘There was something in that third-person style of 
being spoken to, that Mr. Sapsea found particularly recognisant 
of his merits and position. 

“But I crave pardon,” said Mr. Datchery. ‘‘His honour 
the Mayor will bear with me, if for a moment I have been 
deluded into occupying his time, and have forgotten the 
humble claims upon my own, of my hotel, the Crozier.” 

“Not at all, sir,” said Mr. Sapsea. ‘I am returning home, 
and, if you would like to take the exterior of our cathedral in 
your way, I shall be glad to point it out.” 

‘*His Honour the Mayor,” said Mr. Datchery, “is more than 
kind and gracious.” 

As Mr. Datchery, when he had made his acknowledgments 
to Mr. Jasper, could not be induced to go out of the room 
before the Worshipful, the Worshipful led the way downstairs ; 
Mr. Datchery following with his hat under his arm, and his 
shock of white hair streaming in the evening breeze. 

“Might I ask His Honour,” said Mr. Datchery, “whether 
that gentleman we have just left is the gentleman of whom 1 
have heard in the neighbourhood as being much afflicted by 
the loss of a nephew, and concentrating his life on avenging 
the loss?” 

“That is the gentleman. John Jasper, sir.” 

“Would His Honour allow me to inquire whether there are 
strong suspicions of any one?”’ 

‘*More than suspicions, sir,”” returned Mr. Sapsea; “all but 
certainties.” 

“Only think now!” cried Mr. Datchery. 

“But proof, sir, proof must be built up stone by stone,” 
said the Mayor. ‘As I say, the end crowns the work. It is 
not enough that Justice should be morally certain; she must 
be immorally certain—legally, that is.” 

“His Honour,” said Mr. Datchery, “reminds me of the 
nature of the law. Immoral. How true!” 

‘As I say, sir,’’, pompously went on the Mayor, ‘*‘the arm 
of the law is a strong arm, andalongarm. That is the way I 
put it. A strong arm and a long arm.” 

“How forcible! And yet, again, how true!’? murmured 
Mr. Datchery. 

““And without betraying what I call the secrets of the 
prison-house—”’ said Mr. Sapsea. “The secrets of the prison- 
house is the term I used on the bench.” 

“And what other term than His Honour’s would express 
it?” said Mr, Datchery,. : 
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**__Without, I say, betraying them, I predict to you, 
knowing the iron will of the gentleman we have just left (I 
take the bold step of calling it iron, on account of its strength), 
that in this case the long arm will reach, and the strong arm 
will strike.—This is our cathedral, sir. The best judges are 
pleased to admire it, and the best among our townsmen own 
to being a little vain of it.” 

All this time Mr. Datchery had walked -with his hat under 
his arm, and his white hair streaming. He had an odd 
momentary appearance upon him of having forgotten his hat, 
when Mr. Sapsea now touched it; and he clapped his hand up 
to his head, as if with some vague expectation of finding 
another hat upon it. 

“Pray be covered, sir,”’ entreated Mr. Sapsea; magnificently 
implying: “‘I shall not mind it, I assure you.”’ 

““His Honour is very good, but I do it for coolness,” said 
Mr. Datchery. 

Then Mr. Datchery admired the cathedral, and Mr. Sapsea 
pointed it out as if he himself had invented and built it: there 
were a few details, indeed, of which he did not approve, but 
those he glossed over, as if the workmen had made mistakes in 
his absence. ‘The cathedral disposed of, he led the way by the 
ehurchyard, and stopped to extol the beauty of the evening— 
by chance—in the immediate vicinity of Mrs. Sapsea’s epitaph. 

“And, by-the-bye,” said Mr. Sapsea, appearing to descend~ 
from an elevation to remember it all of a sudden; like Apollo 
shooting down from Olympus to pick up his forgotten lyre; 
‘that is one of our small lions. The partiality of our people 
has made it so, and strangers have been seen taking a copy of 
it now and then. I am not a judge of it myself, for it is a 
little work of my own. But it was troublesome to turn, sir; 
‘I may say, difficult to turn with elegance.” 

Mr. Datehery became so ecstatic over Mr. Sapsea’s composi- 
tion, that in spite of his intention to end his days in Cloister- 
ham, and therefore his probably having in reserve many 
opportunities of copying it, he would have transcribed it into 
his pocket-book on the spot, but for the slouching towards 
them of its material producer and perpetuator, Durdles, whom 
Mr. Sapsea hailed, not sorry to show him a bright example of 
behaviour to superiors. 

“Ah, Durdles! This is the mason, sir; one of our Cloister- 
ham worthies ; everybody here knows Durdles. Mr, Datchery, 
Durdles; a gentleman who is going to settle here.” 

“I wouldn’t do it if I was him,” growled Durdles, ‘‘We’re 
a heavy lot.” 

““You surely don’t speak for yourself, Mr. Durdles, 
turned Mr. Datchery, ‘“‘any more than for His Honour.” 

‘“Who’s His Honour?” demanded Durdles, 

“His Honour the Mayor.” , 

I never was brought afore him,” said Durdles, with anys 
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thing but the look of a loyal subject of the mayoralty, “and 
‘it'll be time enough for me to Honour him when I am. Until 
which, and when, and where, 


§ Mister Sapsea is his name, 
England is his nation, 

Cloisterham’s his dwelling-place, 
Aukshneer’s his occupation,’ ” 


Here, Deputy (preceded by a flying oyster shell) appeared 
upon the scene, and requested to have the sum of threepence 
instantly “chucked” to him by Mr. Durdles, whom he had 
been vainly seeking up and down, as lawful wages overdue. 
While that gentleman, with his bundle under his arm, slowly 
found and counted out the money, Mr. Sapsea informed the 
new settler of Durdle’s habits, pursuits, abode, and reputation. 
‘“‘T suppose a curious stranger might come to see you and your 
works, Mr. Durdles, at any odd time?” said Mr. Datchery 
upon that. 

“Any gentleman is welcome to come and see me any 
evening, if he brings liquor for two with him.” returned Durdles 
with a penny between his teeth and certain halfpence in his 
hands; “or, if he likes to make it twice two, he’ll be doubly 
welcome.” 

“TI shall come. Master Deputy, what do you owe me?” 

ees job.” 

“Mind you pay me honestly with the job of showing moe 
Mr. Durdle’s house when I want to go there.” 

Deputy, with a piercing broadside of whistle through the 
whole gap in his mouth, as a receipt in full for all arrears, 
vanished. 

The Worshipful and the Worshipper then passed on to- 
gether until they parted, with many ceremonies, at the Wor- 
shipful’s door; even then the Worshipper carried his hat 
under his arm, and gave his streaming white hair to the breeze. 

Said Mr. Datchery to himself that night, as he looked at his 
white hair in the‘gas-lighted looking-glass over the coffee~ 
room chimney-piece at the Crozier, and shook it out: “For 
a single buffer, of an easy temper, living idly on his means, I 
have had a rather busy afternoon!” 


CHAPTER XIX: Shadow on the Sun-Dial 
AGatn Miss Twinkleton has delivered her valedictory address, 
with the accompaniments of white wine and pound-cake, and 
again the young ladies have departed to their several homes, 
Helena Landless has left the Nuns’ House to attend her 
brother’s fortunes, and pretty Rosa is alone. 

Cloisterham is so bright and sunny in these summer days, 
, that the cathedral and the monastery ruin show as if theig 
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strong walls were transparent. A soft glow seems to shine 
from within them, rather than upon them from without, such 
is their mellowness as they look forth on the hot corn-fields 
and the smoking roads that distantly wind among them. 
The Cloisterham gardens blush with ripening fruit. Time was 
when travel-stained pilgrims rode in clattering parties through 
the city’s welcome shades; time is when wayfarers, leading a 
gipsy life between hay-making time and harvest, and looking 
as if they were just made of the dust of the earth, so very dusty 
are they, lounge about on cool door-steps, trying to mend their 
unmendable shoes, or giving them to the city kennels as a 
hopeless job, and seeking others in the bundles that they carry, 
along with their yet unused sickles swathed in bands of 
straw. At all the more public pumps there is much cooling 
of bare feet, together with much bubbling and gurgling of 
drinking with hand to spout on the part of these Bedouins; the 
Cloisterham police meanwhile looking askant from their 
beats with suspicion, and manifest impatience that the in- 
truders should depart from within the civic bounds, and once 
more fry themselves on the simmering high-roads. 

On the afternoon of such a day, when the last cathedral 
service is done, and when that side of the High Street on which 
the Nuns’ House stands is in grateful shade, save where its 
quaint old garden opens to the west between the boughs of 
trees, a servant informs Rosa, to her terror, that Mr. Jasper 
desires to see her. 

If he had chosen his time for finding her at a disadvantage, 
he could have done no better. Perhaps he has chosen it. 
Helena Landless is gone, Mrs. Tisher is absent on leave, Miss 
Twinkleton (in her amateur state of existence) has contributed 
herself and a veal pie to a picaic, 

“Oh, why, why, why did you say I was at home?”’ cries 
Rosa helplessly. 

The maid replies that Mr. Jasper never asked the question. 
That he said he knew she was at home, and begged she might 
be told that he asked to see her. 

**What shall I do? what shall I do?” thinks Rosa, clasping 
her hands. 

Possessed by a kind of desperation, she adds, in the next 
breath, that she will come to Mr. Jasper in the garden. She 
shudders at the thought of being shut up with him in the house; 
but many of its windows command the garden, and she can 
be seen as well as heard there, and can shriek in the free air 
and run away. Such is the wild idea that flutters through her 
mind. 

She has never seen him since the fatal night, except when 
she was questioned before the Mayor, and then he was present 
in gloomy watchfulness, as representing his lost nephew, and 
burning to avenge him. She hangs her garden hat on her 
arm, and goes out. ‘The moment she sees him from the porch, 
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leaning on the sun-dial, the old horrible feeling of being com- 
pelled by him asserts its hold upon her. She feels that she 
would even then go back, but that he draws her feet towards 
him. She cannot resist, and sits down, with her head bent, 
on the garden seat beside the sun-dial. She cannot look up 
at him for abhorrence, but she has perceived that he is dressed 
in deep mourning. So is she. It was not so at first; but the 
lost has long been given up, and mourned for. as dead. 

He would begin by touching her hand. She feels the inten- 
tion, and draws her hand back. His eyes are then fixed upon 
her, she knows, though her own see nothing but the grass. 

“‘T have been waiting,” he begins, ‘for some time, to be 
summoned back to my duty near you.” 

After several times forming her lips, which she knows he is 
closely watching, -into the shape of some other hesitating 
reply, and then into none, she answers: “Duty, sir?” 

“The duty of teaching you, serving you as your faithful 
music-master.” 

“T have left off that study.” 

“Not left off, I think. Discontinued. I was told by your 
guardian that you discontinued it under the shock that we 
have all felt so acutely. When will you resume?” 

““Never, sir.” 

“Never? You could have done no more if you had loved 
my dear boy.”” 

“I did love him!” cried Rosa with a flash of anger. 

“Yes; but not quite—not quite in the right way, shell I 
say? Not in the intended and expected way. Much as my 
dear boy was, unhappily, too self-conscious and self-satisfied 
(Pll draw no parallel between him and you in that respect) to 
love as he should have loved, or as any one in his place would 
have loved—must have loved!” 

She sits in the same still attitude, but shrinking a little 
more. 

“Then, to be told that you discontinued your study with 
— was to be politely told that you abandoned it altogether?” 

e ed. 

““Yes,” says Rosa with sudden spirit. ‘‘The politeness was 
my guardian’s, not mine. I told him that I was resolved 
to leave off, and that I was determined to stand by my 
resolution.” 

““And you still are?” 

‘“*} still am, sir. And I beg not to be questioned any more 
about it. At all events, I will not answer any more: I have 
that in my power.” 

She is so conscious of his looking at her with a gloating 
admiration of the touch of anger on her, and the fire and 
animation it brings with it, that even as her spirit rises, it 
falls again, and she struggles with a sense of shame, affron’ 
and fear, much as she did that night at the piano, . 
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~*J will not question you any more, since you object to it 
60 much, I will confess. 
- “T do not wish to hear you, sir,” cries Rosa, rising. 

. This time he does touch her with his outstretched hand. 
Tn shrinking from it, she shrinks into her seat again. 

“We must sometimes act in opposition to our wishes,” 
he tells her in a low voice. ‘You must do so now, or do more 
harm to others than you can ever set right.” 

“What harm?” 

“Presently, presently. You question me, you see, and 
surely that’s not fair when you forbid me to question you. 
Nevertheless, I will answer the question presently. Dearest 
Rosa! Charming Rosa!’’ 

She starts up again. 

' This time he does not touch her. But his face looks so 
wicked and menacing as he stands leaning against the sun-dial 
—-setting, as it were, his black mark upon the very face of day 
—that her flight is arrested by horror as she looks at him. 

“T do not forget how many windows command a view of us,” 
he says, glancing towards them. ‘I will not touch you again; 
I will come no nearer to youthan Iam. Sit down, and there 
will be no mighty wonder in your music-master’s leaning idly 
against a pedestal and speaking with you, remembering all 
that has happened, and our shares in it. Sit down, my 
beloved.” 

She would have gone once more—was all but gone—and 
once more his face, darkly threatening what would follow if 
she went, has stopped her. Looking at him with the expres- 
sion of the instant frozen on her face, she sits down on the 
seat again. 

““Rosa, even when my dear boy was affianced to you, I 
loved you madly: even when I thought his happiness in having 
you for his wife was certain, I loved you madly; even when I 
strove to make him more ardently devoted to you, I loved you 
imadly ; even when he gave me the picture of your lovely face 
so carelessly traduced by him, which I feigned to hang always 
in my sight for his sake, but worshipped in torment for years, 
I loved you madly; in the distasteful work of the day, in the 
wakeful misery of the night, girded by sordid realities, or 
wandering through Paradises and Hells of visions into which I 
rushed carrying your image in my arms, I loved you madly.” 

If anything could make his words more hideous to her than 
they are in themselves, it would be in the contrast between 
the violence of his look and delivery, and the composure of his 
assumed attitude. 

“T¥ endured it all in silence. So long as you were his, or so 
ie He i supposed you to be his, I hid my secret loyally. Did 

not 

‘This lie, so gross, while the mere words in which it is told are 
so true, is more than Rosa can endure. She answers with 
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kindling indignation: ‘‘You were as false thoughout, sir, as 
you are now. You were false to him, daily and hourly. You 
know that you made my life unhappy by your pursuit of me. 
You know that you made me afraid to open his generous eyes, 
and that you forced me, for his own trusting, good, good sake, 
to keep the truth from him, that you were a bad, bad man!” 

His preservation of his easy attitude rendering his working 
features and his convulsive hands absolutely diabolical, he 
returns, with a fierce extreme of admiration: ; 

«‘ How beautiful -you are! ; You are more beautiful in anger 
than in repose.. I don’t ask you for your love; give me your- 
self and your hatred; give me.yourself and that pretty rage; 
give me yourself and that enchanting scorn; it will be enough 
for me.” i 

Impatient tears rise to the eyes of the trembling little 
beauty, and her face flames; but as she again rises to leave him 
in indignation, and. seek protection within the house, he . 
stretches out his hand towards the porch, as though he in- 
vited her to enter it.» —- Seria} ; 

“I told you, you rare charmer, you sweet witch, that you 
must stay and hear me, or do more harm than can ever be 
undone. You asked me what harm. Stay, and I will tell 
you. Go, and I will do it!” - , 33 

Again Rosa. quails before his threatening face, though 
innocent of its meaning, and she remains. Her panting 
breathing comes and goes as if it would choke her; but, with a 
repressive hand upon her bosom, she remains. © | mot 

“T have made my confession that my love is mad. __ It is so 
mad, that had the ties between me and my dear boy been one 
silken thread less strong, I might have swept even him from 
your side when you favoured him.” - - : : 

A film comes over the eyes she raises for an instant, as 
though he had turned her faint. 

““Kven him,” he repeats. ‘‘Yes, even him! Rosa, you see 
me and you hear me. Judge for yourself whether any other 
admirer shall love you and live, whose life is in my hand.” 

“What do you mean, sir?”’ 

“T mean to show you how mad my love is. It was hawked 
through the late inquiries, by Mr. Crisparkle, that young 
Landless had confessed to him that he was a rival of my lost 
boy. That is an inexpiable offence in my eyes. The same 
Mr. Crisparkle knows under my hand that I have devoted my- 
self to the murderer’s discovery and destruction, be he whom 
he might, and that I determined to discuss the mystery with 
no one until I should hold the clue in which to entangle the 
murderer as in a net.- I have since worked patiently to wind 
and wind it round him; and it is slowly winding as I speak.”” 

“Your belief, if you believe in the criminality of Mr. Land- 
less, is not Mr. Crisparkle’s belief, and he is a good man,’* 
Rosa retorts. - 
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“My belief is my own; and I reserve it, worshipped of my 
soul! Circumstances may accumulate so strongly even 
against an innocent man, that directed, sharpened, and pointed, 
they may slay him. One wanting link discovered by perse- 
verance against a guilty man proves his guilt, however slight 
its evidence before, and he dies. Young Landless stands in 
deadly peril either way.”’ 

“Tf you really suppose,’ Rosa pleads with him, turning 
paler, “that I favour Mr. Landless, or that Mr. Landless has 
ever im any way addressed himself to me, you are wrong.” 

He puts that from him with a slighting action of his hand 
and a curled lip. 

“TI was going to show you how madly I love you. More 
madly now than ever, for Iam willing to renounce the second 
object that has arisen in my life to divide it with you; and 
henceforth to have no object in existence but you only. Miss 
Landless has become your bosom friend. You care for her 
peace of mind?” 

“T love her dearly.” 

“You care for her good name?”? 

“T have said, sir, I love her dearly.” 

’ “Tam unconsciously,’ he observes with a smile, as he folds 
his hands upon the sun-dial and leans his chin upon them, so 
that his talk would seem from the windows (faces occasionally 
come and go there) to be of the airiest and playfullest—“I am 
unconsciously giving offence by questioning again. I will 
simply make statements, therefore, and not put questions. 
You do care for your bosom friend’s good name, and you do 
care for her peace of mind. Then move the shadow of the 
gallows from her, dear one!’ 

“You dare not propose to me to——”” 

“Darling, I dare propose to you. Stop there. If it be bad 
to idolise you, I am the worst of men; if it be good, I am the 
best. My love for you is above all other love, and my truth 
to you is above all other truth. Let me have hope and favour 
and I am a forsworn man for your sake.”’ 

Rosa puts her hands to her temples, and, pushing back her 
hair, looks wildly and abhorrently at him, as though she were 
trying to piece together what it is his deep purpose to present 
to her only in fragments. 

“Reckon up nothing at this moment, angel, but the sacri- 
fices that I lay. at those dear feet, which I could fall down 
among the vilest ashes and kiss, and put upon my head as a 
poor savage might. There is my fidelity to my dear boy after 
death. Tread upon it!” 

With an action of his hands, as though he cast down some- 

precious. 

“There is the inexpiable offence against my adoration of 
you. Spurn it!” 

With a similar action. 


16 HE MYSTERY OF EDWIN DROOD 


“There are‘my labours in the cause of a just vengeance for 
six toiling months. Crush them!”’ 

. With’another repetition of the action. 

“There is my past and my present wasted life. There is the 
desolation of my heart and my soul. There is my peace; 
there is my despair. Stamp them into the dust; so that you 
take me, were it even mortally hating me!”’ 

The frightful vehemence of the man, now reaching its full 
height, so additionally terrifies her as to break the spell that 
has held her to the spot. She swiftly moves towards the 
porch; but in an instant he is at her side, and speaking in 
her ear. E 

“Rosa, I am self-repressed again. I am walking calmly 
beside you to the house. Ishall wait for some encouragement 
and hope. I shall not strike too soon. Give me a sign that 
you attend to me.” 

She slightly and constrainedly moves her hand. 

“Not a word of this to any one, or it will bring down the 
blow, as certainly as night follows day. Another sign that you 
attend to me.” ; 

She moves her hand once more. 

“T love you, love you, love you! If you were to cast me off 
now—but you will not—you would never be rid of me. No 
one should come between us. I would pursue you to the 
death.”’ 

The handmaid coming out to open the gate for him, he 
quietly pulls off his hat as a parting salute, and goes away with 
no greater show of agitation than is visible in the effigy of Mr. 
Sapsea’s father opposite. Rosa faints in going upstairs, and 
is carefully carried to her room and laid down on her bed. A 
thunderstorm is coming on, the maids say, and the hot and 
stifling air bas overset the pretty dear: no wonder; they have 
felt their own knees all of a tremble all day long. 


CHAPTER XX: A Flight 
Rosano sooner came to herself than the whole of the late inter- 
‘view was before her. It even seemed as if it had pursued her 
into her insensibility, and she had not had a moment’s uncon- 
sciousness of it. What to do she was at a frightened loss to 
know: the only one clear thought in her mind was, that she 
must fly from this terrible man. 

But where could she take refuge, and how could she go? 
She had never breathed her dread of him to any one but 
Helena. Ifshe went to Helena, and told her what had passed, 


that very act might bring down the irreparable mischief that 


he threatened he had the power, and that she knew he had the 
will, to do. The more fearful he appeared to her excited 


’ memory and imagination, the more alarming her responsibility 
appeared; seeing that a slight mistake on her part, either in 
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action or delay, might let his malevolence loose on Helena’s 
brother. 

Rosa’s mind throughout the last six months had been 
stormily confused, A _ half-formed, wholly unexpressed 
suspicion tossed in it, now heaving itself up, and now sinking 
into the deep; now gaining palpability and now losing it. 
Jasper’s self-absorption in his nephew when he was alive, and 
his unceasing pursuit of the inquiry how he came by his death, 
if he were dead, were themes so rife in the place, that no one 
uppeared able to suspect the possibility of foul play at his 
hands. She had asked herself the question, ‘Am I so wicked 
in my thoughts as to conceive a wickedness that others cannot 
imagine?” Then she had considered, Did the suspicion come 
of her previous recoiling from him before the fact? And if so, 
was not that a proof of its baselessness? Then she had re- 
flected, ““ What motive could he have, according to my accusa- 
tion?’’ She was ashamed to answer in her mind, “‘ The motive 
of gaining me!” And covered her face, as if the lightest 
shadow of the idea of founding murder on such an idle vanity 
were a crime almost as great. " 

She ran over in her mind again all that he had said by the 
sun-dial in the garden. He had persisted in treating the dis- 
appearance as murder, consistently with his whole public 
course since the finding of the watch and shirt-pin. If he were 
afraid of the crime being traced out, would he not rather 
encourage the idea of a voluntary disappearance? He had 
even declared that if the ties between him and his nephew had 
been less strong, he might have swept “even him” away from 
her side. Was that like his having really done so? He had 
spoken of laying his six months’ labours in the cause of a just 
vengeance at her feet, Would he have done that, with that 
vioience of passion, if they were a pretence? Would he have 
ranged them with his desolate heart and soul, his wasted life, 
his peace and his despair? The very first sacrifice that he 
represented himself as making for her was his fidelity to his 
dear boy after death. Surely these facts were strong against 
a fancy that scarcely dared to hint itself. And yet he was so 
terrible a man! In short, the poor girl (for what could she 
know of the criminal intellect, which its own professed students 
perpetually misread, because they persist in trying to reconcile 
it with the average intellect of average men, instead of iden~ 
tifying it as a horrible wonder apart?) could get by no road 
to any other conclusion than that he was a terrible man, 
and must be fled from. 

She had been Helena’s stay and comfort during the whole 
time. She had constantly assured her of her full belief in her 
brother’s innocence, and of her sympathy with him in his 
misery. But she had never seen him since the disappearance, 
nor had Helena ever spoken one word of his avowal to Mr. 
Crisparkle in regard of Rosa, though, as a part of the interest 
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of the case, it was well known far and wide. He was Helena’s 
unfortunate brother, to her, andnothing more. The assurance 
she had given her odious suitor was strictly true, though it 
would have been better (she considered now) if she could have 
restrained herself from so giving it. Afraid of him as the 
bright and delicate little creature was, her spirit swelled at the 
thought of his knowing it from her own lips. 

But where was she to go? Anywhere beyond his reach was 
no reply to.the question. Somewhere must be thought of. 
She determined to go to her guardian, and to go immediately. 
The feeling she had imparted to Helena, on the night of their 
first confidence, was so strong upon her—the feeling of not 
being safe from him, and of the solid walls of the old convent 
being powerless to keep out his ghostly following of her—that 
no reasoning of her own could calm her terrors. The fascina- 
tion of repulsion had been upon her so long, and now culmin- 
ated so darkly, that she felt as if he had power to blind her by 
a spell. Glancing out at window, even now, as she rose to 
dress, the sight of the sun-dial on which he had leaned when he 
declared himself, turned her cold, and made her shrink from 
it, as though he had invested it with some awful quality from 
his own nature. 

She wrote a hurried note to Miss Twinkleton, saying that she 
had sudden reason for wishing to see her guardian promptly, 
and had gone to him; also, entreating the good lady not to be 
uneasy, for all was well with her. She hurried a few quite 
useless articles into a very little bag, left the note in a con- 
spicuous place, and went out, softly closing the gate after her. 

It was the first time she had ever been even in Cloisterham 
High Street alone. But, knowing all its ways and windings 
very well, she hurried straight to the corner from which the 
omnibus departed. It was at that very moment going off. 

“Stop and take me, if you please, Joe. Iam obliged to go 
to London.” 

In less than another minute she was on her road to the 
railway, under Joe’s protection. Joe waited on her when she 
got there, put her safely into the railway carriage, and handed 
in the very little bag after her, as though it were some enor- 
mous trunk, hundredweights heavy, which she must on no 
account endeavour to lift. 

“Can you go round, when you get back, and tell Miss 
winkleton that you saw me safely off, Joe?” 

“Tt shall be done, miss.” 

“With my love, please, Joe.” 

“Yes, miss—and I wouldn’t mind having it myself!” But 
Joe did not articulate the last clause; only thoughtit. 

Now that she was whirling away for London in real earnest, 
Rosa was at leisure to resume the thoughts which her personal 
hurry had checked. The indignant thought that his declara- 
tion of love soiled her; that she could only be cleansed from 


THE MYSTERY OF EDWIN DROOD 179 


the stain of its impurity by appealing to the honest and true; 
supported her for a time against her fears, and confirmed her 
in her hasty resolution. But, as the evening grew darker and 
darker, and the city impended nearer and nearer, the doubts 
usual in such cases began to rise. Whether this was noi a wild 
proceeding after all; how Mr. Grewgious might regard it; 
whether she should find him at the journey’s end; how she 
would act if he were absent; what might become of her, alone, 
in a place so strange and crowded; how if she had but waited 
and taken counsel first; whether, if she could now go back, she 
would not do it thankfully; a multitude of such uneasy specu- 
lations disturbed her, more and more as they accumulated. 
At length the train came into London over the housetops; and 
down below lay the gritty streets with their yet unneeded 
lamps aglow, on a hot light summer night, 

“Hiram Grewgious, Esquire, Staple Inn, London.” This 
was all Rosa knew of her destination, but it was enough to send 
her rattling away again in a.cab, through deserts of gritty 
streets, where many people crowded at the corner of courts 
and by-ways to get some air, and where many people walked 
with a miserably monotonous noise of shuffling of feet on hot 
paving-stones, and where all the people and all their surround- 
ings were so gritty and so shabby! 

There was music playing here and there, but it did not en- 
liven the case. No barrel-organ mended the matter, and no 
big drum beat dull care away. Like the chapel bells that were 
also going here and there, they only seemed to evoke echoes 
from brick surfaces, and dust from everything. As to the flat 
wind instruments, they seemed to have cracked their hearts 
and souls in pining for the country. 

Her jingling conveyance stopped at last at a fast-closed 
gateway, which appeared to belong to somebody who had 
gone to bed very early, and was much afraid of housebreakers. 
Rosa, discharging her conveyance, timidly knocked at this 
gateway, and was let in, very little bag and all, by a 
watchman. 

“Does Mr. Grewgious live here?”’ 

“Mr. Grewgious lives there, miss,” said the watchman, 
pointing further in. 

So Rosa went further in, and, when the clocks were striking 
ten, stood on P. J. T.’s door-steps, wondering what P. J. 7’. 
had done with his street-door. 

Guided by the painted name of Mr. Grewgious, she went 
upstairs, and softly tapped and tapped several times. But no 
one answering, and Mr. Grewgious’s door-handle yielding to 
her touch, she went in, and saw her guardian sitting on a 
window-seat at an open window, with a shaded lamp placed 
far from. him on a table in a corner. 

Rosa drew nearer to him‘in the twilight of the room. He 
saw her, and he said, in 4n undertone: “Good Heaven!” 
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Rosa fell upon his neck with tears, and then he said, return- 
ing her embrace: ‘ “ 

“My child, my child! I thought you were your mother!— 
But what, what, what,” he added soothingly, “has happened? 
My dear, what has brought you here?) Who has brought 
you here?” : ys : : ; 

“No one. I came alone.” 

“Lord bless me!” ejaculated Mr. Grewgious. “Came alone! 
Why didn’t you write to me to come and fetch you?” ©. - 
“Thad no time. I took a sudden resolution. Poor, poo 

Eddy!” 

“Ah, poor fellow, poor fellow!” 

“Fis uncle has made love to me. I cannot bear it,” said. 
Rosa, at once with a burst of tears and a stamp of her little 
foot; “I shudder with horror of him, and I have come to you. 
to protect me and all of us from him, if you will!” i 

“] will!” cried Mr. Grewgious with a sudden rush of 
amazing energy. “Damn him! 


‘Confound his politics ! 
Frustrate his knavish tricks ¢ = 
On Thee his hopes to fix ? 

Damn him again !’” 


After this most extraordinary outburst, Mr. Grewgious, : 
quite beside himself, plunged about the room, to all appearance 
undecided whether he was in a fit of loyal enthusiasm or com- 
bative denunciation. 

He stopped and said, wiping his face: “I beg your pardon, 
my dear, but you will be glad to know I feel better. Tell me 
no more just now, or I might do it again. You must be re- 
freshed and cheered. What did you take last? Was it 
breakfast, lunch, dinner, tea, or supper? And what will you 
take next? Shall it be breakfast, lunch, dinner, tea, or 
supper?” q 

The respectful tenderness with which, on one knee before 
her; he helped her to remove her hat, and disentangle her 
pretty hair from it, was quite a chivalrous sight. "Yet who, 
knowing him only on the surface, would have expected 
chivalry—and of the true sort, too; not the spurious—from 
Mr. Grewgious?) 

“Your rest, too, must be provided for,” he went on; “and 
you shall have the prettiest chamber in Furnival’s. Your 
toilet must be provided for, and you shall have everything that 
an unlimited head chambermaid—by which expression I mean 
a head chambermaid not limited as to outlay—can procure. 
Js that a bag?” he looked hard at it; sooth to say, it required 
hard looking at to be seen at all in a dimly-lighted room: “and — 
is it your property, my dear?”  ~ 

“Yes, sir. I brought it with me.” 
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- “Tt is not-an extensive bag,” said Mr. Grewgious candidly, 
“though admirably calculated to contain a day’s provision for 
a canary bird. Perhaps you brought a canary bird?” 

Rosa smiled and shook her head. . 

“Tf you had, he should have been made welcome,” said Mr. - 
Grewgious, “‘and I think he would have been pleased to be | 
hung upon a nail outside, and pit himself against our Staple 
sparrows, whose execution must be admitted to be not quite 
equal to their intention; which is the case with so many of‘us! 
You didn’t say what meal, my dear. Have a nice jumble of 
all meals.” : 

Rosa thanked him, but said she could only take a cup of tea. 
Mr. Grewgious, after several times running out, and in again, 
to mention such supplementary items as marmalade, eggs. 
water-cresses, salted fish, and frizzled ham, ran across to 
Furnival’s without his hat, to give his various directions. And 
soon afterwards they were realised in practice, and the board 
was spread. Fe 

“Lord bless my soul!’ cried Mr. Grewgious, putting the 
lamp upon it, and taking his seat opposite Rosa; ‘‘ what a new 
sensation for a poor old Angular. bachelor, to be sure!” 

Rosa’s expressive little eyebrows asked him what he meant? 

“The sensation of having a sweet young presence in the 
place, that whitewashes it, paints it, papers it, decorates it 
with gilding, and makes it glorious!” said Mr. Grewgious. 
“Ah me! Ah me!” : 

As there was something mournful in his sigh, Rosa, in touch- 
ing him with her teacup, ventured to touch him with her small 
hand too. 

“Thank you, my dear,” said Mr. Grewgious. ‘‘Ahem! 
Let’s talk!’ 

“Do you always live here, sir?’’ asked Rosa. 

“Yes, my dear.” : 

“And always alone?”’ 

“Always alone; except that I have daily company in 2 
gentleman by the name of Bazzard, my clerk.” 

‘‘He doesn’t live here?” 

“No, he goes his way after office hours. In fact, he is off 
duty here altogether just at present; and a firm downstairs, 
with which I have business relations, lend me a substitute. 
But it would be extremely difficult to replace Mr. Bazzard.” 

‘He must be very fond of you,” said Rosa. 

“He bears up against it with commendable fortitude if he 
is,” returned Mr. Grewgious after considering the matter. 

“But I doubt if he is. Not particularly so. You see he is 
discontented, poor fellow.” 

‘Why isn’t he contented?” was the natural inquiry. 

‘*Misplaced,” said Mr. Grewgious with great mystery. 

Rosa’s eyebrows resumed their inquisitive and perplexed 
expression. 
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“So misplaced,” Mr. Grewgious went on, ‘“‘that I feel con- 
stantly apologetic towards him. And he feels (though he 
doesn’t mention it) that I have reason to be.” 

Mr. Grewgious had by this time grown so very mysterious, 
that Rosa did not know how to goon. While she was thinking 
about it, Mr. Grewgious suddenly jerked out of himself, for 
the second time: 

“‘Let’s talk! We were speaking of Mr. Bazzard. It’s a 
secret, and, moreover, it is Mr. Bazzard’s secret, but the sweet 
presence at my table makes me so unusually expansive, that 
I feel I must impart it in inviolable confidence. What do you 
think Mr. Bazzard has done?’‘ 

“‘Oh dear!’ cried Rosa, drawing her chair a little nearer, 
and her mind reverting to Jasper,‘‘ nothing dreadful, I hope?” 

“He has written a play,” said Mr. Grewgious in a solemn 
whisper. ‘A tragedy.” 

Rosa seemed much relieved. 

**And nobody,” pursued Mr. Grewgious in the same tone, 
‘will hear, on any account whatever, of bringing it out.” 

Rosa looked reflective, and nodded her head slowly; as who 
should say, “‘Such things are, and why are they?” 

“Now, you know,” said Mr. Grewgious. “JZ couldn’t write 
a play.” 

“Not a bad one, sir?” said Rosa innocently, with her eye- 
brows again in action. 

“No. If I was under sentence of decapitation, and was 
about to be instantly decapitated, and an express arrived with 
a pardon for the condemned convict Grewgious if he wrote a 
play, I should be under the necessity of resuming the block, 
and begging the executioner to proceed to extremities,— 
meaning,” said Mr. Grewgious, passing his hand under his 
chin, ‘‘the singular number, and this extremity.” 

Rosa appeared to consider what she would do if the awkward 
supposititious case were hers. 

**Consequently,” said Mr. Grewgious, ‘“‘Mr. Bazzard would 
have a sense of my inferiority to himself under any circum- 
stances; but when I am his master, you know, the case is 
greatly aggravated.” 

Mr. Grewgious shook his head seriously, as if he felt the _ 
offence to be a little too much, though of his own committing. 

“How came you to be his master, sir?’”’ asked Rosa. 

‘A question that naturally follows,” said Mr. Grewgious. 
“Tet’s talk! Mr. Bazzard’s father, being a Norfolk farmer, 
would have furiously laid about him with a flail, a pitchfork, 
and every agricultural implement available for assaulting 
purposes, on the slightest hint of his son’s having written a | 
play. So the son, bringing to me the father’s rent. (which I 
receive), imparted his secret, and pointed out that he was 
determined to pursue his genius, and that it would put him ip 
oeril of starvation, and that he was not formed for it.” 
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“Bor pursuing his genius, sir?’’ 

“No, my dear,” said Mr. Grewgious, “for starvation. It 
was impossible to deny the position, that Mr. Bazzard was not 
formed to be starved, and Mr. Bazzard then pointed out that 
it was desirable that I should stand between him and a fate so 
perfectly unsuited to his formation. In that way Mr. Bazzard 
became my clerk, and he feels it very much.”’ 

““T am glad he is grateful,” said Rosa. 

“TY didn’t mean that, my dear. I mean that he feels the 
degradation. There are some other geniuses that Mr. Bazzard 
has become acquainted with, who have also written tragedies, 
which likewise nobody will on any account whatever hear of 
bringing out, and these choice spirits dedicate their plays to 
one another in a highly panegyrical manner. Mr. Bazzard 
has been the subject of one of these dedications. Now, you 
know, £ never had a play dedicated to me!” 

Rosa looked at him as if she would have liked him to be 
the recipient of a thousand dedications. 

“Which again, naturally, rubs against the grain of Mr. 
Bazzard,” said Mr. Grewgious. “He is very short with me 
sometimes, and then I feel that he is meditating, ‘This block- 
head is my master! A fellow who couldn’t write a tragedy on 
pain of death, and who will never have one dedicated to him 
with the most complimentary congratulations on the high 
position he has taken in the eyes of posterity!’ Very trying, 
very trying. However, in giving him directions, I reflect 
beforehand: ‘Perhaps he may not lke this,’ or ‘He might take 
it ill if I asked that;’ and so we get on very well. Indeed, 
better than I could have expected.”’ 

“Ts the tragedy named, sir?” asked Rosa. 

‘Strictly between ourselves,”” answered Mr. Grewgious, “it 
has a dreadfully appropriate name. It is called The Thorn of 
Anxiety. But Mr. Bazzard hopes—and I hope—that it will 
come out at last.” 

It was not hard to divine that Mr. Grewgious had related 
the Bazzard history thus fully, at least quite as much for the 
recreation of his ward’s mind from the subject that had driven 
her there, as for the gratification of his own tendency to be 
social and communicative. 

“And now, my dear,” he said at this point. “if you are not 
too tired to tell me more of what passed to-day—but only if 
you feel quite able—I should be glad to hear it. I may digest 
it the better if I sleep on it to-night.” 

Rosa, composed now, gave him a faithful account of the 
interview. Mr. Grewgious often smoothed his head while it 
was in progress, and begged to be told a second time those parts 
which bore on Helena and Neville. When Rosa had finished, 
he sat grave, silent, and meditative for awhile. 

“Clearly narrated,” was his only remark at last, “and, I 
hope, elearly put away here,”’ smoothing his head again. “See, 
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my dear,” taking her to the open window, “where they live. 
The dark windows over yonder.”’ 

“I may go to Helena to-morrow?’’ asked Rosa. 

“T should like to sleep on that question to-night,’’ he 
answered doubtfully. ‘‘ But let me take you to your own rest, 
for you must need it.’’ 

With that Mr. Grewgious helped her to get her hat on again, 
and hung upon his arm the very little bag that was of no 
earthly use, and led her by the hand (with a certain stately 
awkwardness, as if he were going to walk a minuet) across 
Holborn, and into Furnival’s Inn. At the hotel door he 
confided her to the Unlimited head chambermaid, and saidthat, 
while she went up to see her room, he would remain below, in 
ease she should wish it exchanged for another, or should find 
that there was anything she wanted. 

Rosa’s room was airy, clean, comfortable, almost gay. The 
Unlimited had laid in everything omitted from the very little 
bag (that is to say, everything she could possibly need), and 
Rosa tripped down the great many stairs again, to thank her 
guardian for his thoughtful and affectionate care of her. 

“Not at all, my dear,’ said Mr Grewgious, infinitely 
gratified ; “‘it is I who thank you for your charming confidence 
and for your charming company. Your breakfast will be 
provided for you in a neat, compact, and graceful little sitting- 
room (appropriate to your figure), and I will come to you at 
ten o’clock in the morning. I hope you don’t feel very strange 
indeed in this strange place.’’ 

“Oh no, I feel so safe!” 

“Yes, you may be sure that the stairs are fire-proof,” said 
Mr. Grewgious, “and that any outbreak of the devouring 
element would beperceived and suppressed by the watchman.” 

“J did not mean that,’’ Rosa replied. ‘I mean I feel so 
safe from him.” 

“There is a stout gate of iron bars to keep him out,” said 
Mr. Grewgious, smiling; “cand Furnival’s is fire-proof, and 
specially watched and lighted, and J live over the way.”’ In 
the stoutness of his knight-errantry, he seemed to think the 
jast-named protection all-sufficient. In the same spirit he 
said to the gate-porter, as he went out, “If some one staying 
in the hotel should wish to send across the road to me in the 
night, a crown will be ready for the messenger.”’ In the same 
spirit he walked up and down outside the iron gate for the best 
part of an hour, with some solicitude; occasionally looking in 
between the bars, as if he had laid a dove in a high roost in a 
cage of lions, and had it on his mind that she might tumble out, 


CHAPTER XXI: A Recognition ‘ 
Noruinc occurred in the night to flutter the tived dove: and 
the dove arose refreshed. With Mr. Grewgious, when. the 
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clock struck ten in the morning, came Mr. Crisparkle, who had 
come at one plunge out ofthe river at Cloisterham. 

* Miss Twinkleton was so uneasy, Miss Rosa,’’ he explained 
to her, ‘and came round to ma and me with your note, in such 
a state of wonder, that, to quiet her, I volunteered on this 
service by the very first train to be caught inthe morning. I 
wished at the time that you had come to me; but now T think 
it best that you did. as you did, and came to your guardian.” 

“T did think of you,” Rosa told kim; “but Minor Canon 
Corner was so near him. 4 

“T understand. It was quite natural,” 

“T have told Mr. Crisparkle,” said Mr. Grewgious, “‘all that 
you told me last night, my dear. Of course I should have 
written it to him immediately ; but his coming was most oppor- 
tune. And it was particularly kind of him to come, for he 
had but just gone.” 

“Have you settled,’ asked Rosa, appealing to them both, 

“what is to be done for Helena and her brother?” 
. “Why, really,” said Mr. Crisparkle. ‘‘I am in great per- 
plexity. If even Mr. Grewgious, whose head is much longer 
than mine, and who is a whole night’s cogitation in advance of 
me, is undecided, what must I be?” 

The Unlimited here put her head in at the door—after 
haying rapped, and been authorised to present herself— 
announcing that a gentleman wished for a word with another 
gentleman named Crisparkle, if any such gentleman were 
there. If no such gentleman were there, he begged pardon 
for being mistaken. 

“Such a gentleman is here,” said Mr. Crisparkle, “but is 
engaged just now.’ 

“Is it a dark gentleman?’’ interposed Rosa, retreating on 
her guardian. 

**No, miss, more of a brown gentleman.” 

“You are sure not with black hair?” asked Rosa, taking 
courage. 

“Quite sure of that, miss. Brown hair and biue eyes.” 

“ Perhaps,’ hinted Mr. Grewgious with habitual caution, 
“it might be well to see him, reverend sir, if you don’t object. 

. When one is in a difficulty or at a loss, one never knows in 
what direction a way out may chance to open. It is a business 
principle of mine, in such a case, not to close up any direction, 
but to keep an eye on every direction that may present itself. 
I could relate an anecdote in point, but that it would be 
premature.” 

“Tf Miss Rosa will allow me, then? Let the gentleman come 
in,’’ said Mr. Crisparkle. 

"The gentleman came in; apologised, with a frank but 
modest grace, for not finding Mr. Crisparkle alone; turned to 
Mr. Saar eh and smilingly asked the unexpected question: 

- Who am I?” 
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You are the gentleman I saw smoking under the trees in 
Staple Inn a few minutes ago.” 

“True. There I saw you. Who else am I?” 

Mr. Crisparkle concentrated his attention on a handsome 
face, much sunburnt; and the ghost of some departed boy 
seemed to rise, gradually and dimly, in the room. 

The gentleman saw a struggling recollection lighten up the 
Minor Canon’s features, and, smiling again, said: ‘‘ What will 
you have for breakfast this morning? You are out of jam.’ 

“Wait a moment!” cried Mr. Crisparkle, raising his right 
hand. ‘Give me another instant! Tartar!” 

The two shook hands with the greatest heartiness, and then 
went the wonderful length—for Englishmen—of laying their 
hands each on the other’s shoulders, and looking joyfully each 
into the other’s face. 

“My old fag!” said Mr. Crisparkle. 

“My old master!’ said Mr. Tartar. 

“You saved me from drowning!” said Mr. Crisparkle. 

“ After which you took to swimming, you know!” said Mr, 
Tartar. 

“God bless my soul!” said Mr. Crisparkle. 

“Amen!” said Mr. Tartar. 

And then they fell to shaking hands most heartily again. 

“Tmagine,” exclaimed Mr. Crisparkle with glistening eyes: 
“Miss Rosa Bud and Mr, Grewgious, imagine Mr. Tartar, when 
he was the smallest of juniors, diving for me, catching me, a 
big heavy senior, by the hair of my head, and striking out for 
the shore with me like a water-giant!”’ 

' “Imagine my not letting him sink, as I was his fag!” said 
Mr. Tartar. “But the truth being that he was my best pro- 
tector and friend, and did me more good than all the masters 
put together, an irrational impulse seized me to pick him up, 
or go down with him.” 

“Hem! Permit me, sir, to have the honour,” said Mr. 
Grewgious, advancing with extended hand, “for an honour IE 
traly esteem it. I am proud to make your acquaintance. I 
hope you didn’t take cold. I hope you were not incon- 
venienced by swallowing too much water. How have you 
been since?” 

It was by no means apparent that Mr. Grewgious knew what 
he said, though it was very apparent that he meant to say 
something highly friendly and appreciative. 

If Heaven, Rosa thought, had but sent such courage and 
skill to her poor mother’s aid! And he to have been so light 
and young then! 

“T don’t wish to be complimented upon it, I thank you; but 
I think I have an idea,” Mr. Grewgious announced, after 
taking a jog-trot or two across the room, so unexpected and 
unaccountable that they all stared at him, doubtful whether 
he was choking or had the cramp—‘‘I think I have an ideag 
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I believe I have had the pleasure of seeing Mr. ‘Tartar’s name 
as tenant of the top set in the house next the top set in the 
corner?” 

“Yes, sir,” returned Mr. Tartar. ‘You are right so far.” 

““T am right so far,” said Mr. Grewgious. “Tick that off;” 
which he did, with his right thumb on his left. “‘Might you 
happen to know the name of your neighbour in the top set on 
the other side of the party-wall?”’ coming very close to Mr. 
Tartar, to lose nothing of his face in his shortness of sight. 

“Landless.” 

“Tick that off,” said Mr. Grewgious, taking another trot, 
and then coming back. ‘‘No personal knowledge, I suppose, 
sir?’ j 

“Slight, but some.” 

“Tick that off,” said Mr. Grewgious, taking another trot, 
and again coming back. “Nature of knowledge, Mr. Tartar?” 

-*T thought he seemed to be a young fellow in a poor way, 
and I asked his leave—only within a day or so—to share my 
flowers up there with him; that is to say, to extend my flower 
garden to his windows.” 

“Would you have the kindness to take seats?” said Mr. 
Grewgious. “TI have an idea!” 

They complied: Mr. Tartar none the less readily for being 
all abroad; and Mr. Grewgious, seated in the centre, with his 
bands upon his knees, thus stated his idea, with his usual 
manner of having got the statement by heart; 

- “T cannot as yet make up my mind whether it is prudent to 
hold open communication under present circumstances, and 
on the part of the fair member of the present company, with 
Mr. Neville or Miss Helena. I have reason to know that a 
local friend of ours (on whom I beg to bestow a passing but 
a hearty malediction, with the kind permission of my reverend 
friend) sneaks to and fro, and dodges up and down. When 
not doing so himself, he may have some informant skulking 
about, in the person of a watchman, porter, or such-like 
hanger-on of Staple. On the other hand, Miss Rosa very 
naturally wishes to see her friend Miss Helena, and it would 
seem important that at least Miss Helena (if not her brother 
too, through her) should privately know from Miss Rosa’s 
lips what has occurred, and what has been threatened, Am I 
agreed with generally in the views I take?” 

“T entirely coincide with them,” said Mr. Crisparkle, who 
had been very attentive. 

“As I have no doubt I should,” added Mr. Tartar, smiling, 
“if I understood them.” 

“Fair and softly, sir,” said Mr. Grewgious; ‘we shall fully 
confide in you directly, if you will favour us with your per- 
mission. Now, if our local friend should have any informant 
on the spot, it is tolerably clear that such informant can only 
beset to watch the chambers in the occupation of Mr, Neville, 
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He reporting, to our local friend, who comes and goes there, 
our local friend would supply for himself, from his own pre~ 
vious knowledge, the identity of the parties. Nobody can 
be set to watch all Staple or to coneern himself with comers and 
goers to other sets. of chambers: unless, indeed, mine.’ 


val begin to understand to what you tend,” ” said Mr. Crise. 


parkle, ‘‘and highly approve of your caution.’ 


“T needn’t repeat that I know nothing yet of the why and — 


wherefore,” said Mr. Tartar; ‘“‘ but I also understand to what 
you tend, so let me say at once that my chambers are freely 
at your disposal.” 

“Phere!” cried Mr. Grewgious, smoothing his head tri- 
umphantly, “now we have all got the qleas You have it, 
my dear?” 

“T think I have,” said Rosa, blushing a little as Mr. Tartar 
looked quickly towards her. 

“You see, you go over to Staple with Mr. Crisparkle and 
Mr. Tartar,” said Mr. Grewgious; “I going in and out, and out 
and in, alone, in my usual way; you go up with those gentle- 
men to Mr. Tartar’s rooms; you look into Mr. Tartar’s flower 

_yarden; you wait for Miss Helena’s appearance there, or you 
signify to Miss Helena that you are close by; and you com- 
municate with her freely, and no spy can be the wiser.’ 

“*T am very much afraid I shall be——” 

“Be what, my dear?” asked Mr. Grewgious as she hesitated 
“Not frightened?” 

“No, not that,” said Rosa shyly; “in Mr. Tartar’s way. 
We seem to be appropriating Mr. Tartar’s residence so 
very coolly.” 

“T protest to you,” returned that gentleman, “that I shall 
think the better of it for evermore, if your voice sounds in it 
only once.’ 

Rosa, not quite knowing what to say about that, cast down 
her eyes, and turning to Mr. Grewgious, dutifully asked if she 
should put her hat on? Mr. Grewgious being of the opinion 
that she could not do better, she withdrew for the purpose. 
Mr. Crisparkle took the opportunity of giving Mr. Tartar a 
summary of the distresses of Neville and his sister; the oppor- 
tunity was quite long enough, as the hat happened to require 
a little extra fitting on. 

Mr. Tartar gave his arm to Rosa, and Mr. Crisparkle walked, 
detached, in front. 

“Poor, poor Eddy!” thought Rosa as they went along. 

Mr. Tartar waved his right hand as he bent his head down 
over Rosa, talking in an animated way. 

“It was not so powerful or so sun-browned when it saved 
Mr. Crisparkle,’ thought Rosa, glancing at it; “but it 
must have been very steady and determined even then.” 

Mr. Tartar told her he had been a sailor, roving ev: 
for years and years. 
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“When are you going to sea again?” asked Rosa. 

“Never!” 

Rosa wondered what the girls would say if they could see 
her crossing the wide street on the sailor’s arm. And she 
fancied that the passers-by must think her very little and very 
helpless, contrasted with the strong figure that could have 
caught her up and carried her out of any danger, miles and miles 

_ without resting. 

She was thinking, further, that his far-seeeing blue eyes 

“looked as if they had been used to watch danger afar off, 
and to watch it without flinching, drawing nearer and nearer: 
when, happening to raise her own eyes, she found that he 
seemed to be thinking something about them. 

This a little confused Rosebud, and may account for her 
never afterwards quite knowing how she ascended (with his 
help) to his garden in the air, and seemed to get into a mar- 
vellous country that came into sudden bloom like the country 
on the summit of the magic bean-stalk. May it flourish for 
ever! 


CHAPTER XXII; A Gritty State of Things comes on 

Mr. TarTar’s chambers were the neatest, the cleanest, and 
the best-ordered chambers ever seen under the sun, moon, 
and stars. The floors were scrubbed to that extent, that you 
might have supposed the London blacks emancipated for 
ever, and gone out of the land for good. Every inch of brass- 
work in Mr. Tartar’s possession was polished and burnished 
till it shone like a brazen mirror. No speck, nor spot, nor 
spatter soiled the purity of any of Mr. Tartar’s household gods, 
large, small, or middle-sized. His sitting-room was like the 
admiral’s cabin, his bathroom was like a dairy, his sleeping- 
chamber, fitted all about with lockers and drawers, was like a 
seedsman’s shop; and his nicely-balanced cot just stirred in 
the midst, as ifit breathed. Everything belongingto Mr. Tartar 
had quarters of its own assigned to it: his maps and charts 
had their quarters; his books had theirs; his brushes had 
theirs; his boots had theirs; his clothes had theirs; his case- 
bottles had theirs; his telescopes and other instruments had 
theirs. Everything was readily accessible. Shelf, bracket, 
locker, hook, and drawer were equally within reach, and were 
equally contrived with a view to avoiding waste of room, 
and providing some snug inches of stowage for something 
that would have exactly fitted nowhere else. His gleaming 
little service of plate was so arranged upon his sideboard as 
that a slack salt-spoon would have instantly betrayed itself; 
his toilet implements were so arranged upon his dressing- 
table as that a toothpick of slovenly deportment could have 
been reported at a glance. So with the curiosities he had 
brought home from various voyages. Stuffed, dried, re- 
polished, or otherwise preserved, according to their kind; 
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birds, fishes, reptiles, arms, articles of dress, shells, seaweeds, 
grasses, or memorials of coral reef; each was displayed in its 
especial place, and each could have been displayed in no 
better place. Paint and varnish seemed to be kept some- 
where out of sight, in constant readiness to obliterate stray 
finger-marks, wherever any might become perceptible in Mr. 
Tartar’s chambers. No man-of-war was ever kept more 
spick and span from careless touch. . On this bright 
summer day a neat awning was rigged over Mr. Tartar’s flower 
garden as only a sailor could rig it; and there was a sea-goin 
air upon the whole effect, so delightfully complete, that the 
flower garden might have appertained to stern-windows afloat, 
and the whole concern might have bowled away gallantly 
with all on board, if Mr. Tartar had only clapped to his lips 
the speaking trumpet that was slung in a corner, and given 
hoarse orders to heave the anchor up, look alive there, men, 
and get all sail upon her! 

Mr. Tartar doing the honours of this gallant craft was 
of a piece with the rest. When a man rides an amiable hobby 
that shies at nothing, and kicks nobody, it is only agreeable to 
find him riding it with a humorous sense of the droll side of 
the creature. When the man is cordial and an earnest man 
by nature, and withal is perfectly fresh and genuine, it may 
be doubted whether he is ever seen to greater advantage than 
at such atime. So Rosa would have naturally thought (even 
if she hadn’t been conducted over the ship with all the homage 
due to the First Lady of the Admiralty, or First Fairy of the 
Sea) that it was charming to see and hear Mr. Tartar half 
laughing at, and half rejoicing in, his various contrivances. 
So Rosa would have naturally thought, anyhow, that the 
sunburnt sailor showed to great advantage when, the inspec- 
tion finished, he delicately withdrew out of his admiral’s cabin, 
beseeching her to consider herself its Queen, and waving her 
. free of his flower garden with the hand that had had Mr, 
Crisparkle’s life-in it. 

“Helena! Helena Landless! Are you there?” 

“Who speaks to me? Not Rosa?” Then a second hand- 
some face appearing. 

“Yes, my darling!”’ 

‘““Why, how did you come here, dearest?” 

“II don’t quite know,” said Rosa with a blush; “unless I 
am dreaming!” 

Why with a blush? For their two faces were alone with 
the other flowers. Are blushes among the fruits of the 
country of the magic bean-stalk? 

“Z am not dreaming,” said Helena, smiling. ‘I should 
take more for granted if I were. How do we come together— 
or so near together—so very unexpectedly?” 

Unexpectedly indeed, among the dingy gables and chimney- 
pots of P. J. T.’s connection, and the fiowers that had sprung 
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from the salt sea. But Rosa, waking, told in a hurry how 
they came to be together, and all the why and wherefore of 
that matter. 

“And Mr. Crisparkle is here,” said Rosa in rapid conclusion ; 
**and could you believe it? long ago he saved his life!”’ 

**T could believe any such thing of Mr. Crisparkle,”’ returned 
Helena with a mantling face. 

(More blushes in the bean-stalk country!) 

“Yes, but it wasn’t Mr. Crisparkle,” said Rosa, quickly 
putting the correction. 

“¥ don’t understand, love.” 

*“¥t was very nice of Mr. Crisparkle to be saved,” said Rosa, 
“and he couldn’t have shown his high opinion of Mr. Tartar 
more expressively. But it was Mr. Tartar who saved him.” 

Helena’s dark eyes looked very earnestly at the bright face 
among the leaves, and she asked in a slower and more thought- 
ful tone: , 

“Ts Mr. Tartar with you now, dear?” 

“*Njo; because he has given up his rooms to me—to us, I 
mean. It is such a beautiful place!” 

“Ts it?”? 

“Tt is like the inside of the most exquisite ship that ever 
sailed. It is like—it is like 22 

“Like a dream?” suggested Helena. 

Rosa answered with a little nod, and smelled the flowers. 

Helena resumed after a short pause of silence, during which 
she seemed (or was it Rosa’s fancy) to compassionate some- 
body: “My poor Neville is reading in his own room, the sun 
being so very bright on this side just now. I think he had 
better not know that you are so near.” 

“Oh, I think so too!” cried Rosa very readily. 

“T suppose,” pursued Helena doubtfully, “that he must 
know by and by all you have told me; but I am not sure. 
Ask Mr. Crisparkle’s advice, my darling. Ask him whether 
I may tell Neville as much or as little of what you have told 
me as I think best.” 

Rosa subsided into her state cabin, and propounded the 
question, : 

The Minor Canon was for the free exercise of Helena’s 
judgment, © ) 

‘“*T thank him very much,” said Helena when Rosa emerged 
again with her report. ‘‘Ask him whether it would be best 
to wait until any more maligning and pursuing of Neville on 
the part of this wretch shall disclose itself, or to try to 
anticipate it: I mean, so far as to find out whether any such 
goes on darkly about us?” 

The Minor Canon found this point so dilficult to give a 
confident opinion on, that, after two or three attempts and 
failures, he suggested a reference to Mr. Grewgious. Helena 
_ aequiescing, he betook bimself (with a most unsuccessful 
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assumption of lounging indifference) across the quadrangle 
to P. J. T.’s, and stated it. Mr. Grewgious held decidedly to 
the general principle, that if you could steal a march upon a 
brigand or a wild beast, you had better do it; and he also held 
decidedly to the special case, that John Jasper was a brigand 
and a wild beast in combination. 

Thus advised, Mr. Crisparkle came back again and reported 
to Rosa, who in her turn reported to Helena; She now, 
steadily pursuing her train of thought at her window, con- 
sidered thereupon. 

‘““We may count on Mr. Tartar’s readiness to help us, 
Rosa?” she inquired. 

Oh yes! Rosa shyly thought so. Oh yes! Rosa shyly be- 
lieved she could almost answer for it. But should she ask Mr, 
Crisparkle? ‘I think your authority on the point as good 
as his, my dear,” said Helena sedately, “and you needn’t 
disappear again for that.” Odd of Helena! 

You see, Neville,” Helena pursued, after more reflection, 
‘knows no one else here: he has not so much as exchanged 
a word with any one else here. If Mr. Tartar would call to see 
him openly and often; if he would spare a minute for the pur- 
pose frequently; if he would even do so almost daily; some- 
thing might come of it.” 

“Something might come of it, dear?” repeated Rosa, 
surveying her friend’s beauty with a highly-perplexed face. 
“Something might?” 

“Tf Neville’s movements are really watched, and if the 
purpose really is to isolate him from all friends and acquaint- 
ance, and wear his daily life out grain by grain (which would 
seem to be the threat to you), does it not appear likely,” said 
Helena, “that his enemy would in some way communicate 
with Mr. Tartar to warn him off from Neville? In which case, 
we might not only know the fact, but might know from Mr. 
Tartar what the terms of the communication were.” 

“T see!” cried Rosa. And immediately darted into her 
state cabin again. 

Presently her pretty face reappeared, with a greatly-height- 
ened colour, and she said that she had told Mr. Crisparkle, and 
that Mr. Crisparkle had fetched in Mr. Tartar, and that Mr, Tar- 
tar—< who is waiting now in case you want him,” added Rosa, 
with a half-look back, and in not a little confusion between 
the inside of the state cabin and out—had declared his readi- 
mess to act as she had suggested, and to enter on his task that 
very day. 

‘“*T thank him from my heart,” said Helena. “Pray tell him 
so.’ 

Again not a little confused between the Flower Garden and 
the Cabin, Rosa dipped in with her message, and dipped out 
again with more assurances from Mr. Tartar, and stood 
wavering in a divided state between Helena and him, which — 


THE MYSTERY OF EDWIN DROOD 193 


proved that confusion is not always necessarily awkward, 
but may sometimes present a very pleasant appearance. 

“And now, darling,” said Helena, “we will be mindful of 
the caution that has restricted us to this interview for the 
present, and will part. I hear Neville moving, too. Are you 
going back?” 

“To Miss Twinkleton’s?” asked Rosa. 

“ Yes.” 

“Oh, I could never go there any more; I couldn’t, indeed, 
after that dreadful interview!” said Rosa. 

“Then where are you going, pretty one?” 

“Now I come to think of it, I don’t know,” said Rosa. 
**T have settled nothing at all yet, but my guardian will take 
eare of me. Don’t be uneasy, dear. I shall be sure to be some- 
where.” 

(Zt did seem likely.) 

“And J shall hear of my Rosebud from Mr. Tartar?’’ in- 
quired Helena. 

“Yes, J suppose so; from—” Rosa looked back again in a 
flutter, instead of supplying the name. ‘‘ But tell me ene thing 
before we part, dearest Helena. Tell me that you are sure, sure, 
sure, I couldn’t help it.” 

**Help it, love?” 

“Help making him malicious and revengeful. I couldn’t 
hold any terms with him, could [?” 

“You know how [I love you, darling,” answered Helena 
with indignation; ‘‘but I would sooner see you dead at his 
wicked feet.” 

“That’s a great comfort to me! And you will tell your 
poor brother so, won’t you? And you will give him my 
remembrance and my sympathy? And you will ask him not 
to hate me?” 

With a mournful shake of the head, as if that would be 
quite a superfluous entreaty, Helena lovingly kissed her two 
hands to her friend, and her friend’s two hands were kissed to 
her; and then she saw a third hand (a brown one) appear 
among the flowers and leaves, and help her friend out of sight. 

The refection that Mr. Tartar produced in the Admiral’s 
Cabin by merely touching the spring knob of a locker and the 
handle of a drawer was a dazzling, enchanted repast. Won- 
derful macaroons, glittering liqueurs, magically-preserved 
tropical spices, and jellies of celestial tropical fruits displaye¢ 
themselves profusely at an instant’s notice. But Mr. Tartar 
could not make time stand still; and time, with his hard- 
hearted fleetness, strode on so fast, that Rosa was obliged to 
eome down from the bean-stalk country to earth and her 

ian’s chambers. 

*“And now, my dear,” said Mr. Grewgious, “what is to be 
done next? To pat the same thought in another form: what 
is to be done with you?” 
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Rosa could only look apologetically sensible of being very 

- much in her own way and in everybody else’s. Some passing 

idea of living, fire-proof, up a good many stairs in Furnival’s 

Inn for the rest of her life, was the only thing in the nature 
of a plan that occurred to her. 

“Tt has come into my thoughts,” said Mr. Grewgious, “that 
as the respected lady, Miss Twinkleton, occasionally repairs to 
London in the recess, with the view of extending her connec- 
tion, and being available for interviews with metropolitan 
parents, if any—whether, until we have time in which to turn 
ourselves round, we might invite Miss Twinkleton to come 
and stay with you for a month?” 

“Stay where, sir?” 

“Whether,” explained Mr. Grewgious, ““we might take a 
furnished lodging in town for a month, and invite Miss 
Twinkleton to assume the charge of you in it for that 
period?” 

“And afterwards?” hinted Rosa. 

‘“‘And afterwards,” said Mr. Grewgious, ““we should be no 
worse off than we are now.” 

“T think that might smooth the way,” assented Rosa. 

“Then let us,” said Mr. Grewgious, rising, “‘go and look for 
a furnished lodging. Nothing could be more acceptable to 
me than the sweet presence of last evening, for all the remaining 
evenings of my existence; but these are not fit surroundings 
for a young lady. Let us set out in quest of adventures, and 
look for a furnished lodging. In the meantime Mr. Crisparkle 
here, about to return home immediately, will no doubt kindly 
see Miss Twinkleton, and invite that lady to co-operate in 
our plan.” 

Mr. Crisparkle, willingly accepting the commission, took 
his departure; Mr. Grewgious and his ward set forth on their 
expedition. 

As Mr. Grewgious’s idea of looking at a furnished lodging 
was to get on the opposite side of the street to a house with a 
suitable bill in the window, and stare at it; and then work his 
way tortuously to the back of the house, and stare at that; 
and then not go in, but make similar trials of another house, 
with the same result; their progress was but slow. At length 
he bethought himself of a widowed cousin, divers times 
removed, of Mr. Bazzard’s, who had once solicited his influence 
in the lodger world, and who lived in Southampton Street, 
Bloomsbury Square. This lady’s name, stated in uncom- 
promising capitals of considerable size on a brass door-plate, 
and yet not lucidly as to sex or condition, was BILLICKIN. 

Personal faintness, and an overpowering personal candour, 
were the distinguishing features of Mrs. Billickin’s organi- 
sation. She came languishing out of her own exclusive back- 
parlour, with the air of having been expressly brought-to for 
the purpose from an accumulation of several swoons. ‘ 
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“TI hope I see you well, sir,” said Mrs. Billickin, recognising 
her visitor with a bend. 

“Thank you, quite well. And you ma’am?” returned Mr. 
Grewgious. 

“T am as well,” said Mrs. Billickin, becoming aspirational 
with excess of faintness, ‘‘as I hever ham,” 

““My ward and an elderly lady.” said Mr. Grewgious, ‘‘ wish 
to find a genteel lodging for a month or so. Have you any 
apartments available, ma’am?”’ 

“Mr. Grewgious,” returned Mrs. Billickin, ‘‘I will not 
deceive you; far fromit. I have apartments available.” - 

This with the air of adding: ‘‘Convey me to the stake, if 
you will; but, while I live, I will be candid.” 

“And now, what apartments, ma’am?’’ asked Mr. Grew- 
gious cosily. To tame a certain severity apparent on the 
part of Mrs. Billickin. 

“There is this sitting-room—which, call it what you will, 
it is the front parlour, miss,” said Mrs. Billickin, impressing 
Rosa into the conversation: ‘‘the back-parlour being what 
I cling to, and never part with; and there is two bedrooms at 
the top of the ’ouse with gas laid on. I do not tell you that 
your bedroom floors is firm, for firm they are not. The gas- 
fitter himself allowed that, to make a firm job, he must go 
right under your jistes, and it were not worth the outlay as a 
yearly tenant so to do. The piping is carried above your 
jistes, and it is best that it should be made known to you.” 

Mr. Grewgious and Rosa exchanged looks of some dismay, 
though they had not the least idea what latent horrors this 
carriage of the piping might involve. Mrs. Billickin put her 
hand to her heart, as having eased it of a load. 

“Well! The roof is all right, no doubt,” said Mr. Grew- 
gious, plucking up a little. 

“Mr. Grewgious,”’ returned Mrs. Billickin, “‘if I was to tell 
you, sir, that to have nothink above you is to have a floor 
above you, I should put a deception upon you which I will not 
do. No, sir. Your slates witx rattle loose at that elewation 
in windy weather, do your utmost, best or worst! I defy you, 
sir, be you what you may, to keep your slates tight, try how 
you can.” Here Mrs. Billickin, having been warm with Mr. 
Grewgious, cooled a little, not to abuse the moral power she 
held overhim. ‘‘Consequent,” proceeded Mrs, Billickin more 
mildly, but still firmly in her incorruptible candour: ‘‘con- 
sequent it would be worse than of no use for me to trapse and 
travel up to the top of the’ouse with you, and for you to say, 
‘Mrs. Billickin, what stain do I notice in the ceiling, for a stain 
I do consider it?’ and for me to answer, ‘I do not understand 
you, sir.’ No, sir, I will not be so underhand. I do under- 
stand you before you pint it out. It is the wet, sir. It do 
come in, and it do not come in. You may lay dry there half 
your lifetime; but the time will come, and it is best that you 
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should know it, when a dripping sop would be no name for 
you.” 

Mr. Grewgious looked much disgraced by being prefigured 
in this pickle. 

“Have you any other apartments, ma’am?” he asked. 

“Mr. Grewgious,” returned Mrs. Billickin with much 
solemnity, “I have. You ask me have I, and my open and 
my honest answer air, I have. The first and second floors is 
wacant, and sweet rooms.” 

“Come, come! There’s nothing against them,” said Mr. 
Grewgious, comforting himself. 

“Mr. Grewgious,” replied Mrs. Billickin, ‘‘pardon me, there 
is the stairs. Unless your mind is prepared for the stairs, it 
will lead to inevitable disappointment. You cannot, miss,” 
said Mrs. Billickin, addressing Rosa reproachfully, “place a 
first floor, and far less a second, on the level footing of a 
parlour. No, you cannot do it, miss; it is beyond your 
power, and wherefore try?” 

Mrs. Billickin put it very feelingly, as if Rosa had shown a 
headstrong determination to hold the untenable position. 

“Can we see these rooms, ma’am?” inquired her guardian. 

“Mr. Grewgious,” returned Mrs. Billickin, ““you can. I 
will not disguise it from you, sir; you can.” 

“Mrs. Billickin then sent into her back-parlour for her 
shawl (it being a state fiction, dating from immemorial 
antiquity, that she could never go anywhere without being 
wrapped up), and, having been enrolled by her attendant, led 
the way. She made various genteel pauses on the stairs for 
breath, and clutched at her heart in the drawing-room as if 
it had very nearly got loose, and she had caught it in the act 
of taking wing. : 

“And the second floor?” said Mr. Grewgious, on finding 
the first satisfactory. 

“Mr. Grewgious,” replied Mrs. Billickin, turning upon him 
with ceremony, as if the time had now come when a distinct 
understanding on a difficult point must be arrived at, and a 
_ solemn confidence established, ‘‘the second floor is over this.” 

“*Can we see that too, ma’am?”’ 

“Yes, sir,” returned Mrs. Billickin, ‘‘it is open as the day.” 

That also proving satisfactory, Mr. Grewgious retired into 
consultation, and then, asking for pen and ink, sketched out 
a line or two of agreement. In the meantime Mrs. Billickin 
took a seat and delivered a kind of Index to, or Abstract of, 
the general question. 

“Five-and-forty shillings per week by the month certain 
at the time of year,” said Mrs. Billickin, ‘tis only reasonable 
to both parties. It is not Bond Street, nor yet St. James's 
Palace; but it is not pretended that it is. Neither is it 
attempted to be denied—for why should it ?—that the Arching 
leads to a mews. Mewses must exist. Respecting atten- 
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dance; two is kep’, at liberal wages. Words has arisen as to 
tradesmen, but dirty shoes on fresh hearth-stoning was 
attributable, and no wish for a commission on your orders. 
Coals is either by the fire, or per the scuttle.” She em- 
phasized the prepositions, as marking a subtle, but immense 
difference. ‘“‘Dogs is not viewed with faviour. Besides 
litter, they gets stole, and sharing suspicions is apt to creep 
in, and unpleasantness takes place.” . 

By this time Mr. Grewgious had his agreement-lines and his 
earnest-money ready. “I have signed it for the ladies, 
ma’am,”’ he said, ‘and you’ll have the goodness to sign it for 
yourself, Christian and surname, there, if you please.” 

“Mr, Grewgious,” said Mrs. Billickin in a new burst of 
eandour, “no, sir! You must excuse the Christian name,” 

Mr Grewgious stared at her. 

“The door-plate is used as a protection,” said Mrs. Billickin, 
**and acts as such, and go from it I will not.” 

Mr. Grewgious stared at Rosa. 

“No, Mr. Gzewgious, you must excuse me. So long as this 
*ouse is known indefinite as Billickin’s, and so long as it is a 
doubt with the riffraff where Billickin may be hidin’, near the 
street-door or down the airy, and what his weight and size, 
so long I feel safe. But commit myself to a solitary female 
statement, no, miss! Nor would you for a moment wish,” 
said Mrs, Billickin with a strong sense of injury, ‘“‘to take that 
advantage of your sex, if you were not brought to it by 
inconsiderate example.” 

Rosa, reddening as if she had made some most disgraceful 
attempt to overreach the good lady, besought Mr. Grewgious 
to rest content with any signature. And accordingly, in a 
baronial way, the sign-manual BinLickin got appended to the 
document. 

Details were then settled for taking possession on the next 
day but one, when Miss Twinkleton might be reasonably 
expected; and Rosa went back to Furnival’s Inn on her 
guardian’s arm. 

Behold Mr. Tartar walking up and down Furnival’s Inn, 
checking himself when he saw them coming, and advancing 
towards them! 

“Tt occurred to me,” hinted Mr, Tartar, “that we might go 
up the river, the weather being so delicious, and the tide 
serving. I have a boat of my own at the Temple stairs.” 

‘“‘T have not been up the river for this many a day,” said Mr. 
Grewgious, tempted. 

““T was never up the river,’’ added Rosa. 

Within half an hour they were setting this matter right by 
going up the river. The tide was running with them, the 
afternoon was charming. Mr. Tartar’s boat was perfect. 
Mr. Tartar and Lobley (Mr. Tartar’s man) pulled a pair of 
oars. Mr. Tartar had a yacht, it seemed, lying somewhere 
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down by Greenhithe; and Mr. Tartar’s man had charge of 
this yacht, and was detached upon his present service. He 
was a jolly-favoured man, with tawny hair and whiskers, 
and a big red face. He was the dead image of the sun in old 
woodcuts, his hair and whiskers answering for rays all around 
him. Resplendent in the bow of the boat, he was a shining 
sight, with a man-of-war’s man’s shirt on—or off, according 
to opinion—and his arms and breast tattooed all sorts of 
patterns. Lobley seemed to take it easily, and so did Mr. 
Tartar; yet their oars bent as they pulled, and the boat 
bounded under them. Mr. Tartar talked as if he were doing 
nothing, to Rosa who was really doing nothing, and to Mr. 
Grewgious who was doing this much—that he steered all 
wrong; but what did that matter, when a turn of Mr. Tartar’s 
skilful wrist, or a mere grin of Mr. Lobley’s over the bow, put 
all to rights? The tide bore them on in the gayest and most 
sparkling manner, until they stopped to dine in some ever- 
lastingly-green garden, needing no matter-of-fact identifica- 
tion here; and then the tide obligingly turned—being devoted 
to that party alone for that day; and, as they floated idly 
among some osier-beds, Rosa tried what she could do in the 
rowing way, and came off splendidly, being much assisted; 
and Mr. Grewgious tried what he could do, and came off on 
his back, doubled up with an oar under his chin, being not 
assisted at all. Then there was an interval of rest under 
boughs (such rest!) what time Mr. Lobley mopped, and, arrang- 
ing cushions, stretchers, and the like, danced the tight-rope 
the whole length of the boat like a man to whom shoes were 
a superstition and stockings slavery; and then came the sweet 
return among delicious odours of limes in bloom, and musical 
ripplings ; and, all too soon, the great black city cast its shadow 
on the waters, and its dark bridges spanned them as death 
spans life, and the everlastingly-green garden seemed to be 
left for everlasting, unregainable and far away. 

~ “Cannot people get through life without gritty stages, 
I wonder?” Rosa thought next day, when the town was very 
gritty again, and everything had a strange and an uncomfort- 
able appearance of seeming to wait for something that 
wouldn’t come. No. She began to think that, now the Cloister- 
ham school-days had glided past and gone, the gritty stages 
would begin to set in at intervals, and make themselves 
wearily known! 

Yet what did Rosa expect? Did she expect Miss Twinkle- 
ton? Miss Twinkleton duly came. Forth from her back- 
parlour issued the Billickin to receive Miss Twinkleton, and 
War was in the Billickin’s eye from that fell moment. 

Miss Twinkleton brought a quantity of luggage with her, 
having all Rosa’s as well as her own. The Billickin took it 
ill that Miss Twinkleton’s mind, being sorely disturbed by 
this luggage, failed to take in her personal identity with that 
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clearness of perception which was due to its demands. State- 
liness mounted her gloomy throne upon the Billickin’s brow 
in consequence. And when Miss Twinkleton, in agitation 
taking stock of her trunks and packages, of which she had 
seventeen, particularly counted in the Billickin herself as 
number eleven, the B. found it necessary to repudiate. 

“Things cannot too soon be put upon the footing,” said she, 
with a candour so demonstrative as to be almost obtrusive, 
“that the person of the ’ouse is not a box, nor yet a bundle, 
hor a carpet bag. No, I am ’ily obleeged to you, Miss 
Twinkleton, nor yet a beggar.” 

This last disclaimer had reference to Miss Twinkleton’s 
distractedly pressing two-and-sixpence on her, instead of 
the cabman. 

Thus cast off, Miss Twinkleton wildly inquired ‘which 
gentleman” was to be paid? There being two gentlemen in 
that position (Miss Twinkleton having arrived with two cabs), 
each gentleman, on being paid, held forth his two-and-sixpence 
on the flat of his open hand, and, with a speechless stare and 
a dropped jaw, displayed his wrong to heaven and earth. 
Terrified by this alarming spectacle, Miss Twinkleton placed 
another shilling in each hand; at the same time appealing 
to the law in flurried accents, and recounting her luggage 
this time with the two gentlemen in, who caused the total to 
come out complicated. Meanwhile the two gentlemen, each 
looking very hard at the last shilling grumblingly, as if it 
might become eighteen-pence if he kept his eyes on it, de- 
scended the door-steps, ascended their carriages, and drove 
a leaving Miss Twinkleton on a bonnet box in tears. 

The Billickin beheld this manifestation of weakness with- 
out sympathy, and gave directions for ‘“‘a young man to be 
got in” to wrestle with the luggage. When that gladiator had 
disappeared from the arena, peace ensued, and the new 
lodgers dined. 

But the Billickin had somehow come to the knowledge 
that Miss Twinkleton kept a school. The leap from that know- 
ledge to the inference that Miss Twinkleton set herself to 
teach her something was easy. “But you don’t do it,” solilo- 
quised the Billickin; ‘‘J am not your pupil, whatever she,” 
meaning Rosa, ‘‘may be, poor thing!” 

Miss Twinkleton, on the other hand, having changed her 
dress and recovered her spirits, was animated by a bland desire 
to improve the occasion in all ways, and to be as serene a 
model as possible. In a happy compromise between her two 
states of existence, she had already become, with her work- 
basket before her, the equably vivacious companion with a 
slight judicious flavouring of information, when the Billickin 
announced herself. 

“T will not hide from you, ladies,” said the B., enveloped 
in the shawl of state, ‘for it is not my character to hide 
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neither my motives nor my actions, that I take the liberty to 
look in upon you to express a ’ope that your dinner was to your 
liking. Though not Professed but Plain, still her wages should 
be a sufficient object to her to stimulate to soar above mere 
roast and biled.” 

““We dined very well indeed,” said Rosa, ‘‘thank you.” 

“Accustomed,” said Miss Twinkleton with a gracious air, 
which to the jealous ears of the Billickin seemed to add “my 
good woman”—‘accustomed to a liberal and nutritious, yet 
plain and salutary diet, we have found no reason to bemoan 
our absence from the ancient city, and the methodical house- 
hold, in which the quiet routine of our lot has been hitherto 

es 

“T did think it well to mention to my cook,” observed the 
Billickin with a gush of eandour, “‘which I ’ope you will agree 
with, Miss Twinkleton, was a right precaution, that the young 
lady being used to what we should consider here but poor diet, 
had better be brought forward by degrees. For, a rush from 
scanty feeding to generous feeding, and from what you may 
call messing to what you may call method, do require a power 
of constitution which is not often found in youth, particular 
when undermined by boarding-school!” 

It will be seen that the Billickin now openly pitted herself 
against Miss Twinkleton, as one whom she had fully ascer- 
tained to be her natural enemy. 

“Your remarks,” returned Miss Twinkleton, from a remote 
moral eminence, “‘are well meant, I have no doubt; but you 
will permit me to observe that they develop a mistaken view 
of the subject, which can only be imputed to your extreme 
want of accurate information.” 

“My informiation,” retorted the Billickin, throwing in an 
extra syllable for the sake of emphasis at once polite and power- 
ful—‘‘my informiation, Miss Twinkleton, were my own ex- 
perience, which I believe is usually considered to be good 
guidance. But whether so or not, I was put in youth to a 
very genteel boarding-school, the mistress being no less a lady 
than yourself, of about your own age, or it may be some years 
younger, and a poorness of blood flowed from the table which 
has run through my life.” 

“Very likely,’ said Miss Twinkleton, still from her distant 
eminence; ‘“‘and very much to be deplored.—Rosa, my dear, 
how are you getting on with your work?” 

‘*Miss Twinkleton,” resumed the Billickin in a courtly 
manner, ‘before retiring on the int, as a lady should, I wish 
to ask of yourself, as a lady, whether I am to consider that my 
words is doubted?” 

“T am not aware on what ground you cherish such a sup- 
position—” began Miss Twinkleton, when the Billickin neatly 
stopped her. 

“Do not, if you please, put suppositions betwixt my lips 
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where none such have been imparted by myself. Your flow of 
words is great, Miss Twinkleton, and no doubt is expected 
from you by your pupils, and no doubt is considered worth 
the money. No doubt, I amsure. But not paying for flows 
of words, and not asking to be favoured with them here, I 
wish to repeat my question.” 

“Tf you refer to the poverty of your circulation—” began 
Miss Twinkleton, when again the Billickin neatly stopped her. 

“T have used no such expressions.” 

“Tf you refer, then, to the poorness of your blood 

“Brought upon me,” stipulated the Billickin expressly, 
* at a boarding school a? 

“Then,” resumed Miss Twinkleton, ‘all I can say is, that 
I am bound to believe, on your asseveration, that it is very 
poor indeed. I cannot forbear adding, that if that unfortu- 
nate circumstance influences your conversation, it is much to 
be Jameented, and it is eminently desirable that your blood 
il) ticher.—Rosa, my dear, how are you getting on with your 
work?” 

“Hem! Before retiring, miss,” proclaimed the Billickin to 
Rosa, loftily cancelling Miss Twinkleton, ‘‘I should wish it to 
be understood between yourself and me that my transactions 
in future is with you alone. I know no elderly lady here, miss, 
none older than yourself.’ 

“A highly desirable arrangement, Rosa, my dear,” observed 
Miss Twinkleton. 

“Tt is not, miss,’’ said the Billickin with a sarcastic smile, 
“that I possess the Mill I have heard of, in which old single 
ladies could be ground up young (what a gift it would be to 
some of us!), but that I limit myself to you totally.” 

““When I have any desire to communicate a request to the 
person of the house, Rosa, my dear,” observed Miss Twinkleton 
with majestic cheerfulness, “I will make it known to you, and 
you will kindly undertake, I am sure, that it is conveyed to 
the proper querter.” : 

“Good evening, miss,” said the Billickin, at once affection- 
ately and distantly. ‘‘Being alone in my eyes, I wish you 
good evening with best wishes, and do not find myself drove, 
I am truly ’appy to say, into expressing my contempt for an 
indiwidual, unfortunately for yourself, belonging to you.” 

The Billickin gracefully withdrew with this parting speech, 
and from that time Rosa occupied the restless position of 
shuttlecock between these two battledores. Nothing could 
be done without a smart match being played out. Thus, on 
the daily-arising question of dinner, Miss Twinkleton would 
say, the three being present together: 

“Perhaps, my love, you will consult with the person of the 
house whether she can procure us a lamb’s fry; or, failing that, 
a roast fowl.” 

On which the Billickin would retort (Rosa not having 
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spoken a word), “‘If you was better accustomed to butcher's 

meat, miss, you would not entertain the idea of a lamb’s fry. , 
Firstly, because lambs has long been sheep, and secondly, | 
because there is such things as killing days, and there is not., 
As to roast fowls, miss, why you must he quite surfeited with { 
roast fowls, Jetting alone your buying, when you market for 

yourself, the agedest of poultry with the scaliest of legs, quite 

as if you was accustomed to picking ’em out for cheapness. 

Try a little inwention, miss. Use yourself to ’ousekeeping a 

bit. Come, now, think of somethink else.” 

To this encouragement, offered with the indulgent toleration 
of a wise and liberal expert, Miss Twinkleton would rejoin, 
reddening: 

“Or, my dear, you might propose to the person of the house 
a duck.” 

“Well, miss!’? the Billickin would exclaim (still no word 
being spoken by Rosa), “you do surprise me when you speak 
of ducks! Not to mention that they’re getting out of season 
and very dear, it really strikes to my heart to see you have a 
duck; for the breast, which is the only delicate cuts in a duck, 
always goes in a direction which I cannot imagine where, and 
your own plate comes down so miserably skin-and-bony! Try 
again, miss. Think more of yourself, and less of others. A 
dish of sweetbreads, now, or a bit of mutton. Something at 
which you can get your equal chance.” 

Occasionally the game would wax very brisk indeed. and 
would be kept up with a smartness rendering such an encounter 
as this quite tame. But the Billickin almost invariably made 
by far the higher score; and would come in with side-hits of the 
most unexpected and extraordinary description, when she 
seemed without a chance. 

Allthis did not improve the gritty state of things in London, 
or the air that London had acquired in Rosa’s eyes of waiting 
for something that never came. Tired of working and con- 
versing with Miss Twinkleton, she suggested working and 
reading: to which Miss Twinkleton readily assented, as an 
admirable reader, of tried powers. But Rosa soon made the 
discovery that Miss Twinkleton didn’t read fairly. She cut 
out the love scenes, interpolated passages in praise of female 
celibacy, and was guilty of other glaring pious frauds. As an 
instance in point, take the glowing passage: ‘‘Ever dearest 
and best adored,—said Edward, clasping the dear head to his 
breast, and drawing the silken hair through his caressing 
fingers, from which he suffered it to fall like golden rain,—ever 
dearest and best adored, let us fly from the unsympathetic 
world and the sterile coldness of the stony-hearted, to the 
rich warm Paradise of Trust and Love.” Miss Twinkleton’s 
fraudulent version tamely ran thus: “Ever engaged to me with 
the consent of our parents on both sides, and the approbation 
of the silver-haired rector of the district,—said Edward, 
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respectfully raising to his lips the taper fingers so skilful in 
embroidery, tambour, crochet, and other truly feminine arts, 
—let me call on thy papa ere to-morrow’s dawn has sunk into 
the west, and propose a suburban establishment, lowly it may 
de, but within our means, where he will be always welcome as 
an evening guest, and where every arrangement shall invest 
economy, and constant interchange of scholastic acquirements, 
with the attributes of the ministering angel to domestic bliss.” 
As the days crept on, and nothing happened, the neighbours 
began to say that the pretty girl at Billickin’s, who looked so 
wistfully and so much out of the gritty windows of the draw- 
ing-room, seemed to be losing her spirits. The pretty girl 
might have lost them but for the accident of lighting on some 
books of voyages and sea adventure. Asa compensation against 
their romance, Miss Twinkleton, reading aloud, made the most 
of all the latitudes and longitudes, bearings, winds, currents, 
offsets, and other statistics (which she felt to be none the less 
improving because they expressed nothing whatever to her); 
while Rosa, listening intently, made the most of what was 
nearest to her heart. So they both did better than before. 


CHAPTER XXIII : The Dawn again 

A.truougs Mr. Crisparkle and John Jasper met daily under the 
cathedral roof, nothing at any time passed between them 
having reference to Edwin Drood, after the time, more than 
half a year gone by, when Jasper mutely showed the Minor 
Canon the conclusion and the resolution entered in his Diary. 
It is not likely that they ever met, though so often, without 
the thoughts of each reverting to the subject. It is not likely 
that they ever met, though so often, without a sensation on 
the part of each that the other was a perplexing secret to him. 
Jasper as the denouncer and pursuer of Neville Landless, and 
Mr. Crisparkle as his consistent advocate and protector, must 
at least have stood sufficiently in opposition to have speculated 
with keen interest on the steadiness and next direction of the 
other’s designs. But neither ever broached the theme. 

False pretence not being in the Minor Canon’s nature, he 
doubtless displayed openly that he would at any time have 
revived the subject, and even desired to discuss it. The 
determined reticence of Jasper, however, was not to be so 
approached. Impassive, moody, solitary, resolute, so con- 
centrated on one idea, and on its attendant fixed purpose, that 
he would share it with no fellow-creature, he lived apart from 
human life. Constantly exercising an art which brought him 
into mechanical harmony with others, and which could not 
have been pursued unless he and they had been in the nicest 
mechanical] relations and unison, it is curious to consider that 
the spirit of the man was in moral accordance or interchange 
with nothing around him. This, indeed, he had confided to 
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his lost nephew, before the occasion for his present inflexibility 
arose. 


That he must know of Rosa’s abrupt departure, and that he 


must divine its cause, was not to be doubted. Did he suppose 
that he had terrified her into silence? or did he suppose tha; 
she had imparted to any one—to Mr. Crisparkle himself, for. 
instance—the particulars of his last interview with her? Mr. 
Crisparkle could not determine this in his mind. He could 
not but admit, however, as a just man, that it was not, of itself, 
a crime to fall in love with Rosa, any more than it was a crime 
to offer to set love above revenge. 

The dreadful suspicion of Jasper, which Rosa was so shocked 
to have received into her imagination, appeared to have no 
harbour in Mr. Crisparkle’s. If it ever haunted Helena’s 
thoughts or Neville’s, neither gave it one spoken word of 
utterance. Mr.-Grewgious took no pains to conceal his im- 
placable dislike of Jasper, yet he never referred it, however 
distantly, to such a source. _ But he was areticent as wellas an 
eccentric man; and he made no mention of a certain evening 
when he warmed his hands at the gatehouse fire, and looked 
down steadily upon a certain heap of torn and miry clothes 
upon the floor. 

Drowsy Cloisterham, whenever it awoke to a passing recon- 
sideration of a story above six months old, and dismissed by 
the bench of magistrates, was pretty equally divided in opinion 
whether John Jasper’s beloved nephew had been killed by his 
treacherously passionate rival, or in an open struggle; or had, 
for his own purposes, spirited himself away. It then lifted up 
its head, to notice that the bereaved Jasper was still ever 
devoted to discovery and revenge; and then dozed off again. 
This was the condition of matters, all round, at the period to 
which the present history has now attained. 

The cathedral doors have closed for the night; and the 
Choir Master, on a short leave of absence for two or three 
services, sets his face towards London. He travels thither 
by the means by which Rosa travelled, and arrives, as Rosa 
arrived, on a hot, dusty evening. 

His travelling baggage is easily carried in his hand, and he 
repairs with it on foot to a hybrid hotel in a little square behind 
Aldersgate Street, near the General Post Office. It is hotel, 
boarding-house, or lodging-house, at its visitor’s option. It 
announces itself, in the new Railway Advertisers, as a novel 
enterprise, timidly beginning to spring up. It bashfully, 
almost apologetically, gives the traveller to understand that 
it does not expect him, on the good old constitutional hotel 
plan, to order a pint of sweet blacking for his drinking, and 
throw it away; but insinuates that he may have his boots 
blacked instead of his stomach, and maybe also have bed, 
breakfast, attendance, and a porter up all night, for a certain 
fixed charge. From these and similar premises, many true 
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Britons in the lowest spirits deduce that the times are levelling | 
times, except in the article of high-roads, of which there will 
shortly be not one in England. , 

He eats without appetite, and soon goes forth again. East- 
ward, and still eastward, through the stale streets he takes his 
way, until he reaches his destination: a miserable court, 

specially miserable among many such. ; 

He ascends a broken staircase, opens a door, looks into a 
dark stifling room, and says: “Are you alone here?” 

“Alone, deary; worse luck for me, and better for you,”’ 
replies a croaking voice. ‘‘Come in, come in, whoever you be: 
I can’t see you till I light a match, yet I seem to know the 
sound of your speaking. I’m acquainted with you, ain’t 1?” 

“Light your match, and try.”’ 

_ “So J will, deary, so I will; but my hand that shakes, as I 
ean’t lay it on a match allinamoment. And I cough so, that, 
put my matches where I may, I never find ’em there. They 
jump and start, as I cough and cough, like live things. Are 
you or 2 voyage, deary?”’ 

“No. 


“Not seafaring?” 

**No.?? : 

“*Well, there’s land customers, and there’s water customers. 
Y’m mother to both. Different from Jack Chinaman t’other 
side the court, He ain’t a father to neither. It ain’t in bim. 
And he ain’t got the true secret of mixing, though he charges 
as much as me that has, and more if he can get it. Here’s a 
match, and now where’s the candle? If my cough takes me, 
I shall cough out twenty matches afore I gets a light.’ 

But she finds the candle, and lights it, before the cough 
comes on. It seizes her in the moment of success, and she sits 
down rocking herself to and fro, and gasping at intervals: 
“Oh, my lungs is awful bad! my lungs is wore away to cabbage- 
nets!” until the fit is over. During its continuance she has 
had no power of sight, or any other power not absorbed in the 
struggle: but, as it leaves her, she begins to strain her eyes, 
and, as soon as she is able to articulate. she cries, staring: 

“Why, it’s you!” 

“Are you so surprised to sec me?” 

“J thought I never should have seen you again, deary. I 
thought you was dead, and gone to Heaven.” 

“ce Why bg ” 

**I didn’t suppose you could have kept away, alive, so long, 
from the poor old soul with the real receipt for mixing it, And 
you are in mourning too! Why didn’t you come and have a 
pipe or two of comfort? Did they leave you money, perhaps, 
and so you didn’t want comfort?” 

**No.”? 

“Who was they as died, deary?”’ 

“A relative.” 
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“Died of what, lovey?” 
' “Probably, Death.’’ 

“We are short to-night!’? cries the woman with a pro- 
pitiatory laugh. ‘Short and snappish we are! But we’re 
out of sorts for want of a smoke. We’ve got the all-overs, 
haven’t us, deary? But this is the place to cure ’em in; this 
is the place where the all-overs is smoked off.” 

“You may make ready, then,’’ replies the visitor, “‘as soon 
as you like.’’ 

He divests himself of his shoes, loosens his cravat, and lies 
across the foot of the squalid bed, with his head resting on his 
left hand. 

“Now. you begin to look like yourself,’ says the woman 
approvingly. ‘Now I begin to know my old customer indeed! 
Been trying to mix for yourself this long time, poppet?’’ 

“I have been taking it now and then in my own way.” 

“Never take it your own way. It ain’t good for trade, and 
it ain’t good for you. Where’s my ink-bottle, and where’s my 
thimble, and where’s my little spoon? He’s going to take it 
in a artful form, now, my deary dear!” 

Entering on her process, and beginning to bubble and blow 
at the faint spark enclosed in the hollow of her hands, she 
speaks, from time to time, in a tone of snuffling satisfaction, 
without leaving off. When he speaks, he does so without 
looking at her, and as if his thoughts were already roaming 
away by anticipation. 

“TPve got a pretty many smokes ready for you, first and last, 
haven’t I, chuckey?” 

“A good many.” 

“When you first come you was quite new to it, warn’t ye?” 

“Yes, I was easily disposed of, then.” 

“But you got on in the world, and was able by-and-by to 
take your pipe with the best of ’em, warn’t ye?” 

“Ah! and the worst.’ 

“Tt’s just ready for you. What a sweet singer you was 
when you first come! Used to drop your head, and sing 
yourself off like a bird! It’s ready for you now, deary.”’ 

He takes it from her with great care, and puts the mouth- 
piece to his lips. She seats herself beside him, ready to refill 
the pipe. After inhaling a few whiffs in silence, he doubtingly 
accosts her with: 

“Is it as potent’ as it used to be?” 

“What do you speak of, deary?” 

“What should I speak of, but what I have in my mouth?” 

“Tt’s just the same. Always the identical same.’? 

“Tt doesn’t taste so. And it’s slower.’? 

““You’ve got more used to it, you see.” 

“That may be the cause, certainly. Look here.”? He 
stops, becomes dreamy, and seems to forget that he has 
invited her attention. She bends over him, and speaks in his ear, 
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“I'm attending to you. Says you just now, Look here. 
Says I now, I'm attending to ye. We was talking just before 
of your being used to it.” 

“T know all that. I was only thinking. Look here. Suppose 
Mi had something in your mind; something you were going 
to do.” 

“Yes, deary; something I was going to do?” 

“But had not, quite determined to do.” 

“Yes, deary.”’ 

“Might or might not do, you understand.” 

“Yes.” With the point of the needle she stirs the contents 
of the bowl. 

“Should you do it in your fancy when you were lying here 
doing this?”* 

She nods her head. ‘Over and over again.”’ 

“Just like me! J did it over and over again. I have done 
it hundreds of thousands of times in this room.” 

““Tt’s to be hoped it was pleasant to do, deary.”’ 

“Tt was pleasant to do!”’ 

He says this with a savage air, and a spring or start at her. 
Quite unmoyed, she retouches and replenishes the contents of 
the bowl with her little spatula. Seeing her intent upon the 
occupation, he sinks into his former attitude. 

“Tt was a journey, a difficult and dangerous journey. That 
was the subject in my mind. A hazardous and perilous 
journey, over abysses where a slip would be destruction. Look 
down, look down! You see what lies at the bottom there?”’ 

He has darted forward to say it, and to point at the ground, 
as though at some imaginary object far beneath. The woman 
looks at him, as his spasmodic face approaches close to hers, 
and not at his pointing. She seems to know what the in- 
fluence of her perfect quietude would be; if so, she has not 
miscalculated it, for he subsides again. 

“Well; I have told you I did it here hundreds of thousands 
of times. What do I say? I did it millions and billions of times. 
1 did it so often, and through such vast expanses of time, that 
when it was really done, it seemed not worth the doing, it was 
done so soon.”’ 

“That’s the journey you have been away upon,”’ she quietly 
remarks. 

He glares at her as he smokes; and then, his eyes becoming 
filmy, answers: ‘“‘That’s the journey.”’ 

Silence ensues. His eyes are sometimes closed and sometimes 
open. The woman sits beside him, very attentive to the pipe, 
which is all the while at his lips. 

“Yll warrant,” she observes when he has been looking 
fixedly at her for some consecutive moments, with a singular 
appearance in his eyes of seeming to see her a long way off, 
instead of so near him: “ll warrant you made the journey in 
a many ways, when you made it so often?” 
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“No, always in one way.” 

“ Always in the same way?” 

“se Ay.” 

“In the way in which it was really made at last?” 

“A 

= se always took the same pleasure in harping on it?” 

ye 

For the time he appears unequal to any other reply than this 
lazy monosyllabic assent. Probably to assure herself that it 
is not the assent of a mere automaton, she reverses the form ~ 
of her next sentence. 

“Did you never get tired of it, deary, and try to call up 
something else for a change?” 

He struggles into a sitting posture, and retorts upon her: 
“What do you mean? What did I want? What did I come 
for?”? 

She gently lays him back again, and, before returning him 
the instrument he has dropped, revives the fire in it with her 
own breath; then says to him coaxingly: 

“Sure, sure, sure! Yes, yes, yes! Now I go along with you. 
You was too quick forme. Isee now. You come o’ purpose to 
take the journey. Why, I might have known it, through its 
standing by you so.”’ 

He answers first with a laugh, and then with a passionate 
setting of his teeth: ‘“Yes, I came on purpose. When I could 
not bear my life, I came to get the relief, and I got it. It was 
one! It was one!” This repetition with extraordinary 
vehemence, and the snarl of a wolf. 

She observes him very cautiously, as though mentally 
feeling her way to her next remark. It is: “There was a 
fellow-traveller, dea: 

‘Ha, ha, ha!” He breaks into a ringing laugh, or rather 
yell. : 

“To think,’’ he cries, ‘how often fellow-traveller, and yet 
not know it! ‘To think how many times he went the journey, 
and never saw the road!” 

The woman kneels upon the floor, with her arms crossed on 
the coverlet of the bed, close by him, and her chin upon them. 
In this crouching attitude she watches him. The pipe is falling 
from his mouth. She puts it back, and, laying her hand upon 
his chest, moves him slightly from side to side. Upon that 
he speaks, as if she had spoken. 

“Yes! I always made the journey first, before the changes 
of colours and the great landscapes and glittering processions 
began. They couldn’t begin till it was off my mind. I had 
no room till then for anything else.”’ 

Once more he lapses into silence. Once more she lays her 
hand upon his chest, and moves him slightly to and fro, as a 
cat might stimulate a half-slain mouse. Once more he speaks, 
as if she had spoken, 
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“What? I told you so. When it comes to be real at last, it 
is so short that it seems unreal for the first time. Hark!” 

“Yes deary. I’m listening.” 

“Time and place are both at hand.” 

He is on his feet, speaking in a whisper, and as if in the dark. 

“Time, place, and fellow-traveller,” she suggests, adopting 
his tone, and holding him softly by the arm. 

“How could the time be at hand unless the fellow-traveller 
was? Hush! The journey’s made. It’s over.” 

“So soon?” 

“That’s what I said to you. So soon. Wait a little. This is a 
vision, TI shall sleep it off. It has been too short and easy. 
I must have a better vision than this; this is the poorest of all. 
No struggle, no consciousness of peril, no entreaty—and yet I 
never saw that before.” With a start. 

“Saw what, deary?” 

“Look at it. Look what a poor, mean, miserable thing it 
is! That must be real. It’s over.” 

He has accompanied this incoherence with some wild un- 
Meaning gestures; but they trail off into the progressive 
inaction of stupor, and he lies a log upon the bed. 

The woman, however, is still inquisitive. With a repetition 
of her cat-like action, she slightly stirs his body again, and 
listens; stirs again, and listens; whispers to it, and listens. 
Finding it past all rousing for the time, she slowly gets upon 
her feet with an air of disappointment, and fiicks the face with 
the back of her hand in turning from it. ; 

But she goes no further away from it than the chair upon 
the hearth. She sits in it, with an elbow on one of its arms, 
and her chin upon her hand, intent upon him. “I heard ye 
say once,” she croaks under her breath, “I heard ye say once, 
when I was lying where you’re lying, and you were making 
your speculations upon me, ‘ Unintelligible!’ I heard you say 
so of two more than me.- But don’t ye be too sure, always; 
don’t ye be too sure, beauty!” 

Unwinking, catlike, and intent, she presently adds: “Not 
so potent as itonce was? Ah! Perhaps not at first. You may 
be more right there. Practice makes perfect. I may have 
learned the secret how to make ye talk, deary.” 

He talks no more, whether orno. Twitching in an ugly way 
from time to time, both as to his face and limbs, he lies heavy 
and silent. The wretched candle burns down; the woman 
takes its expiring end between her fingers, lights another at it, 
crams the guttering frying morsel deep into the candlestick, 
and rams it home with the new candle, as if she were loading 
some ill-savoured and unseemly weapon of witchcraft; the 
new candle in its turn burns down; and still he lies insensible. 
At length what remains of the last candle is blown out, and 
daylight looks into the room. 

It has not looked very Jong when he sits up, chilled and 
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shaking, slowly recovers consciousness of where he is, and 
makes himself ready to depart. The woman receives what 
he pays her with a grateful, “Bless ye, bless ye, deary!” and 
seems, tired out, to begin making herself ready for sleep as he 
leaves the room. 

But seeming may be false or true. It is false in this case; 
for, the moment the stairs have ceased to creak under his tread, 
she glides after him, muttering emphatically, “I'll not miss ye 
twice!” 

There is no egress from the court but by its entrance. With 
a weird peep from the doorway, she watches for his looking 
back. He does not look back before disappearing with a 
wavering step. She follows him, peeps from the court, sees 
him still faltering on without looking back, and holds him in 
view. 

He repairs to the back of Aldersgate Street, where a door 
immediately opens to his knocking. She crouches in another 
doorway, watching that one, and easily comprehending that 
he puts up temporarily at that house. Her patience is un- 
exhausted by hours. For sustenance she can, and does, buy 
bread within a hundred yards, and milk as it is carried past her. 

He comes forth again at noon, having changed his dress, but 
carrying nothing in his hand, and having nothing carried for 
him. He is not going back into the country, therefore, just 
yet. She follows him a little way, hesitates, instantaneously 
turns confidently, and goes straight into the house he has 
quitted. 

“Ts the gentleman from Cloisterham indoors?” 

“‘ Just gone out.” 

2 “Unlucky. When does the gentleman return to Cloister- 
am?’ 

“At six this evening.” 

“Bless ye and thank ye! May the Lord prosper a business 
where a civil question, even from a poor soul, is so civilly 
answered!” 

“Tl not miss ye twice!” repeats the poor soul in the street, 
and not so civilly, ‘I lost ye last, where that omnibus you 
got into nigh your journey’s end plied betwixt the station and 
the place. I wasn’t so much as certain that you even went 
xight on to the place. Now I know ye did. My gentleman 
from Cloisterham, I'll be there before ye, and bide your 
coming. I’ve sworn my oath that I’llnot miss ye twice!” 

Accordingly, that same evening, the poor soul stands in 
Cloisterham High Street, looking at the many quaint gables of 
the Nuns’ House, and getting through the time as she best ean 
until nine o’clock; at which hour she has reason to suppose 
that the arriving omnibus passengers may have some interest 
for her, The friendly darkness, at that hour, renders it easy 
for her to ascertain whether this be so or not; and it is so, for 
the passenger not to be missed twice arrives among the rest. 
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**Now let me see what becomes of you. Go on!” 

An observation addressed to the air, and yet it might be 
addressed to the passenger, so compliantly does he go along 
the High Street until he comes to an arched gateway, at which 
he unexpectedly vanishes. The poor soul quickens her pace; 
is swift, and close upon him entering under the gateway; but 
only sees a postern staircase on one side of it, and on the other 
side an ancient vaulted room, in which a large-headed, grey- 
haired gentleman is writing, under the odd circumstances of 
sitting open to the thoroughfare and eyeing all who pass, as if 
he were toll-taker of the gateway ; though the way is free. 

“Halloa!” he cries in a low voice, seeing her brought to a 
standstill. ‘‘Who are you looking for?” 

“There was a gentleman passed in here this minute, sir.” 

“Of course there was. What do you want with him?” 

“Where do he live, deary?” 

“Live? Up that staircase.” 

“Bless ye! Whisper. What’s his name, deary?”’ 

“Surname Jasper, Christian name John. Mr. John Jasper.’’ 

“Has he a calling, good gentleman?” 

“Calling? Yes. Sings in the choir.” 

“Tn the spire?”® 

“Choir.” 

““What’s that?” : 

Mr. Datchery rises from his papers, and comes to his door- 
step. “Do you know what a cathedral is?’’ he asks jocosely. 

The woman nods. 

**What is it?” 

She looks puzzled, casting about in her mind to find a 
definition, when it occurs to her that it is easier to point out 
the substantial object itself, massive against the dark blue sky 
and the early stars. 

“That’s the answer. Go in there at seven to-morrow 
morning, and you may see Mr. John Jasper, and hear 
him too.” 

“Thank ye! Thank ye!” 

The burst of triumph in which she thanks him does not 
escape the notice of the single buffer of an easy temper living 
idly on hismeans. He glances at her; clasps his hands behind 
him, as the wont of such buffers is; and lounges along the 
zchoing Precincts at her side. 

““Or,”? he suggests with a backward hitch of his head, “‘you 
2an go up at once to Mr. Jasper’s rooms there.” 

The woman eyes him with a cunning smile, and shakes her 


head. 

“Oh! you don’t want to speak to him?” 

She repeats her dumb reply, and forms with her lips a 
soundless ‘*No.’” ' 

“You can admire him at a distance three times a day when- 
2ver you like. It’s a long way to come for that, though.” 


” 
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The woman looks up quickly. If Mr. Datchery thinks she 
is to be so induced to declare where she comes from, he is of a 
much easier temper than she is. But she acquits him of such 
an artful thought, as he lounges along, like the chartered bore 
of the city, with his uncovered grey hair blowing about, and 
his purposeless hands rattling the loose money in the pockets 
of his trousers. ; 

The chink of the money has an attraction for her greedy 
ears. ‘Wouldn’t you help me to pay for my travellers’ 
lodging, dear gentleman, and to pay my way along? Lama 
poor soul, I am indeed, and troubled with a grievous cough.”’ 

“You know the travellers’ lodging, I perceive, and are 
making directly for it,”’ is Mr. Datchery’s bland comment, still 
rattling his loose money. “Been here often, my good woman?” 

“Once in all my life.”’ 

“ Ay, ay? tk : ; 

They have arrived at the entrance to the Monks’ Vineyard. 
An appropriate remembrance, presenting an exemplary model 
for imitation, is revived in the woman’s mind by the sight of 
the place. She stops at the gate, and says energetically: 

“By this token, though you mayn’t believe it, That a young 
gentleman gave me three-and-sixpence as I was coughing my 
breath away on this very grass. I asked him for three-and- 
sixpence, and he gave it me.”’ 

“Wasn’t it a little cool to name your sum?” hints Mr, 
Datchery, still rattling. ‘Isn’t it customary to leave the 
amount open? Mightn’t it have had the appearance, to the 
young gentleman—only the appearance—that he was rather 
dictated to?” 1 

““Lookee here, deary,”’ she replies in a confidential and per- 
suasive tone. ‘‘I wanted the money to lay it out on a medi- 
cine as does me good, and as I deal in. I told the young 
gentleman so, and he gave it me, and I laid it out honest to the 
last brass farden. I-want to lay out the same sum in the same 
way now; and, if you’ll give it me, I'll lay it out honest to the 
last brass farden again, upon my soul!” 

“What's the medicine?” ( 

“Tll be honest with you beforehand, as well as after. It’s 
opium.”’ 

Mr. Datchery, with a sudden change of countenance, gives 
her a sudden look. 

“It’s opium, deary. Neither more nor less. And it’s like 
a human creetur so far, that you always hear what can be said 
against it, but seldom what can be said in its praise.” 

Mr. Datchery begins very slowly to count out the sum 
demanded of him. Greedily watching his hands, she continues 
to hold forth on the great example set him. 

“It was last Christmas-eve, just arter dark, the once that I 
was here afore, when the young gentleman gave me the three- 
and-six.”’ 
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Mr. Datchery stops in his counting, finds he has counted 
wrong, shakes his money together, and begins again. : 

*““And the young gentleman’s name,’’ she adds, “was 
Edwin.”’ : 

' Mr. Datchery drops some money, stoops to pick it up, and 
reddens with the exertion as he asks: 

“How do you know the young gentleman’s name?” ‘ 

_“T asked him for it, and he toldit me. I only asked him the 
two questions, what was his Chris’en name, and whether he’d a 
sweetheart? And he answered, Edwin, and he hadn’t.’’ 

_ Mr. Datchery pauses with the selected coins in his hand, 
rather as if he were falling into a brown study of their value, 
and couldn’t bear to part with them. ‘The woman looks at 
him distrustfully, and with her anger brewing for the event 
of his thinking better of the gift; but he bestows it on her as if 
he were abstracting his mind from the sacrifice, and with many~ 
servile thanks she goes her way. 

John Jasper’s lamp is kindled, and his lighthouse is shining 
when Mr. Datchery returns alone towards it. As mariners on 
a dangerous voyage, approaching an iron-bound coast, may 
look along the beams of the warning light to the haven lying 
beyond it that may never be reached, so Mr. Datchery’s wistful 
gaze is directed to this beacon, and beyond. 

His object in now revisiting his lodging is merely to put on 
the hat which seems so superfluous an article in his wardrobe. 
It is half-past ten by the cathedral clock when he walks out 
into the Precincts again; he lingers and looks about him, as 
though, the enchanted hour when Mr. Durdles may be stoned 
home having struck, he had some expectation of seeing the Imp 
who is appointed to the mission of stoning him. 

Tn effect, that Power of Evil is abroad. Having nothing 
living to stone at the moment, he is discovered by Mr. Datchery 
in the unholy office of stoning the dead, through the railings 
of the churchyard. The Imp finds this a relishing and piquing 
pursuit; firstly, because their resting-place is announced to be 
sacred; and secondly, because the tall headstones are suffici- 
ently like themselves, on their beat in the dark, to justify the 
delicious fancy that they are hurt when hit. 

Mr. Datchery hails him with: “Halloa, Winks!” 

He acknowledges the hail with: “Halloa, Dick!”? Their 
acquaintance seemingly having been established on a familiar 
footing. 

“But, I say,”’ he remonstrates, “‘don’t yer go a-making my 
name public. I never means to plead to no name, mind yer. 
When they says to me in the Lockup, a-going to put me down 
in the book, ‘What’s your name?’ I says to them, ‘Find out.’ 
Likewise when they says, ‘What’s your religion?’ I says, 
‘Find out.’” 

Which, it may be observed in passing, it would be immensely 
difficult for the State, however statistical, to do. 


~ 
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“Asides which,” adds the boy, “there ain’t no family of 
Winkses.”” 

“T think there must be.” 

“Yer lie, there ain’t. The travellers give me the name on 
account of my getting no settled sleep and being knocked up all 
night; whereby I gets one eye roused open afore I’ve shut the 
other. That’s what Winks means. Deputy’s the nighest 
name to indict me by: but yer wouldn’t catch me pleading to 
that, neither.” 

“Deputy be it always, then. We two are good friends; eh, 
Deputy?” 

“* Jolly good.” 

“T forgave you the debt you owed me when we first became 
acquainted, and many of my sixpences have come your way 
since; eh, Deputy?” 

““Ah! And what’s more, yer ain’t no friend o’ Jarsper’s. 
What did he go a h’isting me off my legs for?” 

“What indeed? But never mind him now. A shilling of 
mine is going your way to-night, Deputy. You have just 
taken in a lodger I have been speaking to; an infirm woman 
with a cough.” 

“Puffer,” assents Deputy with a shrewd leer of recognition, 
and smoking an imaginary pipe, with his head very much on 
one side and his eyes very much out of their places. “‘Hopeum 
Puffer.” 

“What is her name?” 

“°Er Royal Highness the Princess Puffer.” 

“She has some other name than that. Where does she 
live?” 

“Up in London. Among the Jacks.” 

“The sailors?” 

“*T said so; Jacks; and Chayner men; and hother Knifers.” 

“TI should like to know, through you, exactly where she 
lives.” 

“All right. Give us ‘old.’ 

A shilling passes; and, in that spirit of confidence which 
should pervade all business transactions between principals of 
honour, this piece of business is considered done. 

““But here’s a lark!” cries Deputy. ‘Where did yer think 
*Er Royal Highness is a-goin’ to to-morrow morning? Blest if 
she ain’t a-goin’ to the KIN-FREE-DER-EL!” He greatly pro- 
longs the word in his ecstasy, and smites his leg, and doubles 
himself up in a fit of shrill laughter. 

‘«‘How do you know that, Deputy?” 

“Cos she told me so just now. She said she must be hup and 
hout o’ purpose. She ses, ‘Deputy, I must ’ave a early wash, 
and make myself as swell as I can, for I’m a-goin’ to take a 
turn to the KIN-FREE-DER-EL!’” He separates the syllables 
with his former zest, and, not finding his sense of the ludicrous 
sufficiently relieved by stamping about on the pavement, 
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breaks into a slow and stately dance, perhaps supposed to be 
performed by the Dean. 

Mr. Datchery receives the communication with a well- 
satisfied though pondering face, and breaks up the conference. 
Returning to his quaint lodging, and sitting long over the 
supper of bread and cheese and salad and ale which Mrs. Tope 
has left prepared for him, he still sits when his supper is 
finished. At length he rises, throws open the door of a corner 
eupboard, and refers to a few uncouth chalked strokes on its 
inner side. 

“*T like,” says Mr. Datchery, “the old tavern way of keeping 
scores. Illegible except to the scorer. The scorer not com- 
mitted, the scored debited with what is against him. Hum! 
ha! A very small score this; a very poor score!” 

He sighs over the contemplation of its poverty, takes a bit 
of chalk from one of the cupboard shelves, and pauses with it 
in his hand, uncertain what addition to make to the account. 

“T think a moderate stroke,’’ he concludes, “is all I am 
justified in scoring up ;”’ so, suits the action to the word, closes 
the cupboard, and goes to bed. 

A brilliant morning shines on the old city. Its antiquities 
and ruins are surpassingly beautiful, with a lusty ivy gleaming 
in the sun, and the rich trees waving in the balmy air, Changes 
of glorious light from moving boughs, songs of birds, scents 
from gardens, woods, and fields—or rather, from the one great 
garden of the whole cultivated island in its yielding time— 
penetrate into the cathedral, subdue its earthly odour, and 
preach the Resurrection and the Life. The cold stone tombs 
of centuries ago grow warm; and flecks of brightness dart into 
the sternest marble corners of the building, fluttering there 
like wings. 

Comes Mr. Tope with his large keys, and yawningly unlocks 
and sets open. Come Mrs. Tope and attendant sweeping 
sprites. Come, in due time, organist and bellows-boy, peeping 
down from the red curtains in the loft, fearlessly flapping dust 
from books up at that remote elevation, and whisking it from 
stops and pedals. Come sundry rooks, from various quarters 
of the sky, back to the great tower; who may be presumed to 
enjoy vibration, and to know that bell and organ are going to 
give it them. Come a very small and straggling congregation 
indeed: chiefly from Minor Canon Corner and the Precincts. 
Come Mr. Crisparkle, fresh and bright; and his ministering 
brethren, not quite so fresh and bright. Come the choir in a 
hurry (always in a hurry, and struggling into their nightgowns 
at the last moment, like children, shirking bed), and comes 
John Jasper leading their line. Last of all comes Mr. Datchery 
into a stall, one of a choice empty collection very much at his 
service, and glancing about him for her Royal Highness the 
Princess Puffer. 

The service is pretty well advanced before Mr. Datchery can 


ee 
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discern Her Royal Highness. But by that time he has made 
her out in the shade. She is behind a pillar, carefully with- 
drawn from the Choir Master’s view, but regards him with the 


closest attention. All unconscious of her presence, he chants . 


and sings. She grins when he is most musically fervid, and— 
yes, Mr. Datchery sees her do it!—shakes her fist at him behind 


_ the pillar’s friendly shelter. 


Mr. Datchery looks again, to convince himself. Yes, again! 
As ugly and withered as one of the fantastic carvings on the 
under brackets of the stall seats, as malignant as the Evil One, 


. as hard as the big brass eagle holding the sacred books upon 


his wings (and, according to the sculptor’s representation of his 
ferocious attributes, not at all converted by them), she hugs 
herself in her lean arms, and then shakes both fists at the leader 
of the choir. ; ‘ } 

And at that moment, outside the grated door of the choir, 
having eluded the vigilance of Mr. Tope by shifty resources in 
which he is an adept, Deputy peeps, sharp-eyed, through 
the bars, and stares astounded from the threatener to the 
threatened. 

The service comes to an end, and the servitors disperse to 
breakfast. Mr. Datchery accosts his last new acquaintance 
outside, when the choir (as much in a hurry to get their bed- 
gowns off as they were but now to get them on) have scuffied. 
away. ; 

“Well, mistress! Good morning. You have seen him?” 

*T’ve seen him, deary; I’ve seen him!” 

« And you know him?” 

“Know him! Better far than all the Reverend Parsons put 
together know him.” 

Mrs. Tope’s care has spread a very neat, clean breakfast 
ready for her lodger. Before sitting down to it, he opens his 
corner-cupboard door; takes his bit of chalk from its shelf; 
adds one thick line to the score, extending from the top of the 
cupboard door to the bottom; and then falls to with an 
appetite. ‘ 

* * * * * * * * 
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